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"PILOT     YAST  Y." 


AN  EAST  COAST  STORY. 


By      ATHOL       FORBES* 


HIS  face  had  the  impress  of  a  great 
loneliness,  and  he  seemed  bowed 
down  with  the  weight  of  some  vast  secret. 
His  presence  seemed  to  affect  the  very 
atmosphere,  for,  when  he  did  join  a  group 
of  his  seafaring  mates  on  the  cliff,  the 
noisy,  boisterous  laughter  and  talk  ceased 
immediately,  and  men  lighted  their  pipes 
afresh,  turned  round,  and  gazed  out  to  sea. 
The  first  time  I  saw  him  was  in  the  old 
parish  church.  I  happened  to  be  staying 
a  short  time  in  Hartlepool,  and,  on  the 
Sunday  morning,  dropped  into  St.  Hilda's 
for  service.  As  soon  as  my  eyes  rested 
upon  him,  I  felt  a  curious  sense  of  desola- 
tion creep  over  me,  and  the  man's  de- 
meanour so  worked  upon  me  that  all  idea 
of  worship  fled,  and  I  sat  watching  him, 
wondering  what  soul-absorbing  secret  was 
behind  those  sunken  eyes  of  his  and  the 
weather-beaten  face.  Throughout  the 
whole  day  the  man  haunted  me.  In  the 
evening,  I  walked  out  on  to  the  Heugh, 
where  I  joined  a  group  of  fishermen. 
Somehow,  I  knew  he  would  come  whom 
I  expected.  I  was  leaning  over  the  rails, 
looking  down  across  the  bay,  amused  at 
the  good-humoured  chaff  going  on  around 
me,  when  suddenly  all  talking  ceased. 
The  men  who  had  been  leaning  with  their 
backs  to  the  sea  turned  round  and  gazed 
away  out  over  the  rocks,  as  if  their  atten- 
tion had  been  suddenly  called  to  some 
object  seawards.  I  raised  my  head  and 
saw,  as  I  already  had  felt,  that  the  new- 
comer was  the  man  I  was  looking  for. 
He  came  and  stood  by  me.  One  or 
two  of  the  younger  fisher-lads  attempted 
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to  whistle,  but  the  attempt  was  a  failure, 
and  presently  they  moved  off.  The 
same  feeling  I  had  experienced  in  the 
church  now  came  over  me.  The  "bay 
upon  which  we  were  looking  seemed  to 
share  the  gloom  of  the  cliff.  A  shadow 
had  come  over  it  and  us ;  never  had  the 
sea  looked  to  me  so  crael.  In  the  distance 
the  white  horses  sported  and  chased  each 
other  over  the  Long  Scar  Rocks.  No 
danger  was  visible  to  the  eye  save  the 
broken  water  ;  but,  under  it,  a  long,  sharp 
backbone  of  jagged  rock  ran  up  at  an 
angle  under  the  water,  ready  to  pierce  and 
rip  up  the  ship  that  chance  or  the  elements 
might  force  upon  these  sharp  teeth. 

'*  Bleak  night.  Daddy,"  said  one  of  the 
men,  removing  his  pipe  and  addressing  the 
newcomer  deferentially. 

"Aye,  lad,"  was  the  answer;  but  the 
tone  was  unresponsive,  and  told  plainly 
that  he  was  not  anxious  for  conversation. 

'*  Nasty  easterly  lipper.  Dad,"  growled 
another  of  the  men,  after  a  few  minutes' 
silence. 

To  this  no  reply  was  vouchsafed,  and 
a  prolonged  quietness  followed.  Conver- 
sation needs  a  certain  amount  of  imagin- 
ation, but  imagination  was  throttled  at 
the  very  beginning  in  the  grim,  stern  man 
whose  presence  had  cast  a  shadow  on 
the  company. 

The  sun  went  down,  and  the  red  light 
from  the  old  pier  shone  out  over  the  cold, 
sullen  water.  One  by  one  the  fishermen 
dropped  off,  hesitating  for  a  moment,  as  if 
about  to  apologise  for  leaving,  and  then^ 
with  a  stray  remark  \\kfc  *^  ^cX^v'^V  '"''  ^^^ 
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PILOT   YASTY." 


what  the  wife  *s  doing/'  or  a  brief  **  So 
long,"  walked  away. 

Suddenly  this  strange  man  pulled  out  a 
big  silver  watch  from  his  trouser-pocket, 
and  growled  something  which  I  did  not 
catch,  but  which  was  probably  meant 
for  an  '*  adieu,"  as  the  men  all  answered 
**  Good-night,  Daddy,"  as  if  a  great  strain 
had  been  taken  off  them.  Then  they 
resumed  their  former  postures  of  ease. 

"  Poor  old  Daddv  !  lie  be  so  lone- 
some,"  remarked  one  of  the  group  in 
kindly  way  of  apology  for  what  some 
people  might  have  regarded  as  sullenness 
bn  the  part  of  Vasty. 

"  Is  he  one  of  your  mates  ?  "  I  asked  of 
the  speaker. 

**  Well,  he  is,  and  he  isn't,"  was  the 
rather  ambiguous  answer.  "lle*s  been 
like  that  ever  since  I  can  remember,"  he 
continued.  **  Never  savs  notliini>-  to  no 
one :  just  always  lonesome  like  as  you  see 
him  now.     Eh,  Mat .''" 

*'That  's  about  it,"  answered  the  person 
addressed  as  Mat,  shifting  his  pipe  from 
one  side  of  his  mouth  to  the  other.  "  Mv 
old  dad  says  he  was  always  like  that. 
Never  cared  about  talking." 

*'  1  saw  him  at  church  this  morning,"  1 
remarked. 

"Yes,  he's  off  there  now  before  the 
bells  put  in.  He  always  sits  in  one  seat. 
I  can  remember  him  silting  in  it  when  1 
was  a  boy.  Old  Dicky  Cain  says  he 
always  walks  out  if  hi^  can't  get  that 
there  pew.  Dicky  knows  more  about  him 
than  anyone." 

**  Who  is  Dicky  }  "  1  asked. 

•'  Oh  !  he  be  the  sexton.  Always  sits  at 
the  back  of  the  church.  He  could  tell 
you  something  about  him  if  he  liked  ;  and 
h(»  might  tell  you,  Sir,  seeing  that  you  're  a 
parson." 

Next  day  I  made  the  accpiaintance  of 
the  sexton.  When  I  put  my  (juestion,  I 
soon  saw  that  this  was  not  the  man  who 
wouKl  satisfy  my  curiosity.  lie  peered 
suspiciously  at  me  through  his  small  dark 
eyes.  *'  Yes,  he  knew  IMlot  Yasiy — had 
known  him  for  over  sixty  years.  He  had 
buried  his  wife  and  the  boy  what  was 
drowned  in  the  same  grave,"  and  that  was 
as  far  as  we  got. 


*'  What  did  Yasty  do  for  a  living  ?  " 

**  He  had  a  boat — a  pilot- coble — but  he 
didn't  pilot  ships  now."  Then  there  was 
a  full  stop,  and  all  communication  Vas  at 
an  end.  Cain  was  suspicious,  I  could  see. 
However,  I  had  learnt  the  address  of  the 
man  who  interested  me,  and  one  answer 
of  my  rugged  friend  suggested  a  way  of 
making  Yasty's  acquaintance. 

I  called  at  his  little  cottage  that 
night.  "  Yes,  he  would  lend  me  his 
coble  for  the  price  I  had  stated,  and 
would  accompany  me.  Good-night,"  he 
said  gruffly. 

Day  after  day,  as  the  weather  permitted, 
we  cruised  about  in  the  bay,  and  we  got 
so  far  friendly  that  in  the  evenings  I 
would  sometimes  drop  in  to  smoke  a  pipe 
with  him. 

The  heart  knows  its  own  confessor,  and 
the  true  confessor  knows  the  furtive  glance 
and  shadowed  eye  behind  which  is  hidden 
some  ghostly  thing.  I  knew  from  the 
first  day  that  this  man  would  tell  me  all. 
It  was  simply  a  question  of  time  for  the 
disclosure  to  come.  Sometimes  he  would 
brighten  up  over  the  recalled  memorj'  of 
the  smuggling  days  ;  then  the  light  would 
suddenly  go  out  of  his  eyes,  and  in  its 
place  came  a  hardness  and  a  strange, 
sardonic  smile,  as  he  puffed  away  at 
his   pipe. 

One  oight,  he  sat  for  a  long  time  with 
his  arms  folded,  gazing  into  the  fire. 
There  was  a  fierceness  upon  his  face — a 
wild  fierceness  of  unrest. 

"  Don't  let  that  secret  of  yours  drive 
you  mad,  Daddy,"  I  said  quietly. 

For  a  time  he  made  no  answer.  Then, 
in  a  slow,  breaking  whisper,  he  said, 
"  How  do  you  know  I  have  a  secret  "t  ** 

*'  Daddy,  when  men  live  lives  of  patient, 
gloomy  watchfulness,  with  no  word  for 
their  fellows,  they  generally  have  some- 
thing to  hide — something  to  watch  and 
guard.  I  have  a  feeling  that  you  are 
going  to  tell  it  to  me.  Perhaps  I  am 
wroni;,  but  I  think  that  it  will  relieve  your 
mind  to  share  the  .secret  with  someone 
eh 


sc. 


**  My  God!     Sometimes  I  think  it  will 
drive  me  mad,"  he  said  hoarsely. 
**  Then  tell  me.  Daddy." 


"  PILOT  YASTY." 
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*'  It  is  a  long  time  ago — yes,  a  long 
time,  and  yet  it  seems  just  like  yesterday. 
I  was  not  always  as  I  am  now.  I  had  a 
heart  once,  before  it  was  cut  out  of  me, 
and  a  devil's  put  in  its  place.  You  know 
I  am  a  pilot — leastways,  I  was  before  my 
ticket  was  taken  from  me.  So  was  my 
father  before  me.  He  was  lost  at  sea. 
God  rest  him ! "  he  said  reverently. 
**  Well,  I  was  lonely  in  this  place,  and  I 
married  and  brought  my  girl  here.  Aye, 
she  was  ver*  beautiful  lass,  ver'  beautiful !  " 

Here  he  paused  and  put  up  his  hand  as 
if  to  stifle  a  sob ;  the  lines  on  his  face 
grew  deeper,  and  his  lips  tightened. 

**  When  my  little  lad  was  born,  the 
doctor  came  out  and  told  me.  Mad  with 
delight,  I  shook  his  hand  and  shouted, 
and  my  mates  shouted ;  but  the  old 
doctor,  Edgar  that  was,  turned  away 
grave  like,  and  said,  *  Go  in  to  your 
wife — and  God  help  you  !  *  I  wondered  ; 
so  did  my  mates.  At  first  I  was  for  running 
after  him  ;  then  the  desire  to  see  my  wife 
and  boy  made  me  rush  off  to  the  house — this 
house.  She  was  lying  there,"  and  he  pointed 
to  the  bed,  "and  as  I  came  in  the  neighbours 
went  out  and  left  us  alone.  The  child 
nestled  in  by  her  side,  but,  as  I  turned 
back  the  sheet  to  get  a  better  peep  at  him, 
I  saw  a  look  in  the  wife's  eyes.  '  They  say 
he  's    like    your    dad,'    she   says   to   me. 

*  What  is  it,  Mary  ? '  I  said,  or  tried  to 
say,  for  my  heart  was  seized  with  some 
fearful  dread. 

**  *  You  must  call  him  Cuthbert,  after 
your  father,*  she  says  softly ;  and  then  she 
drew   my   face   down   to   hers   and    said, 

*  Don't  fret.  I  must  leave  you,  but  I  have 
brought  you  back  your  old  dad,'  and  she 
looked  at  the  baby.  Well,  it  was  God's 
will,  and  I  am  not  complaining,  for  He 
knows  best,  and,  when  we  laid  her  in  the 
churchyard,  I  bore  my  sorrow  like  a  man. 
The  little  chap  grew  up  strong ;  aye,  and 
sturdy  he  was.  I  nursed  and  guarded  that 
child — well,  God  knows.  I  worked  early 
and  late  for  him.  I  could  scarcely  bear 
to  part  from  him  for  a  second,  but  when  I 
did  leave  him  I  paid  a  woman  well  to  look 
after  him — twice  what  she  asked  as  wages  ; 
but  she  understood,  and  the  faithful  soul 
did  look  after  him,  and  many 's  the  night 


he  's  sat  in  that  chair,  with  an  old  coat  of 
mine  round  him,  waiting  up  to  welcome 
me  when  I  have  been  expected  at  a  certain 
time.  He  had  all  his  granddad's  ways,  and 
his  uncle  used  to  sav,  *  Old  Cuthbert  will 
never  be  dead  while  little  Cuthbert  lives.' 
What  a  lad  he  was,  too,  for  boats  !  Some- 
times, when  he  got  to  be  five  or  six  years 
of  age,  I  would  take  him  out  with  me  rn 
the  coble.  He  loved  the  sea,  and,  young 
as  he  was — Ah,  Sir,  you  cannot  tell  what  a 
companion  he  was  to  me  !  " 

The  tears  were  in  old  Yasty's  eyes,  and 
he  made  no  effort  to  check  them. 

**  One  day,  I  had  to  take  a  French  barque 
over  the  bar.  She  used  to  trade  here 
from  Boulogne.  Cuthbert  begged  hard  to 
go  with  me,  and,  as  the  weather  seemed 
fine,  I  took  him  aboard,  and  he  played 
about  the  deck  while  I  looked  to  the  ship. 
We  had  just  got  out,  and  I  was  thinking 
of  leaving  her,  when  I  hears  a  shout  from 
my  mate,  who  was  in  the  boat  towing 
astern.  I  ran  aft.  He  was  sawing  away 
with  his  penknife  at  the  tow-rope.  *  The 
boy ! '  he  shouted,  as  the  rope  parted.  I 
looked  in  the  direction  he  pointed,  and 
there,  being  carried  away  rapidly  by  the 
tide,  was  my  little  lad  ;  but  he  was  making 
a  brave  effort  to  swim.  I  rushed  to  the 
wheel  and  shouted  the  necessary  orders  to 
check  the  ship  and  get  out  a  boat.  The 
lad  could  manage  to  keep  afloat  for  a  little 
while,  I  knew,  for  he  swam  well  for  a  boy 
of  seven.  To  my  horror,  the  captain  and 
mate  seized  me,  refused  to  delay  the  ship, 
and " 

Here  he  paused  again,  his  chin  dropped 
on  his  breast  as  a  deep  groan  escaped  him, 
and  a  look  of  hard  despair  came  over  his 
countenance.  Each  word  seemed  to  come 
from  a  smothered  furnace — 

"  I  appealed  to  the  men.  I  struggled,, 
and,  mad  at  the  sight  of  my  boy,  who  was 
still  struggling,  I  sprang  overboard  ;  but 
the  distance  was  too  great — my  mate,  poor 
fellow,  was  helpless  in  the  coble,  for  the 
wind  was  against  him.  He.  managed  to 
pick  up  me  and  my  boy.  They  said  that 
I  had  my  arms  clasped  round  him,  but  I 
remember  nothing  until  I  came  to  myself 
in  this  room.  Came  to  myself,  did  I 
say  ?      No,   not  that.     I   had  become   a 


'  PILOT  YASTY." 


devil  for  the  future ;  life  liad  but  one 
object  to  live  for.  My  liitle  Cuthbert  was 
buried  in  the  same  grave  as  his  mother. 
We  could  easily  have  saved  the  brave  little 
chap  if  only  the  barque  had  stopped  and 
put  out  a  boat,  for  he  did  struggle  bard 
to  keep  afloat.  I  can  hear  his  cry  now  as  I 
swam  to  him — •  Make  haste,  father!  make 
haste  ! ' ,  but  the  struggle  on  the  ship  had 
exhausted  my  strength,  and  I  was  too  lau:" 


but  no  cold  affected  me  ;  there  was  too 
fierce  a  fire  burning '  inside  of  me  for  that. 
As  the  lime  drew-  near  uhen  she  might  be 
tairly  expected,  we  practically  lived  at  sea. 
Late  one  afternoon  we  saw  her  coming  up 
from  the  souih'ard,  and  I  knew  that  my 
vengeance  was  near,  as  I  made  sure  of  her 
through  the  glass. 

"  The  mate  put  me  alongside,  and  we 
exchanged  a    look — that    was  all — and   I 
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■  iho  old 
time,  then,  with  a  deep-drawn  sigh, 
proceeded  :  '•  I  said  just  now  thai  I  was  a 
devil ;  so  I  was,  and  I  don't  repent  of  my 
evil  deed  now.  Long  before  that  hartiue 
was  expected  at  Hartlepool  again,  I  was 
out  day  and  night  watching  for  her.  My 
mate,  the  one  that  was  with  me  when  it 
happened,  knew  what  was  in  my  mind, 
though  he  never  breathed  ii^n  fact,  we 
never  did  talk.  My  God  !  I  think  now 
of  those  nights  we  spent  together.  He 
ased  to  complain   sometimes  of  the  cold. 
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The  desolate,  distant  tone  in  old 
Yasty's  voice  was  gone,  and  a  vicious  joy 
was  on  his  face  as  the  scene  rose  up 
before  him. 

"  The  wind  was  rising',"  he  continued, 


" '  ftlonsicur  Pilot,  jou  go  near  the 
rocks,'  he  said. 

" '  There  is  plenty  of  water  for  us,'  I 
said.  'She  is  not  drawing  more  than 
sixteen  fix-t,  and  the  tide  has  hardly  just 


"  and  a  big  puff  came  across  the  bay  from  turned.' 

the  nor' -east,  and  she  was  beginning  to  "  '  Well,  well,  you  know  best,'  and  lie 

dip  litT  nose   into  it.     She  was  running  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  looked  again 

dead  for  the  Long  Scar.      The  captain,  in  the  direction  of  the  danger. 

he  walks  up  and  down  the  poop,  and  the  "  U'e  were  within  a  hundred  yards  or  so. 

men  loafed    about   the    deck.      We   were  "  ■  Captain,'  I  said,    '  you    lost   me  my 


:n-  my       boy— you  w<iuld  not  wait  to  pick   him   up. 
■nplaiii       I   have   waiird    uul    hi-ri'  a    forini^s-ht    for 


within  a  r,'w  bundri-d  v;ir,l 
p,».r  lad  «,is  ]„sl.  1V.'S.M 
slopp.d    bis    u,tlk,  ihr.'W 

cigar,  and  wmi  t..  Ins  ,abin.     .\h   heart  --l   ci.uld   n.n  si,.p  mv  ship  tWr  ihat, 

brat  <|ui(klv.     I  knew  lir  had  goni^'io  lo.ik  .M.insirur  rili.i,'  and  he  j:Iani:.-,l  j.i;ain  in 

up  hi-^  .han.      Till-  uiiiU-  ram.'ui.  lome  thf  din-ainn  ..f  ihe  l.«.u-  Scar.     1   ^hall 

an.i   ]ioiriUd   in  ihc   dirnlion   ..f  tin-   r.-rf  nn[   forget   hi-;   fare.      Sudderdv  he   liirned 

and  ibeii  ai  ilie  water.  and  ^jirang  ti\»ni  nn-.  wild  with  lernir.  but 

•"f)b.     plemv    .^r    ualer    f.^r    us!"     I  I  siruek  him  ..ft.  and  be  fell.    He  sbomed, 

answered,     bul     ..ne     eoi.ld     see     be    was  and     several     ..f    the     crew    ran     toHar.ls 

uneasy.  nie  ;    but     I     was    a    lievil,    and    fought 

"  M  that  moment  the  eaplain  came  out  like    <)ne.       Itefun'    ibey    could    get    me 

of/iisrabin,  Jiiokiuq  scaniWAt:  away  from  the  nhcel,  the  vessel  struck. 


'  PILOT  YASTY  " 


and  as  I  felt  the  sharp  ridge  tear  up  her 
bottom,  I  laughed. 

"  For  a  second  she  stood  still,  shivering 
and  groaning  like  some  poor  frightened 
animal. 

"  '  The  boats  !  the  boats  ! '  cried  the 
captain.  '  Mou  Dicu  !  Mon  Dieu ! '  he 
shouted,  and  1  stood  on  the  deck  and 
laughed  at  their  tears  and  vain  attempts  to 
get  out  the  boats.  In  less  time  than  it 
takes  to  tell,  the  ship  lurched  heavily 
forward,  swinging  round  her  quarter 
to  the  reef  It  was  all  over  The 
waves  poured  down  on  the  deck,  the 
masts  broke  away,  and  my  revenge  was 
complete. 

"  I  was  picked  up,  more  dead  than 
alive,  by  my  mate  in  the  coble,"  he  con- 
tinued. "  My  ticket  as  pilot  was  taken 
away  from  me  by  the   Board  of  Trade,  but 


I  did  not  care,  I  had  done  my  work,  nor 
am  I  sorry  for  it  now.  Not  a  soul  of  the 
whole  crew  was  picked  up  alive.  She 
went  to  pieces  in  a  few  minutes." 

He  made  an  angry  gesture,  and  in  his 
eyes  was  a  tierce  joy  of  justice  as  he 
folded  his  arms  again  and  settled  in  his 

"  There  are  some  living  now  who  saw 
her  go  down,  and  one  or  two  of  them 
guessed  the  part  I  had  in  it,  but  I  never 
talked  of  it  to  anyone.  At  the  Board  of 
Trade  inquiry,  I  simply  held  my  tongue, 
and  let  them  pass  what  sentence  they 
liked — what  did  it  matter  to  me  ,''  I  had 
sent  the  cowardly  curs  to  their  doom,  and 
if  there 's  to  be  another  trial  in  the  Court 
above  which  God  Almighty  presides  over, 
I  must  take  my  chance^at  least,  He  will 
know  all  about  it,"  he  added  reverently. 
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ANARADHAPURA: 

HUNDRED       MILES      OF      RUINS. 
By    F.   C   LINDO. 


SITUATED  some  ciglity  or  niiiL-ty 
miles  due  north  of  Kaiidy,  in  Ceylon, 
is  a  place  called  Aiiaradhapura,  which, 
owing  to  the  difiicuity  experienced  in 
reaching  it,  is  seldom  visited  by  travellers 
in  the  island.     However,  if  one  is  content 
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however,  nothing  more  or  less  than  a 
small  wagonette  drawn  by  two  \cry  inferior 
steeds,  having  a  covering  to  protect  the 
occupants  from  the  tropical  sun — but,  to 
prevent  a  mistake,  it  has  the  words  "Royal 
Mail  "  in  enormous  white  letters. 

The  first  half  of  the 
journey  one  passes 
through  nothing  hut 
lea  and  cocoa  planta- 

irces  anil  bananas,  the 
latter  half  being  far 
the  most  excitmg, 
through  miles  of 
jungle  on  cither  side. 
One  sres  all  descrip- 
tions ot  birds  and 
beasts,  as  jackals, 
ibretahs,  monkeys, 
m  o  n  g  o 


I'- 


ll e  s  i  d  e  s 

of  brilliantly 
coloured  butterflies. 

There   is    always   a 
lertain      amount      of 


tin- 


to  put  up  with  a  somewhat  tedious  journey 
and  a  certain  amount  of  discomfort,  it  i-i 
undoubtedly  well  worth  a  visit. 

At  the  present  day,  the  only  possible 
way  of  reaching  it  is  by  a  conveyance 
called  the  ''Royal  Mail."  which  runs  daily 
from  Martale  (about  eighteen  miles  by 
rail  from  Kandy),  through  the  jungle,  a 
distance  of  seventy-four  miles. 

The  name  "  Royal  Mail  "  is  somewhat 
misleading.  One  is  led  to  expect  a  smart 
four-horsed   coach   or  diligence.      It   is, 


monotony  of  so 
many  hours"  drive,  owing  lo  the  horses, 
which  are  cliangi'd  everv  five  or  six  miles, 
suddenlv  jibbing,  and  'taking  ibe  Royal 
:Mail  bodily  down  the  bank  at  the  siile  of 
the  road,     ll  is  most  fortunate  if  the  con- 

beingsomewhat  top-beavy.  The  passengers 
are  all  comjielled  to  assist  in  extriiating 
it  from  iis  trouble. 

On  reaching  .Xnaradbapura,  one  stays  at 
the  Oovornment  Rest  House,  which  is 
just  an  ordinary  bungalow — this  being  the 
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(lovcninicnt  control, 
il  dots  not  iirt'vcnl 
literally  dozens  of  rats 
and  lizards  running 
all  over  the  floor  and 
CL-ilings.  How.-ver, 
no  one  who  under- 
takes this  little  trip 
expects  to  find  all  the 
inocleni  comforts. 


Ovf 
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nearly  sixteen  s(mare 
miles  from  Anarad- 
tiapiira  iherc are  siat- 
irrcd  alK)ut  riiins  of 
lemplesand  palaces- 
supposed  todate  iKick 
over     tivo    thousand 


II 


injios- 


TuK  (jREAT  iiAoofiA  sibie  lo  sav  liow  far 

these  ruins  really  ex- 
only  civilised    dwelling   of    any    sort,    as,       tend,    as  the  work  of  excavating  is   still 
apart  from  a  large    prison,  the  buildings      being  proceeded  with  each  jear. 
consist     entirely     of     native    mud    huts.  The  most  imposing  of  all  lliese  ruins  is 

Although     this     Rest     House     is    under      the  Gn^at  Dagoba,  being  nearly  150  ft.  high 
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ami  350  ft.  in  diameter.  It  is  built  of  solid 
brickwork,  rather  after  the  design  of  a 
fort — only  a  conical  shape.  The  entire 
upper  portion  of  this  Dagoba  is  overgrown 


with  huge  trees  of  all  di 
it  is  still  possible  to  dis 
at  the  top. 

Round  the  base  of  the  I>; 


iptions,  though 
guish  the  spire 


a  pavi 
there  ; 


platform  V 
e  huge  ear 


Uy  yards  wide, 
I   statues  of   IJi 


three  or  four  steps,  still  remain.  It  is 
quite  easy  to  picture  exactly  where  it  stood, 
as  the  pillars  which  presumably  supported 
the  roof  are  still  perfectly  upright  and  at 
equal  distances.  Some 
of  these  are  upwards 
of  fifteen  feet  high 
and  a  foot  square,  with 
many  different  orna- 
mental designs. 

^I  ost  of  these 
temples  are  built  about 
six  feet  from  the  level 
of  the  ground,  and 
have  slabs  of  solid 
stone  twenty-five  feet 
long  and  seven  feet 
wide,  and  nearly  a  foot 
thick.  The  natives 
say  these  were  brought 
here  and  placed  in 
position  by  elephants. 
This  is  a  very  probable 
solution,  as  every  here 
ami  t  lie  re  arc  large 
stone  tanks  where  the 
lavc  bathed.  Further 
from  the  car^'ings  on 
le  of  iJif  stones.  In  front  of  each 
ance  or  lligjit  of  steps  is  a  scmi- 
ular  slab  of  stone  called  a  moonstone, 
cd  with  various  designs,  mostly  animals 


marvellous 

several  slabs  of  skiul 
with  inscriptions  au.l 
hieroglvphics  carvcii 
on.  This  Dagoba  is  j 
most   imposing  sight. 


of 


for 


miles 


nd. 


other 
same 


built     on    the 

a  smaller  scale,  all  of 
them  being  more  or 
less  overgrown. 

The  majorin'  of  the 
niins  appear  to  be 
those  of  temples,  the 
enlranccs  to  which, 
consLsMng    usually    of 
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of  sixteen  hundred 
columns  of  gr.initc, 
built  quite  symmetric- 
all)-,  fortv  columns 
each  way,  all  of  them 
some  eight  to  ten  feet 
high.  These  wi-rc 
formerly  covered  with 
copper  and  brass — 
hence  the  name.  The 
sacred  Tcmjile  Tree  is 
quite  distinguishable 
here. 

Very  close  to  ihis 
stands  what  is  perhaps 
the  most  extraordinary 
and  interesting  feature 


1  th_-st 


It  i 


or  birds.  In  thv  jihotograjih  it  is  i 
easy  to  distinguish  t'lcphants,  hoi 
and  birds  on  this  moonstone,  tin-  car 
of  ivliich  is.  jiiThaps.  remarkalily  jiresiT 
On  somi^  of  Ihe  steps  also  are  ca 
elephants,  hut  usually  small  statuct 
Buddha. 

Ni-ar  fach  of  these  temjiles  lben>  gi 
a  trci-  ;the  natives  call  it  the  Temjile  Ti 
which  at  fir^t  sight  looks  simply  as  il'  it 
witheri.'d    away;     but 
on    closer    inspection 
one     linds    a    floivcr, 
somewhat    similar    to 
the    orung<' -  blossom, 
also    having    a    sweet 
smell.        The     (xlra- 
ordinar}-    thing    ahout 
Ihis  Iree    is   that  tin- 
flower  and  leavesnever 
grow  at  the  same  time. 


the  "Creat  Ito  Tree." 
planted    in    the    year 

288  fi.c,  said  to  be  the 
St  tree  in  the  world.  There  is  an 
osure  all  round  it,  but  the  tree,  not- 
staniling  being  over  two  thou.sand 
artiticial    support    of 


■  kind. 


a|)s  the  most  extraordinary  and 
esrrved  of  all  these  templi's  is  that 
.iruniuniya."  the  whole  of  which  is 
out  oi'  solid  rork.  Around  it  are 
nis  tanks  of  variiius  sizes,  fornicriy 


It   i 


ijuite    imjio 


sible  to  de^ 
of  these  ti'm])les — thi-y 
being  innumerable, 
some  in  better  preser- 
vation than  others  and 
more  coinpU'i.-. 

One     of     the     mo>t 

is  kn..wn  as  the  Hrazen 
Palace,  which  consists 
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used  for  cleansing  puri>oses  by  the  natives, 
prior  to  worship,  but  now  inhabited  by 


crocodiles,  which  are  held  to  !i 
A  ridiculously  modem  entrance  ti 
shrine  rather  detracts  from  the 
effect.  It  appears  at 
first  sij{ht  mor<?  like 
a  tin  shed,  and  is 
in  marked  contrast  to 
the  interior.  The 
High  Priest,  clad  in  a 
flowing  robe  of  yellow 
silk,  keeps  the  kev, 
some  twelve  inches 
long,  made  of  solid 
brass.  With  this  he 
unlocks  two  enor- 
mous door.s,  also  of 
solid  brass.  Within 
are  the  most  exquis- 
itely embroidered 
curtains,  arranged  one 
in  front  of  the  other, 
all  being  of  different 
colours,  and  shades. 
When  the  last  of 
these  has  been  drawn 
aside,  it  discloses  a 
large  glass  window, 
through  which  one 
sees  an  enormous 
statue  of  Buddha, 
all  carved  out  of  the 
solid  rock,  standing 
some  ten  feet  high. 
This  the  natives 
have    endeavoured   to 


sacrei 
the  holy 
general 


recent    times    by    painting   it,   according; 

to  their  notion  of  modem  art,  in  tin- 
most  vivid  colours  i>f 
ret!  and  y.-llow. 
Ascending  a  few 
stone  steps,  one 
reaches  a  little  s<]uarc 
platform,  the  cenlre 
of  which  is  rail,-d  off. 
Within  thes,;  railings 
is    a    huge    footprint 

the  natives  declare 
to  be  that  of  Uuddlia 
himself.  On  the 
walls  all  aroinid  the 
temple,  and  on  ail  the  panels,  are  the 
quaintest  carvings  of  figures  and  animals. 
The  two  accompanying  photographs  slmw 


Tiprovi 


upon 
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how  remarkably  well  jiresorvQil  soin 
these  an-,  the  climate  having  had  acai 
any  iletrimcntal  cffeet  on  ihem. 

Amongst  some  of  tin-  ruins  are 
statiii-s  of  Rudiiha  in  solid  granite, 
so  l.laek  «ilh  aj,'e  that  they  ajipea 
first  sight  to  be  of  bronze.  They  vai 
ilcsign  and  size. 

Kver>-  here  and  there  one  s,-es  ;i  h 
of    stone,  measuring   about   a    foi  )t    i 


way.  with  small  squares  cut  in  it,  usually 
twcniv-fivo — five  'nws  of  live. 

The  priests  used  to  count  out  seeds  i>r 
stones  in  these  to  neeupv  their  niind^uhen 
not  praying. 

f)wing  to  the  treniendons  uud-r- 
Rrc.wth,  the  work  <if  excavating  is  very 
slow,  the    ground    around    beiiig    liirrally 

mostly  ebonv  .  it  is,  however,  quili'  certain 


that      the      boundaries      of     this     once 
i;iganlic  city  have  not  yet  been  reached. 


A    STRAY    SHOT. 


By  ARCHIE   ARMSTRONG* 


A  GOOD  COOK,  champagne  galore, 
and  a  cigar-cabinet  standing  open 
in  the  billiard -room  may  not  increase  the 
number  of  rabbits  and  cock  pheasants 
shot  on  the  morrow,  but  they  reconciled 
any  guests  who  might  be  disposed  to  be 
critical  to  the  fact  that  the  cream  of  the 
Redbury  Hall  shooting  had  been  enjoyed 
by  others  long  before  January.  Kach  of 
Squire  Brodribb\s  daughters,  too,  was  a 
hostess  in  herself,  and  the  efforts  of  the 
Misses  Brodribb  to  entertain  were  ablv 
seconded  by  their  bosom  friends,  the 
de  Villars,  who  were  accustomed  to  help- 
ing then;j  on  such  occasions. 

Mrs.  Brodribb  being  an  invalid,  her 
chaperonage  was  of  a  somewhat  shadowy 
description,  which  did  not,  however, 
diminish  the  gaiety  of  the  party.  There 
was  one  drawback,  though,  in  the  opinion 
of  Captain  Markham,  in  spite  of  his 
known  admiration  of  the  eldest  INIiss 
Brodribb.  The  ladies  were  charming 
girls,  but — they  walked  with  the  guns. 
It  is  true  their  father  alwavs  said,  '*  Vou 
don*t  mind  my  girls  going  out  with  us,  do 
you  ?  "  but  he  did  it  in  a  perfunctory  sort 
of  way — half-way  through  breakfast,  with 
his  daughters  and  their  friends  sitting 
listening,  dressed  ready  for  the  fray.  And 
in  such  dresses,  too  ;  *'  suits "  perhaps 
would  be  the  more  a[)propriate  term,  and 
it  was  the  one  used  by  their  tailor,  who, 
no  doubt,  knew  all  about  it.  His  advertise- 
ment in  the  Field  stated  that  thev  "enabled 
the  wearer  to  combine  masculine  activitv 
with  maiden  modesty  and  reserve,  scale  a 
five-barred  gate  with- ease,  and  a  precipice 
without  a  blush."  The  man.  who  could 
have  hinted  a  word  under  such  circum- 
stances against  the  presence  of  ladies  at 


the  covert-side  must  have  had  a  heart  of 
adamant  and  brow  of  brass,  and — he  would 
never  have  seen  Redbury  Hall  again.  At  and 
after  Christmas,  the  Misses  Brodribb  issue 
the  invitations ;  their  father  can  do  what  he 
likes  earlier  in  the  season.  So  Captain 
Markham  chewed  his  moustache  in  silence, 
and  glared  at  his  hated  rival,  Mr.  Gordon 
Stubley,  who,  by  the  way,  had  been 
asked  by  Miss  Brodribb  in  deference  to 
her  parents'  wishes,  under  the  firm  im- 
pression that  he  was  bound  hand  and 
foot  by  an  invitation  to  his  friends  the 
Wotherspoons,  and  safe  to  refuse.  But 
he  had  accepted  and  come,  and  Captain 
Markham's  h(*art  was  ver}'  sore  thereat, 
for  Mr.  (jordon  Stubley's  gold  weighed 
heavy  in  the  balance  against  him  with 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Brodribb,  and  even  Miss 
Brodribb  was  not  altogether  above  accept- 
ing a  Covent  Garden  bouquet  for  the 
county  ball,  such  as  Captain  Markham 
could  hardly  have  afforded  to  bestow. 
Under  such  circumstances,  in  addition 
to  a  general  objection  to  the  presence  of 
ladii\s,  whether  when  hunting  or  shooting". 
Captain  Markham  felt  that  either  Miss 
Brodribb  would  prefer  to  be  with  his 
rival  altogether,  or  that  if  he  himself  was 
honoured  bv  her  companv,  she  would 
have  an  additional  reason  for  critically 
watching  his  performance.  He  was  not 
a  first-class  shot  by  any  means,  though 
as  "  keen  as  nmstard,'*  and  she  was  a 
jutlge  t)f  such  matters.  However,  he 
said  nothing  about  it,  and  as  he  had 
lost  his  cartridge  -  magazine  on  the 
journey,  got  her  to  borrow  some  of  her 
father's  for  him. 

It  was  a  dull,  foggy,  depressing  morning, 
and  the  afternoon  was  worse ;    the   only 


^¥ 
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exciting   incident    during    a    tt'hote    hour  his   wife   and    he    who    had    been    instru- 

beiiig  the  shooting  of  a  woodcock,  which  menial  in   inviting  Mr.  Slubley,  and  who 

flew  pretty  well  all  along  the  line,  ;ind  was  had  bi'cn  jiointing  out  his  merits  to  their 

finally  killed  by  Mr.  Stubley.  daughter  at  intervals  for  the  past  eighteen 

"  flight    have    left    that   shot   to    me,"  months.     He    remembered    it    when    she 


.l/i-j.  i9-W<;W.  .hapfronag,-  ica>  of  n  !omi-^-hat  shj,hr..-y  diS.npi: 

muttered  old  Mr.  Krodribb,  bringing  doHii  turned  her  back  on  liini  a 

his  gun  regretfully  as  the  cock  tell  almost  beside  t'ai)taiu  Markliam, 

in    front    of  him;    "we    don't    often    get  gloomy  and  thoughtful. 
woodeiK-k   here  at   this   lime  of  the  year.  "  t'aptain    Markliam,"    ; 

That   friend   of  yours    is   rather  a  greedy  ribb    severely,    as  ibey    u 

shot.    Ulanche."      The  old  gentleman,  in  rather    sticky    ploughed 
his  chagrin,  seemed  to  forget  that  it  was      almost     unproductive    vis 


i6 
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spinney  near  the  house,  '*  do  you  ahvays 
carry  your  gun  across  your  left  arm  ?  " 

**  I  beg  your  pardon,"  he  said,  shifting 
it  hastily  to  his  shoulder,  '*  I  never  do  it 
as  a  rule — I  hate  men  who  do  ;  I  must 
have  been  thinking  of  something  else." 

"A  penny  for  your  thoughts,  then,"  she 
said  cheerily.  He  looked  rather  crushed 
by  her  rebuke,  and  she  knew  that  though 
no  one  likes  a  gun-muzzle  in  a  position  to 
rake  their  ribs,  some  people  do  not  like 
being  told  so. 

**  They  are  not  worth  it,"  he  said  with  a 
gloomy  smile. 

**  Why,  were  you  thinking  of  me  ?  " 

It  was  not  a  very  witty  rejoinder,  but  it 
made  -him  get  very  red.  "I  do  believe 
you  were,"  she  said,  as  he  tried  to  stammer 
something.  **  Thank  you,  Captain  i\Iark- 
ham,  for  your  opinion  of  my  value — rabbit 
in  front  of  you  !  " 

He  did  not  answer,  and  the  bunny  went 
through  the  nearest  hedge  with  more  shots 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  its  little  white 
tail  than  it  relished,  but  not  enough  to 
diminish  its  agility. 

"  Miss  Brodribb,"  said  Captain  Mark- 
ham,  **  do  you  ahvays  talk  when  you  go 
out  shooting  }  " 

He  was  slipping  in  fresh  cartridges  as 
he  said  it,  and  as  he  viciously  snapped  to 
the  breech,  he  turned  and  saw  her  walking 
towards  her  father,  who  was  on  their  left. 
Outside  the  next  covert,  she  went  and 
stood  by  Mr.  Stubley  ;  but  he  was  not  in 
a  very  genial  mood  after  the  neglect 
she  had  shown  him,  so  she  returned  to 
her  father,  who  was  a  kind  oltl  man, 
and  more  glad  to  see  his  unmarried 
daughters  round  him  than  some  fathers 
with  larger  rent-rolls  than   his. 

At  length  the  last  covert  was  reached. 
It  was  only  a  narrow  strip,  and  slightly  on 
the  slope.  **  Beastly  tlangerous  place," 
murmured  Captain  Markham  to  the  man 
next  him.  '*  If  there  are  any  pheasants 
here,  they  all  get  up  in  a  bunch  at  the 
end,  and  everjone  blazes  at  once  ;  old 
Brodribb  is  a  bit  too  casual  about  it." 

Mr.  Brodribb  was  at  the  extreme  end  of 
the  covert  in  the  middle  ;  he  was  in  a 
hurry  to  get  home,  and  as  the  head  keeper 
was  in  bed  with  the  influenza,  there  was 


no  one  to  keep  the  guns  at  the  sides  from 
closing  up  and  shooting  in  the  direction 
of  the  guns  at  the  head  of  the  covert.  As 
a  matter  of  fact,  there  was  very  little  to  shoot 
till  about  half-a-dozen  old  cock  pheasants 
made  up  their  minds  to  leave  the  dry  ditch 
along  which  they  had  been  running  and 
rise  in  a  bunch,  with  nearly  a  score  of 
their  wives  and  neighbours  following  their 
example.  Then,  for  something  short  of  a 
minute,  there  was  a  fusillade,  a  perfect 
feu  de  joi'e  on  all  sides,  and  Mr.  Brodribb, 
when  it  was  finished,  looked  proudly 
round .  H is  performance,  too,  had  given  him 
great  satisfaction.  But  ever^-one  had  been 
attending  to  his  own  shooting  ;  he  looked 
round  for  his  daughter's  praise. 

"  Father,  I  'm  shotl "  she  said  in  a  broken 
voice.  She  was  sitting  on  the  ground,  with 
a  handkerchief  over  her  face. 

**My  child,"  cried  her  father,  '*not 
your  eyes !  " 

**  No,  father,  almost  worse — my  nose.*' 
Though  moaning  and  in  great  pain,  she 
was  apparently  reflecting  that  she  had 
known  persons  using  glass  eyes,  but  had 
never  met  with  an  effective  and  sightly 
indiarubber  nose.  Then,  while  her  sister 
and  her  lady  friends  knelt  beside  her, 
everyone  crowded  round  her  father,  and 
as  soon  as  it  became  plain  that  the  flow 
of  blood  was  not  sufficient  to  cause  imme- 
diate apprehension  for  her  life,  there  arose 
a  hubbub  of  voices,  as  each  disclaimed  the 
possibility  of  having  fired  the  fatal  shot. 
Captain  Markham  said  very  little  ;  he  had 
known  the  danger  of  the  place,  had  had  one 
barrel  at  a  pheasant  which  flew  back,  and 
had  no  other  chance.  Mr.  (iordon  Stubley 
was  vociferous :  he  had  had  no  shots  at  all. 
and  had  watched  the  result  of  everyone 
else's  shooting,  as  far  as  he  could  see  it ; 
he  dr(nv  the  cartridges  from  his  gun  to 
show  they  were  both  undischarged,  and 
he  plainly  insinuated  that,  as  he  and 
Captain  Markham  had  occupied  the  angles 
at  the  base,  so  to  speak,  of  the  triangle,  at 
the  apex  of  which  the  wounded  lady  had 
stood,  and  as  she  had  been  wounded 
straight  in  front,  the  guilt  lay  between 
them — and,  he  said,  he  had  not  fired  at  all. 

Captain  Markham  shrugged  his  shoulders. 
.He  had  a  notion  that  Mr.  Stubley  hatl  got 
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in  front  of  the  line,  and  that  he  had  fired 
more  than  once,  but  as  he  had  not  actually 
seen  him  do  so,  and  had  onij'  formed  an 
impression  from  the  shots  which  he  had 
heard,  he  only  spoke  for  himself,  saying 
rather  stiffly,  "  I  fired  once,  in  ihc  opposite 
direction,"  and  one  of  the  buaters,  who 
had  been  close  to  him,  and  had  marked 
the  bird  fail,  held  it  ii].  and  nodded  in 
corroboration.  Captain  Markham  drew  his 
cartridges  in  an  off-hand  way,  and  as  he 
glanced  at  them,  so  did  everyone  else. 
There  was  a  general  murmur— both  were 
empty,  "I  fired  before  at  n  rabbit,  and 
forgot  to  load." 
He  looked  verj' 
much  put  out  and  ^  _ 


while  Mr.  Stub- 
ley's  face  wore  a 
triumphant  sneer. 


showed  whenever 
Captain  Markham 
was    out    of    the 


I,ou     Broilribb 
rathiT  hotly  in  the 


"And  I  like  a  man  who  doesn't  (log a 
dead  horse,"  .said  Miss  Louisa  Hrodribb, 
whose  Knglish  was  nothing  if  not  pic- 
turesque. 

Next  day  the  party  had  broken  up,  and 
:\Iiss  Urodribh  came  down  to  dinner.  A 
star  of  sticking-plaster  decorated  the  end 
of  her  nos.',  and  she  declar.'d  the  whole 
feature  felt  as  if  il  was  being  twisted 
round,  preparatory  to  Kftioval. 

"Well,"  said  Mr.  IJrodribb,  as  the  roast 
beef  was  removed,  "  here '.s  to  Stubley's 
health;  it  ought  to  have  been  my  wood- 
cock, but  it  was  not  a  bad  shot,  to  kill  it 
from     where     be 

cried    :\Ir.    Brod- 


5  plate,  ; 


-  lin 

i.ke    V 

lith    a 

,  a]. 

<i.    a 

."     he 
•.    b  e 
d    the 

offending 

pellet. 

-  My 

■    bones    are 

She  had  rather  marked 
opinions  as  to  what  constituted  a  desirable 
brother- in-law. 

"A  very  careless  one,"  said  Mr.  Stublcy  ; 
•'  and  I  hear  your  sister  is  furious  at  having 
her  beauty  spoilt." 

"  It 's  not  spoilt,  and  you  had  better  not 
tell  her  so.  Dr.  Dawkins  has  extracted 
the  shot,  and  says  there  will  hardly  be 
a  mark." 

"There  were  two  others  in  her  cap: 
she  had  a  narrow  escajie  for  her  eyes," 
said  Kate  de  Villars;  "and  she  had  to 
tell  Captain  IMarkham  he  was  careless 
just  before." 

"  I  must  say  1  like  a  man  who  oivns  uji 
and  stands  the  racket,"  said  Mr.  Stubicy, 
who  was  fond  of  slang. 


'la/ii'i  health:' 

getlinK  old — tliey  never  even  dinted  it, 
by  gad!  Ah,  come  here,  you  sliiny  little 
beggar!"  He  was  examining  the  sh<)t 
again — it  was.  a  round,  beallhv-looking 
little  shot,  and  appeared  none  the  worse 
for  the  dabs  Mr.  Urodrilib  was  making  at 
it  with  his  knife.  "  Chilled  siiot.  con- 
found it ! "  he  said.  '■  1  will  «,./  havi' 
chilled  shot  used  here,  whatever  they  niav 
say — confound  the  man  who  sbm  it!  1 
say,  yovi  must  let  Siubley  know-,   lilanchr. 

thatwhen  he's  my  son-in-law "  Tlie  old 

gentleman  !iad  a  fit  of  choking;  he  had 
not  intended  to  let  oul  that  Mr.  Sluhlev 
had  proposed  himself  and  beMi  accepted 
as  a  suitor  for  his  eldest  daughter's  band, 
and  been  accepted  subject  to  her  consent. 
Blanche    Hrodribb    turned    crimson,    and 
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there  was  an  awkward  pause;  her  sister 
I.ou  had  left  the  room. 

"  What  is  this,  father .' "  said  Lou 
Brodribb,  coming  back  as  her  father  was 
returning  to  the  trail — of  his  rapidly  cool- 
ing woodcock. 

"  A  shot,  my  girl,"  he  said,  with  his 
mouth  full. 

"  A  chilled  shot  ?  " 

"  Bite  it  and  see ;  if  you  break  your 
tooth  it  is ;  I  won't  try." 

"  No  thank  you,"  she  said,  dropping  it 
in  a  plate,  and  bringing  it  to  him. 

He  made  a  couple  of  cuts  at  it  witli  a 
knife-  It  was  a  simple,  possibly  an  inade- 
quate test,  but  it  satisfied  him. 

"That's  one  alt  right,"  he  said.  "  Is  it 
one  of  Stubicy's  ?  " 

■'That  is  for  you  to  say,"  said  Lou 
Brodribb;  "  at  all  events,  it's  the  one  Dr. 
Dawkins  toot  out  of  Ulancbc's  nose  ;  he 
gave  it  to  me." 


"  By  gad,"  said  Mr.  Brodribb,  letting 
his  fist  fall  on  the  table,  "what  a  liar!" 
Then  he  added  :  "here's  Markham's  health 
instead,  and  I  daresay  Blanche  won't 
mind  asking  him  to  come  back  for  a 
fortnight." 

So  Captain  Markham  came  back,  saw 
Blanche,  conquered  —  her  father,  and 
thanked  Lou  for  her  ingenuity  in  advo- 
cating his  cause. 

"There  was  a  bit  of  luck  about  it, 
too,"  he  said  some  months  afterwards, 
but  not  in  the  presence  of  his  father- 
in-law.  "  People  may  have  their 
prejudices  against  chilled  shot  if  they 
like,  but  they  must  have  deuced  sensitive 
teeth  to  detect  the  difference.  I  'd 
rather    not     bite  —  or    bet    on  —  either 


"If  the  luck's 
lis  sister-in-law, 
,vith  it." 


r    side,"    said 
you    quarrel 
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By  FREDERICK    DOLMAN. 


travc-llcrw 
regarded 


[y  saiil  that  the  world  to- 
becomitig  very  sanu'ly,  and  the 
1  visits  lands  that  were )e.sti'rda\' 
i  remote    haunts  of  barbarism 


form  it  is  simply  a  forest-log  carefiilly  Iml- 
loued  out  by  fire,  and  in  canoes  lluis- 
eaisily  constructed,  nhidi  are  often  forty 
feet  long,  the  inlialiilants  of  NewlJuiiiea 
are,  as  a  rnU-,  still  foment  to  navigaie 
their  rivers  and  inlets,  l-.v.^n  the  raft  is  still 
mueh  in  use  among  them,  vi;;dc-r  the  name 

other  parts  of  the  »vorhi,  the  "  catamaran  " 
usually  cor;i.-ting  of  three  logs  of  light 
uood  bound  together  with  pieces  of  bark. 
It  will  just   bear   ibt-  weight   of   two  men,. 


in  some  respects  we  aro  still  a  long  wai 
off  that  dreaded  dead-level  of  dull  uni- 
formity about  which  the  pessimists  talk. 
The  storj-  of  navigation,  for  instance,  in 
its  principal  f^tages  from  the  raft  to  the 
"  liner,"  is  still  found  bv  the  gli>be-trotter 
to  be  practically  iiluslrated  in  quaint  anil 
interesting  fashion. 

From  the  raft  in  prehistoric  times  ua> 
evolved  the  "dug-out,"  and  the  "dug-out" 
is  to-day  the  craft  of  the  natives  generally 
of  the  many  I'acific  islands.  In  its  primitive 


I  upon  the    boards 
(selves  along. 

most  of   the^  other   I'acif 
,^ver,      the      seaworthiness 


islands, 
of      thf 
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(.-.■Irl. rated  with  as  iimrli  .WUil 
ill  its  »'<!}'  as  till'  laiiiii.))  of  a 
l)aitli--slii|i  on  llit-  Ivnc  or llie 
Ciy.i..-. 

In  lliisf  Suutlicn.  SL-as  ihi- 
St)I(iiiiiin  UlaiKlerii  have  pruwd 
ihi-  cl.-v.Trst  shijibiiikliTs.  At 
iiiii:  limr  it  was  (iiilj-  Oil  ilu-ir 
coasts  tliat    plank -t mill  boats 

iiiakiii};  of  ihi'ir  loiiiakos  the; 
naiiv.:sha\rattaiii.'(l  lo  a  con- 
si.l.Tal.lr  .l.-j;rr.'  ..r  skill.  A 
tfJinako  is  Ironi  lum  lu  Mxly 
I  li-ot    iiiliK.  lour  or   livr    Irft    in 

th.-  brain,  an.l  three  in  iltptli. 
llhasv,TyKra.:duli.r.,i...r[i..ns, 
~  ilnij-iuii  "  is  irn|>rii\,><!  \\\  ilic  cumnvauci-  uiiti  iln'  bow  ami  sirrii  |)riilonf,i'cl  iipiianls, 
of  ail  oinH^'.iirr.  a  wmhU'ii  b,-aiii  «iih  two  oftm  to  an  .■xtmi  i.la  il.i/ni  frei  or  m>.  so 
■  ir  Ibr.'i-  cT..ss-l,;ir>  iiMiallv  IJM-d  so  as  to  that  the  erali  has  tlu-  sjiaj..-  ol'  a  »r<s,i,-nt. 
tliiai  on  tlH-  «ai,T  .ibniit  six  fii'i  lo  Min.l-  A  lomako  is  ofn-n  inlai.l  with  ji.Mrls  and 
ward.  In  Fiji,  ilu-  Nr«  'l.l.ri.i.-s.  and  a  sli.-lls,  ami  ihv  l»m  and  sierii  liair  sus- 
l.'i  r,f  ihr  cih.T  islands  tlif  nativrs  havr  [..■luic-d  on  their  imlside  a  siring  of  coivrv 
d.  ■..l.ii.ed  arls  .if  .I.Tk-bmhiiiijr  and -ail-  -!i.dls.  li  «il!.  moreov.r.  sometinius 
iiiakin;;.  I  li>-  idaiik.  f.>r  the  d.'ck  ar<- tied  liave  f<.r  (i.ijiirehead  a  Kr..les<|i.e  wouden 
.In-,lv    loiielh.r   l.v    Jii.res    .,f    simul.   or       .arvinir  of  the  hmiian  bodv.      'I'lirse  boats 


.if 


:   lilir. 


th< 


[..ins    are    tille.l    li]i    uilli    llir   jjnm    "f  the  pniril  neare-. 

brea,l-friiil  tree,      juo  -  .hi';-i>iits"  ,le.ke<i  in-,  ihe  bnil 

in     this     »at     »ill    -imelinie-     be    Jnimd  and  lhn»  :^av 
lo^'ether       »itli 


the  «o<,d  is  gruu- 


-timet   ■    Mrint; 

and    niled    H-it.'i 

(.1     -.rvir.abie           ' 

_^^ 

kind.    ■nie>ail- 

■■1 

niais  «oven  V\ 

tvoniell.      and 

-■■»n    loiieihiT 

bv       men      ni[h 

needles    of    the 

# 

f.riL-Hood  or  ..f 

^k 

fi-h-bone-.       A 

mVL 

H^ 

earr.iiiK  ■■i^,dil> 

iK 

».m).l  lak.'  t»- 

-  " 

lobnild  in  ibi- 

" 

»..i.-  ami     b.T 

H   <>  II   1  d          h  V 

sriiANGK   CRAFT  ON   MANY  WATERS. 


In  Ceylon  tin.-  outrigger  is 
listinguishing  fcatiin-  ni  the  i 


who  arc  required  to  stand  on  the 
ng  log,  and  by  their  weight  balance 
the  boat,  while  holding  theni- 
I  selves  in  readiness  to  haul 
I  down  the  sail  at  any  moment. 
Although  these  craft  are  fifty 
ifei  anil  more  long  there  is- 
ni'vcr  room  for  two  men  to  sii 
^dirL-a-il.  -^liss  (iordon-Cuni- 
niiiiEC  described  their  appear- 
■.iu>  r  ill  .1  distance  as  that  of 
M.,i-s|,uli  rs  with  ver)'  long  legs, 
iiiiil  ir,n L-llcrs  who  remember 
Colniuho  Harbour  will  pro- 
lal.ly  euiifirm  the  simile.  A 
curious  thing  about  these  sail- 
ing-boat>    is   their  inability  ir) 


boau,  anil  is  a  much  more 
important  alTair  than  the  out- 
rigger of  the  South  Sea  Islands. 
The  long  heavy  log,  which  is 
attached  by  a  bamboo  frame- 
about  ten  feet  from  the  keel,  is 
really  a  weather  platform.  Thr 
bo,it  carries  a  large  brown  sail, 
in  the  shape  of  a  triani-Ii'. 
between  two  bamboos,  meeting 
in  a  point  at  the  bow  or  thi' 
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siiiicrsclr-      llip 

r.>;.,is,i.n(I;.lltra.lr 

i^ 

i-    .arri.-<l    on    hv 

(intor.       [t    was 

dl 

ilimtnloss       tliesf 

liKliaii       nnnds 

jmM 

uliirl)    U-<l    to  Ilii' 

-  ^•^ 

irnjirovisalion      of 

m^S 

I U.- curious  baski'l- 

^^^m 

l...als.      ■I-|u-y  an- 

^^■i 

tiiaiU-  round,  licinLi; 

■nU 


f.-f 


ilia 


little     craft     uill 
fiilar  qiiii'ktu'.-<»' 


It 


fa.slii. 


ul'  liidt'h  and  Lum- 
l><>o.  In  thos.- 
I>aski-t  -  lioats   llic 

ilci-|>i-st  rivi;rs  kaw 

Ik-   sati-Iy  (■ri>sMHl. 

unless  tlii-y  lian-  a 

ra[ii<i      turrenl. 

With  the  niatiTial  t-lose  at  hand,  six  men      It  will 

will  make  om-  in  as  many  hours.  united  with  ihc-  defk-coverinj,',  in  order  that 

li  will  lie  reniembcred  that  Nans<n  in  the      the  boat  may  be  jHTfeclly  waterliKhl. 
Arelic  regions  iml  tojiether  a  serviceable  The  junk  of  t'bina  and   [ajiaii  may  be 


on  the  model  of  a 
kayak,  ibe  Kski- 
nuis'  eiiaraeterisUc 
boat,  whh  wbicli 
Nanscn  bad  l.e- 
eiime  familiar  dur- 
ing his  ex|H-<lilion 
I()<!reenland.  The 
kavak  is  usually 
made  of  sealskin 
stretched  over 
whalebone,  is  pro- 
lielledbyaiUiuble- 
bladedi'addle.and 
measures  alinui 
seven  feet  long  and 
light  indies  broad. 
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described  as  one  of  the  most  distinctiv 
fr:itun-s  of  the  Far  Kiisl.     On  om;  or  iw 


is  shaped  and  painted  to  reprL-st-iit  s'lmi; 

imnu'nsL-  fisli,  with  a  bright-coloureil  skiii 
;ind  staring  (.■ycs,  ilic  jiuik's 
anchor  being  fastened  to  its 
mouth.  The  hull  is  )>ainU-d 
white,  and  ha.-i  by  way  of  iidorii- 
mL'tit  a  pheenix  stan<ling  uii  a 
rouk  in  the  midst  of  a  irtiijiisi. 
I'hea:  arc  three  masts  of  -iolid 
woo<i,  the  yards  bciii;,'  of 
bamboo. 

The  junk  looks  must  piiUiir- 
esquc,  p<Tha}is,  as  it  lies  in  n 
river  drying  its  sails.     Whetliir 


the  ^ 


1  the 


iually    surprises     visitors 
by  the  fn'sh  anil  ili'.-ii 


of  (he  fhines 
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Mi-rri  is  of  faiilastir  shape,  with  pictures  nf 
hiij;e  birds  and  horrible  dragons,  or  of 
some  mythological  scene,  whilst  the  j 
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«S 


cliaraclcri-slic  as  any  craft  in 
tlie  worltl — is  first  spoken  ul'  !>)■ 
that  nanii;  in  tho  literature  of 
ihe  fourteeiuli  Lvmurj.  Its 
ilcsign  was  just  the  same  tlicii 
as  niitv.  •■xeepi  that,  Jnsicad  nl' 
the  quaint  liox-eahin  in  the 
centre,  it  had  an  anniiiK  of  rich 
material  with  gold  imhroidery, 
supported  on  a  light  arched 
frame.  Hhich  uas  oj.en  ai  l...:h 
ends.  As  nou,  tile  giindulier 
stiiod  in  tin-  :iern  <,f  tlie  long, 
narrow  boat,  propelling  ami 
The 


EGYPTIAN    DAHABFAII. 

romfort.  is  little  larij.T  than  tin-  inside  of  a 
London  omnilnis.  The  sampan,  which  is 
covered  in  by  a  sliding  roof  made  of  liamhoo 
and  malting,  is  nsuallv  kepi  srrnjiulon^lv 
<'l<'an,  and  in  the  meanest  is  to  Ix'  fomxl  a 
family  altar.  It  is  oceu|.ied  ehiellv  l-v  men 
who  work  on  ihe  jnnk,  j.ading  ami  unload- 
ing cargo.  Some  of  ihi'  sampans  are  used 
as  terri.'s  across  the  river,  while  ihe  own.T.. 
of  others  find  en>i.l<nmeni  ..n  shor.-.  n- 
lurnin^'at  night  to  iheir  wi\es  and  families 
a(li.,ii.  The  river-folk,  it  niav  W  added, 
are  a  lierciilarv  clas.s.  Aiiv  encroachnieiii 
l>v  them  on  drv  land  Hould  I.e  sli-,ui:\\ 
resented,  atid,  iherelore,  if  a  man  is  |.',rn 
on  the  Canton  Kiver  h<-  usualh  dies  ilu-re. 
l-'omiing  a  eommmiitv  lo  '  ih.'ms.K.'s, 
this  large  i«.pnlalion  have  l.roughl  into 
llieir  servi.v  various  kind>  of  erall   ..n  llie 

jnir]'ose.  riiire  are  ilie  jiriesis"  houi-.  on 
which  religious  ceri'niotiies  are  conducti'd. 
including  ihat  of  marriage,  wiien  ili.-v  an- 
gaily  de.<.rated  with  coloured  fesloons  and 
lanlenis.  There  are  fun<-ral-l><.als,  draj.ed 
with  sc-arlet  ch.th  and  green  l.ouglis.  on 
«hi.  h  the  bodies  of  deceased  -inupan-folk 
are   convev.-d    to   the    shori'.      Iher,-    are 

■■sl,o|,"-l,o;ils.  wher.'    tr..ni  da\   In  dai   lli,- 

saries  of  life.  Then  there  an-  -ll.uig" 
boats,  siimeuliat  reseinldiTig  in  shape  an.l 
ap|H.aran<<- the  gondolasof  Venice,  H  herein 
river  and  f.wn  people  aiik.-  occasionally 
make  excursions  for  pieasun's  sake. 

'Vhv  Konilota  of  Vt.■llic^^— in   its  way  as 


xtravagaiici'.    It 
■Iv   bv    force   •,( 


st.vring  it  with  .1 
disuse  of  colour  in  the  : 
nienl      of     llie     gondola 
I  lee  reed    by    sumiituary 

in  till'  sixteenth  century,  at  a  time 

action  against  ln.\ury  and 

is   continued    to-day  mei 

Ilcsides  junks  and  sampans  resembling 
Chinese  craft,  Japan  has  a  distinct  species 
of  river-boats,  specially  ada]i[eil  to  the 
rapids  and  .shallows  ihat  hamper  its 
inland  navigation.  'I'hcsc  boats  have 
Hat  bottoms,  square  sterns,  and  sharp- 
poinled  Ix.ws.  Although  thev  niav  reach 
riflv    feet    in    length    and    ten' feel' in   the 
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iKjam,     tlif}- 
are       often 

built  at  vil- 
IaKi;s  on  the 
banks  o  t" 
that 


fcjot  or  afoot 
aiitl  a  half  of 


Katsuragawa  rivw  >■•• 

art  built  of  a 

soft  native  wood  which  in  striking'  a  rock 
tviinlil  bend  rather  than  break. 

( )ne  of  the  most  ancient  of  the  world's 
crafts  is  the  dahabtah  of  I'^gypt.  Wiih 
its  strange-looking  lateen  sails  and  huge 
jards  it  is  said  to  havi;  changed  but  little 
since  the  time  of  the  Pharaohs.  A  fleet  of 
(lahabeahs  is  lo  be  seen  at  Boolak,  the  port 
fur  Cairo,  and  a  \oyage  on  one  of  them 


been  il  e- 
scribud  a.s  by 
no  tncaiisone 
of  the  l.-asi 
comfortable 
experiences 
Ufa  well -tried 
navigator. 
The  daba- 
beah  has  two 
saloons —  sit- 
ting -  ronm 
and  sloL-ping- 
chambur —  as- 


kitchen  in  the  stern  and  quarters  for  the 
half-dozen  members  of  the  crew,  whu. 
when  a  breeze  is  wanting,  ply  long  oars 
with  a  rhythnuc  if  rather  indolent  move- 
ment. The  stumpy  mast  and  immun.so 
yard  are  founti  on  all  the  Nile  boats,  the 
de.xterity  with  which  the  latter  is  manipu- 
lated being  almost  a  hereditarj-  quality  on 
ibe  part  of  the  swarthy  sailors. 


SPRING    AND    AUTUMN. 

A    TRAGEDY   OF   THE   PRESENT   CENTURY. 

By   A.   DE    BURGR 


SPRING,    1863. 

A  BALMY  spring  day.  Slender  pdms 
waving  their  plumed  heads  in  the 
slight  zephyrs  wafted  from  the  deep  blue 
Adriatic — carpets  of  many-coloured  flowers, 
intersected  hy  winding  garden  paths, 
glittenng  in  their  whiteness,  here  and  there 
the  statue  of  an  ancient  Greek  warrior,  a 
goddess,  carved  from  a  block  of  marble  by 
modem  hands  after  the  fashion  of  art- 
loving  (ireece  ;  here  shrubberies  of  semi- 
tropical  flowering  bushes,  here  grottoes 
and  rockeries,  ornamental  fountains  throw- 
ing up  crystal  jets,  which,  on  their  return 
to  the  basin,  become  spray  like  bridal 
veils ;  in  the  background  the  towers  and 
pinnacles  of  the  castle  on  the  sea,  to  which 
these  fairy  gardens  form  such  a  charming 
surrounding.  We  are  at  the  home  of  a 
sailor-prince.  On  the  terrace  looking  out 
on  the  sunny  main,  protected  from  the 
warm  rays  of  the  sun  by  a  light  awning, 
there  stands  the  chatelaine  of  the  castle, 
the  young  Archduchess  Charlotte,  in 
longing  expectation  of  her  beloved  lius- 
band,  whom  duty  has  called  away  early 
in  the  morning  to  his  jhip  riding  in  the 
roadsteatl  near  Trieste.  A  light  speck, 
leaving  behind  a  long  narrow  trail  of  grey 
smoke,  coming  nearer  and  nearer,  growing 
larger  and  larger,  at  last  appears  as  the 
|)innace  having  on  board  the  wcll-belovecl. 
The  Princess  hastens  down  to  the  landing- 
stairs  and  receives  her  sailor  with  a  warm 
e]nl>race,  and  arm-in-arm  the  happy  couple 
ascend  the  stairs  to  the  gardens,  where, 
in  the  shade  of  an  orange-grove  and  in 
the  midst  of  odoriferous  rose-bushes,  two 
V)vers,  husband  and  wife,  repeat  to  each 
other  the  often-spoken  tale  of  happiness 


and  bliss.  The  Prince^  is  the  Archduke 
Ferdinand  Max  of  Austria,  head  of  the 
imperial  navy;  the  castle  in  the  back-^ 
ground  is  Miramare. 

A   PAGE    FROM   THE    HISTORY   OF   THE 
NINETEENTH   CENTURY. 

No  century  has  been  more  prolific  in 
tragedies  acted  among  those  born  in  or 
to  the  purple  than  the  present  one.  From 
the  shooting  of  the  youthful  Due  d'Enghien 
by  Napoleon  the  First's  orders  to  the 
terrible  assassination  of  the  Empress  of 
Austria  at  Geneva  in  1898,  there  are 
actuallv  few  vears  which  are  free  from 
occurrences  belonging  to  this  category. 

On  July  19,  1867,  just  thirty-two  years- 
ago,  there  was  executed  near  Queretaro, 
in  Mexico,  the  P^mperor  ^Maximilian.  He 
was  the  centre  figure  of  a  small  group- 
who  perished  on  that  early  morn ;  his- 
(ienerals,  IMedjia  and  Miramon,  died  with 
him.  ^Maximilian  was  then  thirtv-four 
vears  of  au^e  and  a  Prince  full  of  noble 
intentions. 

Many  may  have  forgotten  the  circum- 
stances which  led  to  the  catastrophe,  and 
we  will  therefore  give  a  short  history  of 
them. 

In  1858  Benito  Juarez  became  Prisiih'iit 
of  the  Republic  of  IMt-xico,  but  his  claims 
were  contested  by  Cieneral  .Miramoii,  the 
head  of  the  Conservative  and  Clerical 
[)arty,  and  civil  vvar  was  the  final  ri'sull, 
in  c(;n sequence  of  which  all  payments  of 
the  foreign  debt  were  suspended.  At  last, 
in  order  to  enforce  the  claims  of  the 
foreign  bond  -  holders,  united  action  by 
the  European  Powers  was  resolved  on,  and 
a  fleet  of  English,  ¥x^\\^V.  -^xv^  ^-^-^ssc^j^ 
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ships  appeared  in  the  Mexican  Gulf.  A 
French  army  under  Bazaine  landed  (after 
England  and  Spain  had  withdrawn  firom  the 
concert),   defeated    fuarcz,   and  occupied 


of  Austria,  who  finally  yielded  to  the 
appeal  of  a  deputation  of  Mexicans  who 
arrived  at  Miramarc  and  assured  Jiiin  liis 
reign    would   be   popular.     He    came    to 


■a  large  j>art  of  the  Republic,  including 
the  capital  and  Vera  Cruz,  the  principal 
seaport.  After  long  negotiations  it  was 
decided  that  Mexico  should  be  con- 
verted into  an  empire,  and  the  crown  was 
^ifferctl  to  the  Archduke  Ferdinand  Max 


Mexico  in  Juno  1S64.  Soon  iificr 
Napoleon  III.  withdrew  his  army,  anil 
Juarez  recommenced  his  siruftgle  for 
liberty  morally  strongly  a.ssistcd  by  the 
United  States.  In  spite  of  the  bravcrj-  of 
the  Emperor,  his  Generals,  and  small  hut 
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gallant  army,  (lufiuit  followed  defeat,  and 
ai  lost  ^laxiiiiilian,  after  a  Hicmuralile 
ilcfcnce  against  the  utmost  disadvantages, 
«-;i-i  iictrajcd  at  (^)iieretaro,  made  [..iconcr, 


trusted  followers,  had  succeeded  in  bribing 
an  oflicer  of  the  gUArd  to  let  Maximihan. 
escape.  He  consented  to  avail  himself  of 
the  opi>ortunit_v  so  offered  only  under  the 


l.v 


iai. 


The  lURhl  K'fore  his  dvaih  Ii--  f;uv,  n 
s|>lt-mlid  [inmf  of  tlic  nubiliiy  iii  liis 
(■haracter.  The  i'rincess  Salm-Salni,  tin- 
American   wife  of  one  of  tht-  I'.miieror*.-. 


.liiion  tli/[i  l.i>  IM..  tru-i.'.l  n,ai--l>als 
.-(.-[.riscmiT^.-hMuKi  iil>..  !.,■  ,ill.in.-,l  to 
uitl.  hiiri.  liiis  l.riii-  i(nj.M"iMc, 
KmiHTur  i-Tiiiiliaticallv  ri'liiM-.l  to 
e  ihom,  and  mrl  his  d.ath  at  the 
ik  (if  dawn  tin-  ni'xt  morning.     The 
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Kmpn-ss  Cliarlottc  had  left  some  months 
previously  for  Europe,  to  prevail  upon 
Napoleon,  the  I'opc,  and  on  her  brother- 
in-law,  the  Emperor  of  Austria,  to  soml 
help,  but  in  vain.  She  became  dcmt-ntcd 
and  returned  to  Rcl|,'ium.  Admiral 
Tepethoff,  the  hero  of  Lissa,  broiiyht 
back  to  his  home  all  that  was  mortal  of 
thf  unforlimati  Archduke- Emperor. 

AUTU.MN. 
A  stormy  autimiii  day.  Near  the  capital 
of  her  tiroihcr's  realm,  In  the  park  sur- 
rounding the  faslle  of  Laeken,  along  the 
avenues  formed  by  stately  elms  and  chest- 
nut trees,  iimv  nearly  divested  of  their 
green  summer  garment,  there  wanders 
with  slow  pace  a  bent  figure  clad  in 
stmUire  hues,  hor  anxious  look  expressing 
evidently  a  longing  expectation  ;  but  there 
is  iKi  lusirc  in  her  large  eyes,  and  deep, 
unfalliomablc    ffricf    and    disappointment 


aitji-. 


m press 


I  upoi 


slid  shouiiig  faint  tracrs  of  former  beauty, 
thouH;h  the  hair  is  white,  the  complexion 
pak'.  All  is  luished  around  her:  she  must 
not  be  dislurlii'd.  for  she  is  waiting.  It  is 
the  sistiT  of  the  King  of  the  Belgians,  ihe 
ersiwhiic  bapjiv  Archduchess  Charlotte, 
the  cx-Emiiress  of  ."Mexico.  To  ascend  a 
throne,  however  fragile,  the  exalted  lady 
left  her  beautiful  home  on  the  Adriatic 
and  crossed  the  seas  to  a  foreign  land. 
Trrhaps  it  was  her  counsel  which  pre- 
vailed upon  her  husha:id  to  abandon  his  own 

Short  and  turluilml  was  his  reign. 
When  dang.Ts  accumulated,  when  the  end 
was  in  sight,  i)ie  forsaken  Sovereign  sent 


his  wife  to  Europe  to  seek  help.  Thi' 
cold  reception  she  met  xvith,  the  failure 
of  her  mission,  and  the  knowledge  of  the 
desperate  position  of  her  loved  one  were 
a  fearful  trial  to  the  despairing  nife  ;  the 
subsequent  terrible  eients  would  have 
caused  the  po()r  lady  sorrows  and  i>ains 
not  to  be  described  by  man,  but  a  kind 
Providence  came  to  her  assistance,  and 
night  covered  her  mind — she  still,  even 
to-day.  is  waiting  patiently  (alas,  in  vain  !) 
the  return  of  him  who  was  her  all,  her 
greatest  treasure !  ■'  He  will  rettjrn  !  I 
must  have  patience  !  To-morrow,  if  not 
to-day  !  "  and  murmuring  these  words  to 
herself,  she  wends  her  way  back  to  the 
chAieau  which  actually  is  her  prison,  to 
prei>arc  for  the  joyful  morrow  which  never 


What  a  pathetic  picture — perhaps  the 
most  touching  of  this  century!  To  this 
Empress,  jioorer  than  the  poorest,  years 
have  [laKsed  without  her  knowledge;  his- 
tory !ias  been  made,  containing  on  its 
pages  the  most  terrible  tragedy,  the 
execution  of  a  noble,  well-meaning  iViiicc, 
who  ivas  deceived,  deluded,  and  abandoned 
by  those  in  whom  he  trusted.  .More  than 
thirty  years  ago  the  Emperor's  hmiv, 
riddied'by  the  bullets  of  the  firing  l»any. 
was  laid  into  the  crypt  nf  the  Capuchins 
at  Vienna,  to  rest  wilh  his  ancestors  ami 
cnipeers.  Hut  the  Empress's  mind  is  a 
blank  in  respect  1o  these  events:  she 
kn.uvs  them  not.  Daily  she  comes  out 
from  her  prison-palate  and  looks  out  for 
hitii,  just  as  she  did  during  the  haU'von 
days  at    .Miramare.      May   she    never' be 


TWO    IN    A    DARK-ROOM. 

By  GEORGE    G.  MAGNUS. 


IT  was  a  dull  afternoon  and  I  had 
nothing  particular  to  do,  so  decided 
to  call  on  Mrs.  Dudley.  I  invariably  call 
on  Mrs.  Dudley  when  in  this  predicament. 
She  is  a  widow,  and  has  a  daughter — in 
fact,  a  pretty  and  altogether  charming 
daughter.  Barbara  is  her  name  ;  a  pretty 
name.  To  me  there  is  a  lot  in  a  name, 
Perhaj)s  that  is  why  I  have  always  taken 
such  uncommon  interest  in  the  owner  of 
the  name. 

On  my  arrival  at  Mrs.  Dudley's  bijou 
villa,  I  was  shown  into  the  drawing-room. 
Mrs.  Dudley  was  existing  passively  in  a 
spacious  armchair — Mrs.  Dudley  generally 
is.  She  seemed  glad  to  see  me.  I  was 
glad  to  see  Miss  Barbara ;  I  had  not 
spoken  to  her  for  three  whole  days. 

**  ]\lr.  (jraham,  1  wonder  if  you  know 
anything  about  devtjioping  ?  " 

■\Iiss  Barbara  asked  the  question.  We 
had  been  talking  about  photography.  I 
foresaw  glorious  possibilities. 

**  Yes,  very  fond  of  it  indeed,"  I  replied 
warmly. 

**Oh,  Im  so  glad!"  she  said.  ''My 
uncle  has  given  me  a  camera,  and  I  Ve 
taken  the  photograph  of  nearly  everyone 
1  know,  but  spoilt  them  all  in  the  develop- 
ing. You  will  give  me  some  hints,  won't 
you  ?  " 

The  only  thing  I  knew  about  developing 
was  that  it  necessitated  being  shut  up  in  a 
dark  room. 

**  I  should  be  delighted  to  give  you  a 
practical  lesson,"  I  said  boldly. 

Mrs.  Dudley  murmured  from  the  depths 
of  the  armchair  that  it  was  too  good  of 
me.     I  felt  inclined  to  argue  the  point. 

**  You  appear  to  know  something  about 


everything,"  Miss  Barbara  remarked,  with 
just  a  glimpse  of  a  smile.  .  •* 

**  Your  sarcasm  is  delightful,"  I  replied, 
looking  pleased. 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Graham  !  " 
After  sundry  outrageously  broad  hints 
on  my  part,  it  was  decided  to  commence 
operations  at  once.  To  my  mind  there  is 
no  time  like  the  present.  We  all  ascended 
to  the  upper  regions.  Miss  Barbara  went 
in  front.     I  brought  up  the  rear. 

**This  is  my  dark-room,  Mr.  Graham." 
Miss  Barbara  opened  what  looked  like  a 
cupboard  door.  I  was  not  disappointed. 
I  saw  at  a  glance  that  it  could  not  hold 
three  persons  at  the  same  time — Mrs. 
Dudley  being  one  of  them. 

The  two  ladies  entered.  I  waited 
outside. 

*'  Mr.  (iraham,  do  come  in,"  cried  ]\Irs. 
Dudley. 

**  1  shall  be  delighted,"  I  said  solemnly, 
"  provided  you  show  me  where  to  stand." 

I  heard  Miss  Barbara  laugh. 

"  Mother  dear,  I  am  afraid  there  is  onlv 
room  for  two,"  she  cried.  **  Shall  Mr. 
Graham  e.xplain  to  jy>//.^" 

Cold  shivers  ran  down  my  back.  What 
if  Mrs.  Duilley's  respect  for  the  conven- 
tions should  make  her  say  *'  Yes"  ! 

After  what  seemed  to  me  an  eternity, 
she  allayed  my  growing  apprehension  by 
reluctantly  refusing  Miss  Barbara's  cool 
invitation.  The  shivers  down  my  back 
ceased.  1  moved  aside  to  let  Mrs.  Dudley 
pass  and  also  to  hide  a  smile.  Then  I 
entered  the  dark-room,  and  shut  the 
door. 

By  the  brilliant  light  of  a  dark-lantern, 
I  saw  Miss  Barbara  washing  something  in 
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a  little  sink.  She  was  so  much  engrossed 
in  the  work  that  she  ignored  my  near 
vicinity  altogether. 

I  had  coughed  twice  and  nearly  made 
up  my  mind  to  venture  some  remark,  when 
I  suddenly  remembered  my  excuse  for 
being  in  the  evil-smelling  cupboard  alone 
with  her. 

The  recollection  made  me  start  violently, 
and  I  somehow  caught  my  knee  a  nasty 
knock  against  a  box. 

Miss  Barbara  turned  half  round.  The 
noise  must  have  been  the  cause,  for  no 
word  had  escaped  me. 

"  I  hope  you  haven't  hurt  your  knee,  or 
the  box,"  she  said.  *'  It 's  the  only  one  I 
have  to  sit  upon." 

**  I  trust  that  may  always  be  the  case," 
I  said  beneath  my  breath,  and  then  prayed 
she  had  not  heard  me. 

Miss  Barbara  resumed  her  splashings  at 
the  sink  with  renewed  vigour.  I  peered 
round  the  room  aimlessly,  endeavouring 
the  while  to  recall  anything  I  had  ever 
heard  about  developing  a  photograph. 
But  my  mind  was  a  perfect  blank  on  the; 
subject. 

However,  just  as  I  was  beginning  to 
feel  really  nervous  as  to  how  matters  were 
going  to  turn  out,  my  eyes  fell  on  a  book 
entitled  "Elementary  Photography."  I 
seized  it  in  the  same  eager  way  that  wc 
are  informed  a  drowning  man  seizes  a 
straw. 

I  hastily  turned  to  the  **  Development 
of  the  Plate,"  and  had  managed  to  scan 
through  a  page  when  Miss  Barbara 
thoughtlessly  interrupted   me. 

"  ]\rr.  (jraham,  need  the  trav  be  drv  ?  " 

She  asked  this  question  as  if  she  con- 
sidered it  a  perfectly  rational  one,  and, 
what  was  more  perplexing,  as  if  she 
expected  me  to  answer  it. 

Thinking,  perhaps,  I  had  not  heard  her 
aright,  I  said  :  "  I  beg  your  pardon." 

**  Need  the  tray  be  dry  ?  "  she  repeated, 
very  slowly  and  distinctly. 

**  What  tray?"  I  imjuired  anxiously. 

'*  The  tray  we  put  the  plate  in  for 
development,  of  course." 

"  Oh,  of  course,"  I  muttered.  I  hastily 
opened  the  book  again,  which  I  had  hidden 
behind  mv  back. 


"You  haven't  answered  my  question,'* 
said  Miss  Barbara  rather  loudly,  and  look- 
ing round  at  me. 

I  reluctantly  returned  the  book  to  its- 
former  position. 

*'  No,   it  doesn't  matter,**  I   stuttered* 
"  At  least  I  mean — well,  it  *s  always  lurs^t 
to  strike  the  happy  medium :  neither  too- 
wet    nor  too    dry,   you    know."     And    1 
managed  to  force  a  laugh. 

Miss  Barbara  handed  me  a  Httle-ebQjiite- 
tray,     which     she     had     evidently     been 
washing. 

**  Would  you  mind  following  your  lucid. 
directions  yourself.'^"  .she  said. 

I    took  the  tray,   and    inwardly    pray- 
ing that   I    was   doing  the    right   things 
dried   it  to   the;  best  of  my  ability  with 
a  duster. 

**  Have  you  any  developer  ?"  I  inquired 
presently ;  **  and  a  broad  camel-hair  brush 
handy  ?  " 

**  Of  course  I  have  some  developer,'*' 
Miss  Barbara  replied,  in  an  almost  injured 
tone.  **  But  I've  no  brush.  It's  not 
necessary." 

**  But  it  says  in  the "  I  began  ;  then 

stopped  in  time.    "  Where  is  the  dark  slide,, 
please  ?  "  I  asked  hastily. 

Miss  Barbara  handed  me  a  frame  with 
shutters. 

*'lt's  a  photo  of  my  mother,"  she 
said. 

1  am  afraid  I  did  not  receive  this  inform- 
ation in  lh(*  way  I  should  have  done.  I 
foresaw  visions  of  a  possible  estrangement 
l)(!tween  ^Irs.  Dudley  and  myself  in  the 
near  future. 

'*  I  think  yf)U  had  better  let  me  abstract, 
that  plate  before  you  bn^ak  it !  "  (^xclaimed 
Miss  Barbara. 

I  was  endeavouring  to  open  the  dark-- 
slide  bv  main  force. 

**  Yes,  1  think  you  had,"  I  agreed.. 
"  Your  fingers  are  smaller  than  mine." 

"Thank  you  for  the  compliment,"  sho 
laughed,  putting  out  the  smallest  of  soft. 
hands  for  the  slide. 

It  was  some  time  befon*  she  succeeded 
in  getting  it.     Our  hands,  somehow,  be- 
came embarrassingly  entangled. 

At  length,  however,  Miss  Barbara  laid' 
the  plate  in  the  ebonite  tray.     While  she: 
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was  thus  occupieil,  I  had  taken  the  oppor- 
tunity of  referring  again   to  the  l)ook  of 


■  Itc  careful,"  I  obsened,  "lo  pour  the 

iiloper   over  the    plalo   with    a  gcnllc 

Lcp." 

*liss  Uarhara  gave  vont  to  one  of  her 


of   it.     However,   with    really    wonderful 

(testerity,  I  caught  it  Ix^fore  it  reached 
the  table. 

"  Won't  you  sit  down  ?"  I  suggested. 

"  No  thanks,"  she  answered,  with  a  sly 
look  at  my  hands.    "  1  prefer  to  watch  you." 

My  hands  were  rather  shaky.      I  waited 


■■  /  sh<.-ulJ  be  J<-lishle,l 


silvery  laughs.  She  must  be  con^ 
of  its  effect.  She  indulges  in  it 
quemly. 

"  Perhaps  you  wdl  be  good  enou; 
illustrate  your  meaning,"  she  cried,  I 
ing  me  the  develoj)er. 

She  was  so  afraid  of  mv  hand  hero 
again  accidentally  entangled  with  her 
that  she  let  go  the  bottle  before  I  had  holil       ilrnp. 

No.  191).     April   1900 


I  flatter  mvM-lf  I  er.vered  that  philo  uilii 
almost  |irofcsstonal  skill.     1  hardly  spilt  n 
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"There!"!  exclaimed,  in  undisguised 
admiration  of  the  feat. 

■'  Where  ? "  asked  Miss  Barbara,  gazing 

all  round. 

I  ignored  her  foolish  question,  and  took 
another  casual  look  at  directions. 


I  accordingly  placed  my  hands  upon  hers 
to  assist. 

There  was  a  death-like  silence  for  quite 
a  long  time.  I  began  to  feel  somewhat 
aw  k  ward. 

"  More  hkc  this,"  I  at  last  observed. 

"Is  it  necessary  for  two  to 
do  the  rocking  f "  she  asked 
icily. 

1  removed  my  hands  immedi- 
ately, and  endeavoured  to  hide 
them.  1  eventually  put  them  in 
my  pockets. 

The  <leathlike  silence  con- 
tinued. It  was  getting  almost 
unbearable,  when  Miss  Barbara 
exclaimed:  "It's  turning 
black  !  " 

I  got  up  direclly  and  hastened 
to  sec  what  she  was  alluding  to. 
I  bent  tenderly  over  her. 

■'  Ves,  that  is  the  latent 
image,"  I  murmured,  gazing  at 
her  shell-like  ear.  Miss  Barbara 
has  really  most  kissable  ears. 

'■  \'<m  don't  say  so!"  she 
cried  incredulously.     I  felt  hurt. 


I  ha<l  laker 


infinit. 


//ell  ji 


•sa7/alion  she  '.cas  givii 
altogether  inadequaU. 

interested  in, 


"  What  are  you   ; 
Graham  ?  " 

"  I  fancied  the  lamp  was  smoking,"  I 
muttered,  slipping  the  book  quickly  into 
my  pocket. 

■'  Is  it  ?"  she  asked. 

"  Not  now,"  I  answered. 

We  both  sat  down  :  Miss  Barbara  on  a 
music-stool,  I  on  the  box  which  I  had 
cause  to  remember.  I  did  suggest  .sharing 
the  box  with  her,  but  greatly  to  my 
surprise,  and  apparently  ber  own,-  she 
happened  to  discover  the  stool  under 
the    table,    and    would    insist    on    sitting 

"  You  must  now  rock  the  dish  with  an 
oscillating  movement,"  1  said,  quoting 
from  memory.     "  Or  shall  IP" 

"  No,  I  will." 

I  suppose  Miss  Barbara  did  her  best; 
but  I  felt  sure  the  oscillation  she  was 
giving  the  plate  was  altogether  inadequate. 


the  very  term  mentioned  in  the 
"'"'  book,    and    she    only    laughed 

'*  I  thought  I  did,"  I  said  testily.  "At 
any  rate,  I  meant  to." 

Miss  Barbara  pretended  not  to  hear  me. 

"  I'lense,  what  is  the  next  step,  Mr. 
(Jraham  ?  " 

I  gnawed  my  moustache  furiously.  I 
am  in  tlio  liabit  of  doing  this  perfectly 
calmly  when  perplexed,  but  1  was  abso- 
lutely nonplussed  then.  I  no  more 
knew  what  to  do  than   th<'    man    in    the 

"Won't  you  spoil  your  moustache  if 
you  bite  it. like  that.'" 

.Miss  Barbara  was  watching  me. 

"  It  will  not  matter  much  if  I  do,"  I 
said.     "  You  told  me  once  vou  didn't  like 


i'^mcy  you  remembering  1  " 
"  Yes,  it    is   peculiar,     Mv   memory    is 
abominably  poor.      Actually  the  whole  of 
the  next  stage  in  this  business  has  escaped 
it  altogether !  " 
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"  No  I "  she  cried,  her  eyebrows  almost 
disappearing.  "  Haven't  you  really  any 
idea  how  to  proceed  ?  " 

I  shook  my  head  sadly. 

"  How  very  funny  !  " 

I  looked  at  Miss  Barbara,  aRcl  assumed 
a  hurt  expression. 

"Your  sense  of  humour  I  know  has  a 
reputation  for  being  very  keen,"  I  said 
sarcastically;  "but  I  must  admit  that  I 
fail  to  see  anything  funny  in  an  ordinary 
lapse  of  memory  !  " 

Miss  Barbara  indulged  in  what  seemed 
to  me  an  almost  hysterical  laugh. 

"Oh,  please  don't  look  so  injured."  she 
cried.  "It  makes  )uu  look  so — so  irre- 
sistibly droll." 

"Indeed!  I'm  sure  I'm  delighted  to 
aflfurd  you  amusement,"  I  said  warmi)'. 

"  Now  you  arc  getting  cross  !     Forgive 

"There  is  nothing  to  forgive.    But  what 

am  I  to  do  ?     Mrs.  Dudley  will  think " 

At  this  point  Jliss  Barbara  kindly  inter- 
rupted me. 

"  Oh,  we  can  easily  look  up  the  next 
step,"  she  said,  rising,  "  I  have  a  book  on 
■  Elementary  Photography'  soniewhere." 

A  short  pause.  IVliss  Barbara  searched 
round  the  room. 

Cold  shivers  commenced  their  gambols 
up  and  down  my  hack.  The  book  was  in 
my  pocket ;  my  pocket  looked  suspiciously 
bulky  ;  and  I  was  painfully  aware  of  the 
sharpness  of  Miss  Barbara's  brown  eyes. 

"  !  wonder  who  has  touched  it .- "  she 
asked  pointedly,  stojiping  in  front  of  me. 

"I  wonder!"  I  echoed,  turning  round 
so  as  to  hide  mv  guilt. 

"  It  is  most  r.-markablf!  I  think  I  will 
ask  mother  if  she " 

•■Oh,  no!  I  shouhln't  do  that!"  I  said 
hurriedly.  "  I.el  me  help  you  look 
for  it." 

"  Vou  are  really  too  kind  !  I  wonder 
you  didn't  offer  before." 

"  Well,  there  i.s  nut  much  room  fur  two 
to  stroll  about  at  the  same  time.  What 
sort  of  looking  book  is  it .'  " 

Miss  Barbara  described  it  minulely.  I 
edged  as  far  away  from  her  as  possible. 
I  thought  it  advisable  to  delay  the  fmding 
a  bit. 


"  Mr.  Graham,  I  am  going  to  ask 
mother  if " 

"  No  need  I "  I  saiil.  "  My  eyes  are 
sharper  than  yours,  after  all  I " 

At  that  very  moment  I  had  discovered 
the  book — not  in  my  pocket ;  on  a  shelf 
in  the  corner.  I  delivered  it  up  to  her. 
She  took  it  without  comment  and  laid  it 
on  the  table.  The  wretched  thing  opened 
of  its  own  accord  at  the  "  Development 
of  the  Plate." 

Miss  Barbara  looked  at  me  suspiciously 
from  under  her  long  eyelashes.  Then,  to 
my  surprise,  she  raised  it  to  her  dear 
little  nose. 

"  Don't  you  notice  a  faint  odour  of 
tobacco  about  this  page  ? "  she  asked, 
handing  the  book  to  me.  I  seized  it 
guiltil)'.      I    am   an    inveterate    cigarette- 

"  Yes,"  I  admitted,  after  several  hard 
sniffs.  "Turkish  cigarettes.  Very  good 
brand.     But  I  thought  you  said  once  that 


What  Miss  Barbara's  answer  would  have 
been  to  this  cruel  in.sinuation  I  know  not. 
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for  at  that  moment  I  unfortunately  upset  a 
bottle  labelled  "  Hypo."  A  considerable 
(juantity  of  the  tluid  ran  on  to  the  table 
and  off  the  table — of  course,  on  the  ivrong 
side  of  it.  My  limbs  were  under  the  table, 
but  I  ilid  not  utler  any  ejaculation.     \Vc 


alHiul  this  page  . 

both  started  to  mop  it  up.  Miss  BarKara 
nsfd  the  duster  ;  I,  having  nothing  better, 
usi'd  my  handkerchief. 

As  luck  would  have  it,  1  again  discovered 
her  hand  under  mine.  I  held  it  fast,  and 
proi?eeded  lo  do  the  mopping  with  mv 
olher. 

■■  Mr.  Craham,  I  don't  know  if  you  arc 
aware  [hat  '  hypo  '  is  a  very  bad  stain .-  " 

My  hand   was  net;    1   released  hers  at 

"  I  "m  awfully  sorry,"  1  said,  gazing  down 
sadly  at  my  nethers.  "hut  accidenis  will 
happen -" 

"  In  the  best-regulated  dark -mums," 
added  Miss  Barbara,  with  one  of  her 
sdvery  laughs. 

"  1  hope  il  doesn't  stain  badlv  .-"  I  ^aid 
aiixiouslv, 

■M)hf  you  wdi  be  able ■■ 

■'  I  was  not  thinking  of  my I  was 

afraid  some  of  it   had  gol  on  your  hand." 

■'  \'es,  it  was  most  thoughtless  of  vou  !  " 

••  ]  admit  I  am  absurdly  absent-minded 
at  limes ;  but  with  the  aid  of  pumice-stone 
and  sandpaper " 


Miss  Barbara  interrupted  me.  It  is  a 
little  trick  she  has ;  she  does  it  con- 
tinually. 

"  Hadn't  you  better  look  up  the  next 
step,  now  you  've  found  the  place  ?  "  she 
said.  "  Xbe  plate  won't  improve  bv 
being  left  all  this  time  in  the  developer, 
will  it.-" 

I  followed  her  advice.  There  was  a 
long  silence. 

"The  plate  must  now  be  fixed  with 
■hypo,'"  I  remarked  at  length.  "  Have 
you  enough  left,  do  you  think  .''  " 

"  Quite  enough,"  she  answered. 

"  .\nd  a  fixing-bath  ready  .-"  I  con- 
tinued. 

■'  If  1  pour  the  developer  awav,  the  tiav 
will  do,  won't  it.?" 

■■  Ves  ;  I  suppose  so,"  1  muttered. 

Miss  Barbara  poured  the  developer 
awa)-.  1  closed  the  book  with  a  snap, 
which  I  hoped  was  loud  enough  for  her 
to  hear,  .\fter  that,  with  great  care,  1 
emptied  what  was  left  of  the  "hypo" 
over  the  plate,  which  had  turned  the 
colour  of  tar. 

'■  Shall  I  do  the  rocking,  or  will  you  ':" 


Oh, 


I  had    better  this   time," 


rrph 


id  do  the  rocking  for  a  very  con- 
siderable time.  Nothing  happened.  1 
had  had  about  enough  of  it  when  Miss 
Barbara  asked  one  of  her  awkward 
questi<jns. 

"Haven't   you   j;ot    to   add    something 
else  lo  the  '  hvpo,"  ^Ir.  <  iraham  .' " 

"  Kh  :-     1  reallv— VPS,  1   believe— no.   I 

don'i  think " 

:  tell  me  that,"  said    Miss 


'■  Vol 


Barbara. 

1  welcomed  her  limely  interruption. 

"  N<i,  il 's  tioi  much  good  trying  to 
deceive  .1"k.  I  know.  Would  you  be  so 
awfully  good  as  to  take  a  spell  at  this 
rocking  Imsiness.-     I'm  not  in  very  good 

"  Too  much  smoking  of  Turkish 
cigarettes,  although  thev  are  a  good 
brand,"    she   remarked. 

1  looked  at  Miss  Barbara  keenly.  She 
evidently  considered  my  scrutiny  Km)  keen. 
She  turned  awav  her  face. 
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"  \'ou  ha\'en't  answered  my  question,"  1 
saiil. 

■■  Yes  ;  I  will  do  the  rocking  by  myself" 
she  replied. 

I  pushed  the  wretched  tray  over  in  such 
a  way  that  to  rock  it  necessitated  ^Miss 
Barbara  turning  her  hack  on  me. 

I  uas  scanning  page  after  page  again, 
endeavouring  to  discover  the  solution  of 
Miss  Barbara's  last  question,  when  that 
lady  startled  nic  by  bending  over  my 
shoulder.  She  made  a  most  cruel  accusa- 
liiin.     I  ignored  it,  and  murmured — 

"  How  wonderfully  soft  your  hair  is  !  " 

.Miss  Barbara  drew  back  hastil)'. 

'■  Hut  I  like  soft  hair,"  I  expostulated. 
She  drew  back  much  further. 

'■  Really,  you  are  the  most  suspicious 
pupil  I  've  ever  had ! "  I  declared,  her 
accusation  still  rankling  in  my  mind. 

She  came  just  a  wcc  bit 

"Then  I  'm  not  your  first.'" 

I  did  not  answer.  I  was  ion 
pre<)ccupied  watching  her 
eyelashes. 

Miss  Barbara's  cyelashi-s 
are  a  match   for  her  eyes. 

'■  I  suppose  that  girl  with 
the  red  hair  has  had  a  course 
of  your  instruction  ? "  she 
queried  abruptly,  looking 
down  at  me  rather  scornfully. 

■■  I  have  never  had  occasion 
lo  teach  anything  to  the  girl 
ivilh  the  auburn  hair,"  I  said. 


In  another  moment  I  should  have  done 
something  rash  ;  I  feel  sure  of  it.  The 
only  reason  why  I  restrained  myself 
was  that  I  heard  approaching  foot- 
steps— the  unmistakable  footsteps  of  Mrs. 
Dudley. 

^liss  Barbara  heard  them  too.  She 
hurried  to  the  sink  and  began  to  rinse  a 
perfectly  clean  bottle  as  if  her  life 
depended  on  it. 

I  said  to  myself — well,  I  had  better  not 
repeat  what  I  said  to  myself.  I  said 
aloud :  "  Maj- — may  I  look  forward  to 
finishing  this  lesson  another  time?" 

My  voice  must  have  sounded  absurdly 
eager.  The  footsteps  had  stopped  at  the 
door. 

Miss  Barbara  said  nothing.  Perhaps  if 
she  had  I  might  not  have  heard  her 
above  the    splashings.      But  she  nodded 


wiih  marked  c 

mphasis  on  the 

auburn. 

■■  I  admire 

ed  hair"- 

this 

defiantly. 

■'  I      prefer 

nut  -  bro 

wn," 

said  1. 

.\  delicate  flush  stole 

over 

her     fac.-. 

IVo      din 

pic. 

appeared  — su 

ch    fascinating 

din,,,k-,. 

"Yes.    and    bri)wn    eyes.' 
I  nplied  warmly. 

Miss      Barbara      actually 
blushed.    It  certainly  became  her.    I  have 
never  seen  her  look  .so  irresistible  ;   but 
then  I  have  never  seen  her  blush  befor<'. 


her  head  before  the  door  ()ju-ni-d.  And 
it  will  not  be  long  before  1  liokl  her  to 
that  nod. 
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SOMK    POLISH    SOUVEXIRS. 
By     MRS.     J.     E.     WHITBY. 


MANY  of  us  can  yet  recall  the  last 
anguished  cry  that  rang  from 
jioor  wronged  Poland  at  the  final  i>artition 
of  her  country  by  those  three  powerful 
neighbours  Russia,  Austria,  and  Prussia. 
Time  after  time  had  her  brave  sons,  ay, 
and  daughters  too,  risen  against  the  iron 
heel  of  oppression  that  was  slowly  but 
surely  crush- 

lifcout  of  her. 
But  these 
courageous 
ffforls  to  re- 
instate their 
native  land  as 
an  indepen- 
dent king- 
dom      were 


She  ceased  to  exist  as  a  separate  countiy; 
the  title  of  Poland,  except  as  an  appanage 
of  the  Northern  Conqueror,  has  been 
obliterated  from  the  map  of  Europe,  and 
the  name  of  an  intrepid  race  from  among 
those  on  the  hst  of  living  nations.  In 
vain  did  this  unhappy  country  appeal  for 


hast 

eeded    m 
■llillg  the 

which 

the 

i,labilitv 

of 

icr    form 

I'oland  »vas 
h.dpless,  and 
lb,-  tbrev 
r  u  t  b  1  <■  s  ^ 
e  a  K  i  e  s 
remorseh-sslv 
lor.'  her  limb 
from     limb. 
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first  half  of  the  present  century  was  to 
ensure  a  warm  welcome  ami  the  com- 
passion of  all  classes.  It  was  during  the 
'liflies  that  an  Austrian  militai}'  ofticer  who 


had  taken  a  leading  part  in 
suppressing  the  Polish  insur- 
rections came  to  London.  He 
was  infamous  for  the  indig- 
nities and  cruelties  heaped  on 
Polish  women,  even  to  the 
public  flogging  of  high-born 
ladies,  and  he  consequently 
met  M'ith  a  \erv-  cool  rectp- 
tion.  During  his  visit  to  a 
large  English  brewer?',  the  cm- 
ploy^i^,  indignant  at  his  in- 
human barbarities,  fell  upon 
him,  and  treated  him  so 
roughlv  that  he  was  glad  tn 
take  to  flight. 

Since  1B63,  when  the  last 
Temnant  of  a  Constitution  was 
torn  from  Pitland,  there  has 
been  nn  further  allempt  a( 
r.-b^-llion.  an<l  the  new  gen- 
eration of  Poles,  if  not  re- 
signed to  the  present  slate  of 
things,  at  least  recognise  the 


impossibility  of  changing  it.  "By  time 
subdued,  what  will  not  time  subdue  ? " 
may  be  said   of  other  countries  besides 

Poland. 
Nations,  like   stars,  rise  and   fall,  and 

Poland  has  but  followed  in  the  wake  of 
those  older  and  greater  empires  who  flashed 
uiih  mcieor-like  brightness  e'er  they  sank 
\iiti>  obliiion. 

liut  the  recoUoction  of  her  days  of 
ri.noivn  bums  brightly  still  in  the  hearts  of 
ihe  Poles,  though  its  light  naturally 
partakes  more  of  the  melancholy  of  the 
iin'iiiurial  lamp  than  of  the  fen'idness 
lit  the  kindling  torch.  Lest  posterity  forget 
lliat  taptivc  Poland  was  once  free  and 
proudly  look  her  place  among  the  croM-ns 
of  Europe,  her  sons  have  carefully  collected 
all  that  remains  as  proofs  of  their  mother- 
country's  former  j^eatness,  and  have 
enshrined  it  in  the  old  Castle  of  Kap- 
perswyl,  dh  the  lake  of  Zurich.  Here  the 
small  collection  formed  by  a  Polish  patriot 
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and  his  wife,  who  found  a  haven  and  a 
home  {as  so  many  have  done)  in  Switzer- 
land, has  been  so  increased  by  the  fostering 
care  of  their  compatriots,  that  in  this 
quaint  old  castle,  perched  picturesquely 
above  the  httle  village  on  the  edge  of  the 
lake,  may  be  seen  the  entire  history  of 
Poland,  as  represented  by  unique  and  most 
interesting  souvenirs.  These  range  from 
coins  and  medals  of  the  eleventh  century 
down  to  that 
fatal  year 
i86j,  which 
closed  the 
pages  of  her 
history,  A 
few  of  the 
most  striking 

of  the  things 
to  be  found  at 
Rapperswy] 
are  described 
and  illus- 
trated in  this 
article.  It 
may  be  a 
surprise  to 
many  people 


well  as  in  Polish,  the  words  "  Hope  "  and 
•'  Perseverance."  (Jn  both  flags  may  be 
read  the  inscription,  "  To  the  Ancient  and 
Heroic  Polish  Nation,  from  the  men  of 
Birmingham,  November  ig,  1831."  With 
these  Hags  an  address  was  sent,  beginning 
with  the  stirring  words,  "  Urave  men  of 
Poland,"  and  signed  by  100,000  men,  thus 
e  pre  sen  ting    a    far    greater    number    of 


sympathisers.     There  r 


be  one  or  two 
still  alive  who 
set  their  seal 
to  that  ail- 
dress  whocan 
■et  recall  the 


those 
who  can  per 
haps  remem- 
b  e  r      the 


>  lei 


I  that 


among  the 
o  b  j  e  c  t  s 
carefully 
treasured  bj' 
tilt;  Poles  is 
the  English 
Union  Jack. 
No  emblem, 
this.of  victory 


'  )■ 


>  1 


snatched  from  an  enemy's  grasp,  in  some 
terrible  conflict,  to  be  pointed  to  proudlv 
by  succeeding  generations  as  a  token  of 
triumph.  No;  this  banner  has  a  more 
peaceful  story.  It  was  sent  with  another 
to  Poland  in  1 832  as  a  mark  of  sympathy 
from  the  men  of  Birmingham,  at  the  close 
of  a  disastrous  attempt  by  the  Poles  to  gain 
their  freedom.  The  two  flags  are  here 
shown  together ;  that  on  the  right,  once  of 
white  silk,  now  yellow  with  age,  bears  the 
Polish  eagle,  and   below,   in   English    as 


troush-,  how, 
with  hearts 
hot  within 
them,  till-  men  of  ISirmingham  deter- 
mined lo  send  a  token  of  their  sym- 
pathy and  commiseration.  I.on^'  forgotten, 
jierhaps  the  mention  of  those  flags  may 
call  to  mind  the  crowded  meetings,  the 
eager  signing  of  the  address,  anil  at  last 
the  despatch  of  what  was  to  assure  the 
Poles  of  the  warm  sympathy  felt  for  their 
misfortune  in  the  "Isle  of  the  Free." 

Unfortunately  the  signatures,  though 
quite  legible,  have  faded  too  much  to 
photograph  well,  and  in  order  to  show  as 
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many  names  as  might  bo,  the  leaves  have 
bt'en  so  overlaid  that  it  is  hardly  possible  ' 
ti)  road  those  at  the  bcRinning  or  end, 
where  one  might  naturally  expect  to  fitid 
ihi'  most  distinguished.  Perhaps  this 
article  may  induce  some  tourist  to  visit 
Rapperswyl  who  will  lind  among  the  auto- 
graphs ihe  well-known  signature  of  some 
old  relative  or  friend,  who  thus  tcstilied 
"  this  hand,  to  tyrants  ever  sworn  the  foe." 
America,  who  had  herself  gone  through 
troublous  times,  was  not  behind  with 
hiT  e.xjiressions  of 
sympathy  in  the 
cause  of  liberty, 
and  sent  two  flags 
at  about  the  same 
date.  The  more 
striking  is  shown 
here.  It  is  a 
handsome  blue 
ttanner,  and  bears 
the  words,  "  To 
the  Brave  Sons  of 
Poland,  from  the 
Vi  lung  Men  of 
lioston."  In  the 
ci-ntrc  is  a  picture 
of  (ieneral  Wash 
ington  on  horse- 
back, attended  bv 
Kosciuszko  and 
Lafayette,    while 

dalliim  portraits  of 
the  three  heroes. 

It  will  be  re- 
membered that 
the    great    Polish 

leader,  after  his  brilliant  successes  at 
Rachliewics  and  the  relief  of  Warsaw^ 
those  bright  spots  in  the  pitiful  hislon-  of 
Poland— was  defeated  by  the  Russians  at 
Ihe  battle  ()f  .Maciejowice.  Imprisoned  by 
Catharine  ILand  liberated  by  her  successor. 
Paul  L.  <m  "parole,"  he  visite<i  Kngland 
and  America,  where  he  became  the  friend 
nf  Cencral  \\'ashinglon,  in  whose  cause  ho 
fought.  Napoleon  L,  when  meditating  his 
successful  cam)>aign  against  the  Russians 
in  Poland,  endeavoured  mwin  Koscius/ko's 
assistance  to  his  plans,  hut  the  latter  was  a 
man  of  honour  and  refused  to  break  his 


word,  though  (he  temptation  to  such  a 
patriot  to  avenge  his  countr)'s  wrongs  and 
strike  one  more  blow  for  freedom  must 
have  been  terrible.  He  died  an  exile  at 
Soleure,  in  Switzerland.  His  body  was 
buried  in  the  tomb  of  the  old  Polish  kings 
in  Cracow,  beside  Sobieski  and  Ponia- 
towski,  by  order  of  Alexander  II.,  who  could 
admire  bravery  even  in  an  enemy.  But 
his  heart,  which  his  countrymen  declared 
should  never  rest  in  a  land  that  now  calls 
Russia  master,  is  to  be  found  enshrined 
in  a  handsome 
urn,  in  a  tiny 
memorial  chapel 
attached  to  the 
old  Castle  of 
Rappers  wy  I, 
Those  who  have 
not  visited  Cracow 
may  not  know 
that  the  mound 
erected  there  to 
his  memory  '  is 
forme<i  of  earth 
collected  from  the 
different  battle- 
fields of  Poland. 
It  was  small 
wonder  that  the 
Russian  forces 
should  have  de- 
feated ihe  army 
of  peasants  which 
Kosciuszko      was 


redui 


1  last  r< 


smhes,thesimiile, 
untrained  countrjmen  marched  to  certain 
destruction.  The  Illustration  slums  a 
number  of  these  peasants  receiving  bene- 
diction from  a  priest  at  a  waysiiie  altar 
before  the  fatal  battle  of  M.iciejowice, 
which  but  rivetted  Poland's  chains  the 
(irmer.  A  room  at  Rapperswyl  is  ilevol.-d 
lo  the  souvcnir-i  of  Koscius/ko.  The^e 
include  many  personal  objects— the  bed  on 
which  he  lited.  his  portrait,  and  the  white 
plume  which,  like  ibai  of  Henry  -)f 
Navarre,  was  always  to  he  seen  in  the  front 
of  the  battle.  The  American  flags  before 
described   hang  at  the   fool  of  the  bed. 
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while  ai  its  head 
is  Kosciuszko's 
own  Hag,  a  dupli- 
cate, for,  unfortu- 


hi 


igs    in 


Vienna.  (Jii  the 
Cdiich  of  the  hero 
lies  a  ivreatli  nf 
laurel  tied  with 
ivhiie  riblton,  one 
of    (vliosc     broad 


ends  i 
with    I 


;  dccc 


ted 


miniature 


whili-  the  other 
bears  the  words, 
"  V  r  o  in  t  h  .- 
dauj-hters  of  the 
American  Revolu- 
tion loKosciu>zko, 


iS()8."  Agraeeful 
ecntenar)-  trilmie 
to   one   of  whoni 


Milton  might  have 
written  the  words, 
"  Brave  men  and 
worthy  patriots. 
dear  to  God  and 
famous  tu  all 
ages." 

Erom  patriotism 
to  imprisonment 
and  e.xile  there  is 
<jften  but  a  short 
»tep,  ami  another 
lllusiraiioii  shows 
a  gruesotne  re- 
minder of  the 
horrors  of  Siberia. 
It  is  a  coat  uom 
by  Colonel 
Sobanski,  a  Polish 


oflic 


«hei 


prisoner  there  for 
fifteen  y  earis. 
What  ta'les  of 
suffering,  mental 
and  bodily,  could 
this    poor    coarse 
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and  patched  gannent  tell  if  it  could  speak  ! 
With  it  is  appropriately  placed  a  Russian 
knout,  that  fearful  whip  whose  leathern 
wire-braided    thong   inflicts  such   terrible 


nishm 


The  bronze  head  on  the  prei 
the  work  of  a  famous  Polish  i 


distinguished  men,  and  +o  of  the  most 
striking  historical  scenes.  The  last  are 
larger  cameos.  By  means  of  these  works 
of  art  the  whole  history  of  Poland  is 
represented,  and  the  series  closes,  as 
page  is     is    natural,    with    that    of    the    Siberian 


ulptoT  and      exiles 


of  course,  countless  other 
interesting  things  to  be  seen  at  Rapper- 
swjl,  of  which  space  forbids  more  than 
mere  mention.  Besides  the  coins  and 
medals,  there  are  orders  and  decorations, 
given  and  worn  by  famous  men,  many 
]>ersonaI  souvenirs  of  Sobieski,  including* 
a  favourite  ivory  snutT-box,  shaped 
somewhat  like  a  tomato.  There  are  also 
autograph  letters  of  sj'mpathy  from  such 
men  of  note  as  Kossuth,  the  Hungariao 
patriot.  Garibaldi,  Victor  Hugo,  Cavour, 
Montalemhert,    the    poet   Campbell,    and 


JIIIIN 


p<Rt.  He  thus  immortalises  a  conntri- 
man,  his  greatest  friend,  a  patriot  and 
exile,  who  died  in  .'^iheria  from  the  bile 
of  a  poisonous  fly.  The  insect  may  bi' 
seen  on  the  forehead.  So  much  b.-Iovcd 
was  the  deaii  Pole  that  the  sculptor  has 
engraved  the  figures  i.ooo.ooo,  to  signify 
that  his  memory  will  live  in  a  million 
hearts.  .\  magnilicent  collection  of  cameos 
is  to  l>e  seen  at  Kapperswyl.  .Many  an- 
carved  with  ,  representations  of  various 
scenes  in  Polish  hist<iri-.  One  cameo 
l)ears  a  striking  picture  d  a  party  of 
exiles  rn  roulr  to  Siberia.  Tliesi.'  beautiful 
shells  wore  carved  by  the  best  Italian 
artists  of  their  time  hv  order  *>(  a  I'ohsh 


ladv,    who 


^penl 


.   tb,- 


fortune.  There  are  lOo  in  all,  comprising 
the  portraits  of  63  Kings  and  Queens  of 
Poland,  157  (lenerals,  authors,  and  other 


inanv   other 

.     Spe 

iim 

forms  and  t 

ostume 

.  *vi 

rn 

I.rovcn.es,    i 

n-  also 

pr< 

ser 

indeed,  ever 

thing  i 

>e 

the  hislorv  a 

id  cus 

oinb 

ot 

Jeneral  Sobieski  (afterwards 
King  j.ihn  III,),  that  hero  of  the  Middle 
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Ages,  and  we  give  a  photograph  of  a  bust 
of  the  famous  conqueror  of  Vienna  and 
defeater  of  the  Turks. 

One  room  is  given  up  to  relics  of 
Copernicus,  the  great  Polish  astronomer, 
including  valuable  first  editions  of  his 
works,  the  most  important  of  which,  "The 
Revolution  of  Heavenly  Bodies,"  caused 
his  excornmunication  by  the  Pope. 

Among  the  busts  of  more  recent  Polish 
celebrities,  Cho|>in,  the  famous  composer 
and  pianist,  necessarily  has  a  place. 

Perhaps  one  of  the  most  quaint 
souvenirs  among  memorials  where  almost 
all  havi'  a  sorrowful  import  is  a  funeral- 
wreath  formed  entirely  of  thousands  of 
visiting-cards  strung  together  and  tied 
with  crape.  It  «as  laid  by  his  supporters 
on  the  grave  of  a  Polish  author  who  joined 
the  insurrection  of  1865,  and  being  taken 
prisoner,  was  shot  as  a  rebel. 

A  peculiarly  sad  significance  is  attached 


to  the  last  photograph,  that  of  the  last 
flag  of  Poland.  It  was  presented  by  the 
Polish  Jews  (of  whom  there  are  great 
numbers)  for  the  rebellion  of  1863,  but 
though  the  crimson  satin  banner  led  brave 
men  to  the  conflict,  the  hope  it  headed 
was  but  a  forlorn  one,  and  ended  in  the 
complete  subjugation  of  Poland.  It  was 
not  unfittingly  placed  for  photographic 
purposes  at  the  base  of  a  fine  column  in 
the  courtyard  at  Rapperswyl,  erected  to 
the  memory  of  all  those  who  fell  fighting 
for  their  country-. 

The  Polish  eagle  is  painted  over  the 
door  of  the  picture-gallery  in  the  old 
castle.  It  bears  the  national  rootto, 
"  Usque  ad  finem  " — "  Until  the  end," 
The  end  has  come,  indeed,  for  Poland. 
He  would  be  more  than  sanguine  who 
could  hope  ever  to  see  that  day  dawn 
when  Poland  should  arise  Phoenix  -  like 
from  her  ashes. 
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THE  HOUSE  OF  DREAMS 

By   EMERIC    HULME-BEAMAN. 


k     . 


TRF.VKNNAN  had  an  uneasy  feeling 
tliat  he  had  seen  the  house  before- 
It  came  upon  him  quite  suddenly  as  he 
drove  up  the  long,  dark  avenue  of  trees 
leading  to  the  hall-door  in  the  waning 
light  of  an  October  afternoon.  The 
imi)ression  was  absurd,  unreasonable.  The 
Major  had  only  taken  the  (irange  on  lease 
a  month  ago,  and  he,  Trevennan,  himself 
had  never  so  much  as  been  within  twenty 
miles  of  Roxton  in  his  life  till  that 
moment.  Yet  the  white  face  of  the 
building,  rising  up  from  the  gloom  of  the 
ilescending  shadows  of  evening,  smote 
him  with  a  sudden  sense  of  familiarity  as 
his  eye  first  lit  on  it  through  the  open 
window  of  the  brougham.  A  solid,  white, 
s(juare  house,  with  windows  everywhere, 
and  of  chaotic  architecture — as  though  it 
had  been  pieced  together  from  fragments 
of  many  designs,  haphazard,  and  without 
regard  to  form  or  beauty.  A  ternice  ran 
round  the  front  of  it,  and  a  wide  flight 
of  steps  letl  upwards  from  the  carriage- 
drive  to  the  main  entrance.  Treven nan's 
eye  sought  involuntarily  for  the  shape  of  a 
Phoenix  surmounting  the  balustrade  of  the 
steps,  and,  finding  it  there,  he  shuddered. 
He  did  not  know  why.  He  knew  only 
that  the  whole  impression  was  a  delusion 
of  the  senses,  that  he  could  never  have 
seen  this  house  before,  with  its  terraced 
steps  and  the  stone  -  car\'ed  bird  on 
either  side.  So,  to  correct  the  impres- 
sion, he  laughed.  A  boy  in  buttons 
opened  the  door  for  him,  and  the  next 
moment  the  Mcijor  had  gripped  him  by 
the  hand. 

••  My  dear  Trevennan — my  dear  fellow  ! 
I  am  glad  to  see  you ! " 


*'  Last  time  we  met  was  in  Belgaum," 
said  Trevennan,  returning  the  Major's 
grip.  **  A  tine  little  place  this,  Douglas. 
Let  me  see,  1  have  to  congratulate  you  ! " 
Trevennan's  calm  grey-blue  eye  rested  on 
the  Major's  face  with  a  look  of  genuine 
pleasure.  Knglishmen  have  a  habit  of 
supplying  the  deficiency  of  words  by  looks. 
Trevennan  hated  wortls. 

"Thanks,  Trevennan,  thanks.  Indeed, 
she  is  a  charming  girl.  .  .  .  Belgaum  was 
it !     By  Jove — two  years  ago,  too  !  '* 

**  At  the  races,"  put  in  Trevennan.  **  So 
vou  have  retired  ?     Luckv  man." 

"  No  use  stewing  in  the  Kast  with  a 
fortune  waiting  to  be  enjoyed  at  home," 
laughed  Major  Douglas,  as  he  led  his  guest 
into  a  large  anil  I'onifortahly  furnished 
smoking-room. 

"  Have  a  pi»g — then  I  '11  show  you  your 
room.  1  have  got  some  i>eoj>le  staying 
here.  Miss  Drummoiul  and  her  mother 
among  'em.  A  sort  of  house-warming,  in 
fact.  I  hope  it  will  come  off  soon — 
next  month  if  we  can  arrange  it."  He 
fired  oflf  his  sentences  disjointedly,  as  he 
filled  a  glass  from  a  syphon  and  handed 
it  to  Trevennan.  Trevennan  raised  it  to 
his  lips. 

'*  Here's  to  the  bride-elect's  health  !  " 
he  said  with  a  smile.  Then  he  paused 
suddenly.  Major  Douglas  turned  round 
sharply  too.  Something  with  noiseless 
footsteps  had  seemed  to  move  across  the 
room.  •'  What 's  that  }  A  rustle  I  Didn't 
you  hear  it  ?  " 

The  Major  stooped  to  iht-  lloc>r  and 
picked  up  a  loose  sheet  of  notepaper  that 
had  fluttered  from  a  writing-table  near  the 
wall. 
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'*  A  gust  of  wind  through  the  window  !  " 
he  laughed.  "It's  open,  I  see,"  and  he 
crossed  to  the  window  and  shut  it  with  a 
bang.  **  Come  along.  I  '11  take  you  to 
your  room.  You  would  like  to  change 
after  your  journey." 

An  hour  later  the  Major's  guests  were 
assembled  in  the  drawing-room,  waiting 
the  signal  for  dinner.  Trevennan  found 
himself  talking  to  a  tall  and  stately  girl, 
dressed  in  white  shimmering  satin,  with  a 
pearl  necklace  clasping  her  soft  throat. 

"  You  are  an  old  friend  of  Major 
Douglas,  are  you  not,  Mr.  Trevennan  ?  " 
she  asked. 

**  Yes,"  he  replied.  **  We  have  known 
each  other  for  many  years — in  India." 

**  It  must  be  a  charming  place — India," 
ruminated  the  young  lady.  **  It  has  alwayS 
had  a  kind  of  Arabian  Night  fascination 
for  me  :  it  \s  so  full  of  delightful  super- 
stitions and— and  snakes." 

**  Especially  snakes,"  said  Trevennan 
gravely,  as  he  offered  her  his  arm  to 
conduct  her  to  the  dining-room.  **The 
superstitions  died  out,  mainly,  with  the 
Mutinv." 

*'  And  the  snakes " 

**  Didn't." 

Trevennan  glanced  round  him  as  they 
took  their  places  :  there  were  a  dozen 
people  seated  at  the  table,  including  the 
host.  Among  them  were  a  couple  of  old 
regimental  friends  of  Major  Douglas's, 
who,  like  Trevennan  himself,  chanced  to 
be  home  on  leave  ;  a  married  sister  of  the 
Major's  supplied  the  position  of  hostess, 
and  the  wives  of  the  two  military  men, 
together  with  the  Drummonds,  completed 
the  number  of  the  lady  guests.  There  was 
music  in  the  drawing-room  afterwards, 
when  the  gentlemen  rose  from  their  wine 
and  had  joined  the  ladies  ;  and  the  pleasant 
hum  of  light  conversation  intcrsprinkled 
with  laughter  was  at  its  height,  as  the  silver 
chiming  clock  on  the  mantelpiece  struck 
the  hour  of  ten.  Then,  without  warning, 
a  sudden  silence  fell  upon  the  party  :  and, 
as  generally  is  the  case  when  this  happens, 
each  person  felt  acutely  conscious  of  that 
feeling  of  unnatural  restraint  which  such  a 
silence  inevitably  imposes  on  an  assembly. 
The  Major,  in  his  capacity  of  host,  felt  it 


incumbent  upon  him  to  break  it.  He 
opened  his  lips  to  speak — he  knew  not 
what— when  his  eye  caught  Trevennan's, 
and  his  mouth  closed  with  a  snap.  Mrs. 
Drummond's  black  silk  dress  rustled  as 
she  drew  out  a  scented  handkerchief. 
Trevennan  laughed.  With  the  laugh  the 
spell  was  broken.  There  rose  again  spon-^ 
taneously  the  hum  of  conversation ;  and 
presently  the  ladies  retired  for  tlie  night. 
The  Major  led  the  way  to  the  smoking- 
room,  and  cigars  were  lit.  When  they 
were  settled  in  their  chairs,  the  Major 
looked  round  at  his  guests. 

**  Did  you  fellows  hear  an}'thing  in  the 
drawing-room  ? "  he  asked  with  a  little 
laugh,  half  deprecating,  half  nervous. 
"  There  was  a  curious  sudden  pause,  you 
know " 

'*  Yes,"  agreed  Trevennan. 

"And  I  imagined — of  course  it  must 
have  been  mere  fancy,  mere  fancy " — 
he  laughed  —  "  that  a  word  was 
whispered " 

Trevennan  nodded. 

"  I  fancied  so  too,"  he  observed 
quietly. 

The  rest  looked  at  each  other.  No  one 
else  had  remarked  the  phenomenon. 

'* Man)"  said  Trevennan,  sipping  his 
whisky. 

"  By  Gad,  yes ! "  exclaimed  the  Major. 

**  Maro  ?  "  repeated  the  others. 

**A  party-cry  of  the  Sepoys  in  the 
Mutiny,"  explained  Trevennan. 

**  Of     course,     of    course,"     assented 

Colonel  Ciraves. 

» 

*'  A  singular  trick  of  the  senses  !  " 
observed  Trevennan. 

**  Pah  !  "  laughed  another  ;  **  it  was 
the  rustle  of  a  silk  dress.  Sir — that  was 
all." 

"  Naturally,"  said  Trevennan,  "that  was 
all." 

riu'  conversation  turned  to  other 
topics,  and  at  length  one  of  the  number 
yawned,  and  another  tlung  away  the  end 
of  his  cigar.  It  was  the  signal  for  bed, 
and  five  minutes  later  the  party  broke  up. 
The  Major  followed  Trevennan  to  his 
room. 

**  (Jood-night,"  said  he,  "and — pleasant 
dreams." 
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"Thanks,"  said  the  civilian,     "(iood- 

iiight," 

When    Trevennan   woke,   the   sunlight 
was  streaming  in   upon  his  bed  through 

the  half-closed  shutters  opposite.  "  What 
the  devil  connection  is  there,"  he  muttered, 
brushing  his  hair,  "between  this  room  and 
Delhi.-"  On  arrival  downstairs  he  found 
the  rest  of  the  party  already  assembled  at 
breakfast.  The  faces  of  nearly  all  of  them 
wore  that  expression  of  lassitude  and 
pallor  which  is  the 
usual  indication  of 
a  night  ill  spent. 
Conversation 
flagged.  The 
spirits  of  the 
company  seemed 
not  yet  wrought  to 
the  proper  level 
of  the  day's  needs. 
Trevennan  him- 
self, after  several 
futile  efforts  to 
engage  the  interest 
of  Mrs.  (Iraves  on 
the  one  side,  and 
Mrs.  Drummond 
on  the  other,  rose 
with  a  sigh  of 
rfliff  from  the 
table,  and  strolled 
on  to  the  lawn  to 
smoke  a  cigarette. 
Colonel  Graves 
joined  him. 

■•  A    nice    place 
this,"  observed  the        l 
Colonel,  indicating  ■■  //,.,,.  -j  /„  i, 

the  Grange  with  a 

wave  of  the  hand.  "  Katlicr  curious  art 
tecture,  though^don't  you  think  }  " 
added. 

"  Yes.     Not  unlike  an  Indian  bungal 
in  some  points,"  said  Trevennan. 

"Or    the    rabbit-warren    buildings   of 
iJellii.  in  the  old  davs." 

■■Ah!" 

'i'be  reference  caught  u[>  the  thread  of 


pleasantly  enough  ;  the  dinner-hour  came 
round  once  more,  the  guests  were  a  second 
time  assembled  after  it  in  the  drawing- 
room.  Again  the  silver  -  chiming  clock 
struck  the  hour  of  ten.  Colonel  Graves 
paused  in  the  middle  of  an  anecdote  and 
looked  up.  Again  the  sudden,  unaccount- 
able silence  fcllupon  the  room;  it  lasted  for, 
it  may  be,  ten  seconds.  Mrs.  Drummond 
broke  it  with  a  weak  titter. 
"How  very  singular!"  she  observed. 
"  Last  night " 


cleared  his  throat 
loudly :  not  loudly 
enough  to  render 
inaudible  the  sound 

of  a  pattering  step. 
One  of  the  other 
gentlemen  heard  it 
and  looked  round 
hurriedly. 

"Why,  what  on 

earth "    he 

began. 

"  Pardon  me," 
said  Trevennan 
coolly,  and  he 
reached  forward 
and   flicked  some- 


thing  fr< 


the 


iilleman's  collar. 
As  he  did  so.  he 
bent  to  his  ear. 
■'  Hush,  man 


he 


wlii 
with 


the 


he 


1  Irummond. 

"Y  f  s."  h  e 
observed,  "  last  night  we  were  talking  of 
ibis  very  subjecl.  llie  Colonel's  anecdote 
is  most  iiprv/M's.  Will  yon  not  continue 
it,  CohmcKJraves.-" 

The   Major  cast   a  glance  of  gratitude 

towards  Trevunniin  for  iho  adroit  diversion. 

■■  I    ccrlainh-    si-cnicd    to    hrar   a    foot- 


■P."    !■■■ 
loking-r 


aftei 


the 


When  he  spoke 
(as  to  make  some  remark  upon 
ical  situation.      The  day  passed 


'And  ]  can  swear  /  <lid,"  said  the 
gentleman  who  had  turned  in  his  chair. 

"  A  draught  from  under  the  door !  " 
laughed  another. 
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*'  Exactly  !  "  said  Colonel  Graves.  "  A 
draught.     Footstep,  indeed!" 

Yet  when  the  men  separated  for  the 
night  it  was  with  a  distinct  though 
subtle  sense  of  apprehension  that  they 
shook  hands  —  no  one  could  have 
explained  the  feeling,  though  each  glanced 
furtively  about  him  while  ascending  the 
stairs,  as  if  he  were  conscious  of  some 
unseen  presence. 

Trevennan  had  already  retreated  to  his 
bed-room.  Before  undressing,  he  did  what 
he  never  remembered  to  have  done  since 
he  was  a  child  of  ten — he  looked  under 
the  bed ;  and  as  he  did  so,  he  laughed 
silently.  **  The  atmosphere  palpitates  with 
suspicions !"  he  murmured,  throwing  open 
the  door  of  a  deep  cupboard  and  gazing 
into  its  recesses.  "  Positively  nothing 
there  !  I  am  as  curious  as  a  schoolgirl  of 
fifteen  ;  let  *s  try  the  curtains.'*  He  threw 
aside  the  heavy  draperies  that  fell  in  folds 
across  an  alcove  which  served  as  a  bath- 
room. Then  he  shook  his  head.  "  I  half 
expected  to  find  a  cobra  in  the  tub,"  he 
observed  to  himself  with  a  curious  smile. 
Then  he  undressed  and  got  into  bed.  It 
was  an  hour  before  the  dawn — that  darkest, 
chilliest  hour  of  night — that  he  awoke  sud- 
denly and  with  a  start.  His  nerves  tingled. 
He  sat  up  in  bed  and  peered  into  the 
blackness. 

**  Ho !  '*  he  cried  out  angrily.  "  I 
understand  Hindustani — also  Persian." 

Silence  was  his  only  reply.  He  rubbed 
his  eyes.  **  Dreaming  again  !  '*  he  mut- 
tered.    **  And  yet  I  could   have  sworn  I 

heard "     He  ended  his  sentence  with 

a  laugh.  **  Three  hours  yet !  "  he  yawned, 
striking  a  match  and  looking  at  his  watch. 
**  Here  *s  for  more  dreams !  "  And  he 
sank  back  on  his  pillow  and  closed  his  eyes. 

The  next  morning  the  Major's  guests 
exhibited,  one  and  all,  a  strange  nervous- 
ness of  demeanour,  a  restless  uneasiness, 
as  though  labouring  under  some  fanciful 
dread.  Nobody,  however,  made  any  com- 
ment upon  this  singular  symptom  of 
general  depression,  and  it  was  not  till 
nearly  lunch-time  that  Major  Douglas 
found  an  opportunity  of  speaking  to 
Trevennan  alone.  The  Major  was 
obviously  dispirited. 


**  The  ladies,"  he  l>egan,  "  have  ex- 
pressed their  intention  of  leaving  us 
to-day,  Trevennan." 

**  Indeed  ! "  said  Trevennan.    "  Why  ?  '* 

**  They  give  no  definite  reason,  but  they 
say  they  are — well,  it  sounds  positively 
childish,  but  it  seems  they  are — afraid  to 
stay  !     They  are  frightened." 

**  Frightened! — what  are  they  frightened 
of .''  "  asked  the  civilian,  with  well-affected 
surprise. 

"  That  *s  just  it !  "  l)r<>ke  in  the  Major. 
**  Goodness  knows  what  Ihey  are  frig-ht- 
ened  of — they  don't  know  themselves. 
They  say  there 's  something  in  the  house. 
I  tried  to  laugh  them  out  of  it.  Kllen — 
Miss  Drummond,  you  know — is  (juite  ill 
with  a  nervous  headache.  Mrs.  (}raves 
has  got  the  jumps.  Mrs.  Drummond 
woke  up  last  night  screaming  that  she  was 
being  murdered — nightmare,  of  course — If 
people  will  take  lobster  salad  at  dinner  ! — 
My  sister — a  prosaic  enough  woman. 
Heaven  knows — declares  she  dreamt 
horrible  things  all  night  long.  Ci raves 
did  too.  Mrs.  Butler  woke  her  husband 
up  at  two  o'clock  to  say  that  there  was  a 
man  walking  across  the  room  with  bare 
feet.  Such  an  idea !  Butler  says  he  was 
under  the  impression,  when  he  woke  up, 
that  he  had  been  fighting  his  way  through 
the  Kashmir  Ciate— /^//M  r,  if  you  please, 
who  was  in  pinafores  during  the  Mutinv  ! 
Anyhow,  they  insist  upon  going,  all  of 
them." 

•'  1  'm  not  surprised,"  remarked  the 
civilian. 

*'  What !  " 

Trevennan  fixed  his  eyes  upon  the 
^lajor's  face  with  calm  deliberation. 

'*  My  dear  Douglas,"  he  said,  "  even  my 
worst  enemy  can't  accuse  me  of  being  an 
impressionable  man." 

'*  No,  1  think  not." 

**  Well,"  j)roceeded  Trevennan,  "  this  is 

a  fine  house,  an  excellent  house.    But '* 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

*'Ahem.     But.?" 

Trevennan  flicked  the  end  off  his 
cigarette. 

"  But,"  said  he  coolly,  *'  //  is  full  of 
natives  I " 

Major  Douglas  started  ;  then  he  glanced 
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at   his   companion    guiltily.     Trevennan 
smiled. 

"  Yon  have  found  that  out  too !  "  he 
observed. 

"  Oh,  that  'a  all  nonsense,"  exUlaimed 
Major  Douglas  pettishly. 

"  Why,  of  course  it  is  nonsense ! "  said 
the  other.     "  Isn't  that  the  lunch  bell  f  " 

They  walked  back  towards  the  house 
for  a  few  moments  in  silence.  Then 
Major  Douglas  looked  at  his  friend. 

'•  I'ou  're  not 
going  too .'' "  he 
asked  abrupt  I  v. 

"No,"  said 
Trevennan-  "  I 
shall  stay," 

Major  Douglas 
gave  a  sigh  ot 
relief. 

"You  sec."  said 
Trevennan  lightly, 
"  I  'm  accustomed 
to  natives.  TAe 
olhfn  artn't." 

That  evening 
Major  Douglas 
and  Trevennan 
found  themselves 
alone  in  the 
Grange.  They 
were  sitting 
opposite  one 
another  in  the 
smoking  •  room, 
each  mixing  his 
whisky-and-  water. 

"  I  have  half  a  mind,"  said  the  Major, 
"  to  cut  my  lease  and  quit." 

"Yet  it's  a  nice  house,"  said  Trevennan, 
■electing  a  cigar. 

"  It  ihould  be  a  nice  house,"  corrected 
the  Major. 

"  If  it  were  not — full  of  natives ! " 
smiled  his  guest. 

"That's  pure  nonsense,"  rejoined  the 
Major  irritably. 

"  Natives  in  the  abstract."  explained 
Trevennan.  "  I  don't  mean  real  live 
ones." 

"Their  ghosts,  in  fact,"  laughed  his  host. 

"  It  may  be.    I  offer  no  opinion." 

"There's  lome  colour  for  the  gospicion. 
No.  199.    April  1900 


••  Espetiaily  snakes." 


after  all,"  mosed   Major  Douglas  as  he 
sipped  his  whisky. 
Trevennan  looked  ap  sharply. 
"  What  do  you  mean  ?" 
"The  man  who  built  this  house,  the 
last,  in  fact  the  only,  previous  occupant  of 
it.  was  General  Sinclair.      He  was,  you 
know,  a  Major  in  the  Auxiliary  Forces 
that  marched  to  the  relief  of  Delhi." 
"  Delhi  1     What  then?" 
"  There  was  a  good  deal  of  massacring 
done    when     the 
siege  was  raised. 
Sinclair,    I    have 
been  told,  was  a 
man    of    curious 
character.     He 
became  singularly 
attached  to  native 
servants.      When 
he     retired,    two 
years    later,    and 
came  to  England, 
he   brought   half- 
a-dozen  of   them 
with  him.     Then 
he  built  this  house 
and     lived      here 
with  his  wife  and 
two    children  for 
another  ten  years 

"Yes?" 
"His  wife  and 
children  died," 
proceeded  Major 
Douglas.  "I 
gather  that  the  General  developed  further 
eccentricities  of  character.  He  dismissed 
all  his  ser\ants  but  two.  With  these  two — 
native  servants,  old  Sepoys,  I  imagine — 
he  lived  in  this  house  alone.  Shortly 
afterwards  Sinclair  and  the  two  natives 
disappeared,  without  word  or  warning, 
leaving  no  sign  behind  them  I" 
"  Phew  !     Go  on." 

"That's  an,"  said  Douglas.  "The 
myster>-  was  never  cleared  up.  The  house 
was  found  one  day  deserted,  and  from  that 
moment  no  trace  of  General  Sinclair  has 
ever  been  discovered.  As  the  executors 
possessed  no  proof  of  his  death,  his 
proper^    was    held    in    trust     for    the 
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next-of-kin  for  fifteen  years.  At  the  end 
of  that  time  the  death  of  the  General  was 
regarded  as  beyond  reasonable  doubt,  and 
his  property  (including  Roxton  Grange) 
passed  to  the  next-of-kin.  This  house 
was  then  advertised  for  sale  or  to  let.  I 
chanced  to  see  the  advertisement,  and 
took   the    place    on    lease,    as  you    are 
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aware. 

Trevennan  was  silent.  The  Major 
replenished  his  glass.  Presently  Trevennan 
looked  up. 

"  Does  any  theory  occur  to  you  ?  " 

"  I  can't  say  it  does.      Have  you  one  ?  " 

Trevennan  gazed  deliberately  at  the 
glowing  end  of  his  cigar  before  replacing 
it  in  his  lips.     Then  he  said  slowly — 

**  The  theory  of  revenge  is — possible." 

"  What  on  earth  do  you  mean  ?  "  asked 
his  host. 

*•  A  mere  wild  guess.  Supposing  Sin- 
clair had  hanged  the  father  of  a  Pathan  ? 
In  those  davs  racial  instincts  were  fiercer 
than  now,  remember.  The  surviving 
member,  or  members,  of  the  family  might 
conceivably  await  their  opportunity  for 
revenge.  The  native  is  patient.  He  will 
wait  years — for  revenge." 

**  You  think  the  General  was  murdered, 
then  ?  " 

**  My  dear  fellow,  I  hazard  but  the 
faintest  conjecture  ;  1  think  nothing.  But 
there  is  no  doubt  there  is  a  strange  atmo- 
sphere about  the  place.  Last  night  I 
heard  distinctly  a  sentence  spoken  in 
Hindustani.  Of  course  I  may  have  been 
dreaming.  This  house  is  prolific  of 
dreams!  But  the  sentence  was  in  the 
nature  of  a  threat." 

Major  Douglas  shook  his  head. 

•*  I,  too,  have  heard  mutterings  and 
footsteps,"  he  remarked ;  **  in  fact,  I 
haven't  had  a  decent  night's  rest  since  I 
came  here.  There 's  something  funny 
about  the  house.  As  for  your  theor}-, 
it 's  all  very  well,  but  it  strikes  me  as  being 
a  trifle  far-fetched." 

**  Possibly,"  said  Trevennan,  with  a 
shrug.  "  It  is  idle,  however,  to  waste 
time  and  thought  in  guesses.  I  daresay 
you  are  right,  and  the  whole  stor)*  is  mere 
fancy."  He  yawned,  and  stretched  him- 
self. 


"Fancy,  no   doubt,"  said  the   Ma^r. 
rising. 
Something  moved  rapidly  past  them  in 

the  direction  of  the  door. 
"The    devil!"   cried   Major  Douglas, 

starting  forward. 

"  Unquestionably  fiwcy  I "  murmured 
Trevennan.    "Have  you  a  revolver?" 

"Yes.  A  couple.  Would  you  like  one?" 

"  Thanks,  no.  I  don't  think  it 's  a  case 
for  revolver-practice.    I  'm  going  to  bed." 

They  shook  hands  at  the  door  of 
Trevennan's  bed-room. 

"  The  servants  sleep  in  the  further  wing 
of  the  house,  don*t  they  ?  "  inquired  the 
civilian  carelessly. 

"Yes.    Good-night." 

In  less  than  half  an  hour  Trevenmm 
was  asleep,  and  for  three  hours  he  slept 
soundly.  Then,  suddenly,  in  his  sleep  be 
became  conscious  of  a  cold  touch  and 
icy  fingers  encircling  his  throat.  With  a 
stifled  cry  he  woke.  The  room  was  dark, 
the  stillness  of  it  unbroken.  Involuntarily 
he  put  his  hand  to  his  throat — he  could 
yet  feel  upon  it  the  insidious  grip  of  an 
invisible  adversary.  He  leapt  from  the 
bed  and  struck  a  light.  The  chamber  was 
empty.  For  the  first  time  a  dread  of 
unseen  dangers  and  a  horror  of  the  place 
smote  upon  the  civilian's  heart.  He  got 
into  his  clothes,  and  then,  with  the  candle 
still  alight,  he  threw  himself,  dressed  and 
wide  awake,  upon  the  bed  to  await  the 
mom.  It  was  slow  in  coming,  but 
Trcvi'nnan  did  not  once  close  his  eyes, 
so  that  when  at  length  it  came,  he 
met  it  with  a  pale  face  and  a  somewhat 
haggard  look.  The  cold  tub  restored 
him  to  a  measure  of  his  usual  tranquillity, 
and  he  was  glad  to  find  that  the  night's 
vigil  did  not  appear  to  have  impaired  his 
appetite  for  breakfast. 

**  All  the  same,"  said  he  to  Major 
I)(niglas  later  on,  "  I  have  no  mind  to 
be  strangled  in  my  bed,  so  with  your 
leave,  Douglas,  I  think  I  'U  pack  my 
portmanteau." 

**  Look  here,"  said  the  Major,  "  I  'm 
not  sure  that  I  've  not  had  about  enough 
of  the  house  myself,  Trevennan  ;  but  I 
don*t  altogether  like  the  idea  of  turning 
tail,  as  it  were»  upon  the  enemy  without 


THE  HOUSE  OF  DREAMS. 


5» 


a  struggle.  It's  against  all  traditions. 
Stay  one  more  night,  and  we  *11  join  forces, 
and  see  if  we  can't  get  to  the  bottom  of 
the  mystery." 

"  By  all  means,"  replied  Trevennan, 
"  if  you  wish  it,"  and  during  the  day  he 
instituted  a  rigorous  search  all  over  the 
house. 

"  I  've  been  over  the  ground  before," 
said  his  companion,  "but  I  assure  you 
there 's  nothing  in  the  shape  of  a  clue  to 
the  mystery  anywhere." 

Trevennan  stood  in  the  middle  of  a 
scantily  furnished  room,  his  hands  thrust 
deep  in  his  pockets,  his  legs  wide  apart, 
whistling.  The  room  was  at  the  end  of 
a  long  passage,  at  an  angle  of  the  house, 
and  seemed  built  into  a  solid  wall  of 
masonry — a  species  of  cul  de  sac. 

** Wonder  who  planned  this  house?" 
murmured  Trevennan.  **  This  room  wants 
repapering."  He  pointed  to  a  portion  of 
the  wall  where  the  wall-paper  appeared  to 
have  fallen  away  in  a  slender  strip  from 
the  ceiling  in  two  places. 

**  I  haven't  had  time  to  attend  to  it," 
replied  Major  Douglas.  "Besides,  the 
room  is  out  of  the  way.  I  think  I  shall 
merely  use  it  as  a  lumber-room." 

They  passed  to  other  chambers,  and 
Trevennan  was  forced  to  acknowledge 
that  his  host  was  right. 

**  There  *s  a  perfectly  shocking  absence 
of  any  sort  of  clue,"  he  remarked.  *'  \Vc 
shall  be  constrained,  my  dear  Douglas,  to 
act  on  the  defensive." 

After  dinner  they  lit  their  cigars  and 
adjourned  to  the  smoking-room  as  usual. 

"We'll  stay  here  till  twelve  o'clock," 
.said  the  Major.     "  Then " 

"  Then  we  had  better  try  my  bed-room," 
suggested  Trevennan.  "  I  was  much 
impressed  by  the  idea  of  an  amateur  Thug 
lurking  about  last  night." 

Major  Douglas  was  in  the  act  of  light- 
ing his  second  cigar.  The  two  servants 
who  remained  at  the  Grange  had  retired 
to  bed.  The  house  was  very  still.  The 
flame  of  the  match  in  the  Major's  hand 
had  scarce  reached  the  end  of  his  cheroot 
when  a  sudden  current  of  air,  such  as 
would  be  produced  by  a  person  passing 
rapidly,  swept  by  him,  putting  the  match  out. 


The  Major  started  to  his  feet. 

"  All  right !  "  laughed  Trevennan.  "  An 
advance  picket  of  the  enemy,  that  *s  all." 

"  Supposing  we  go  upstairs,"  said  Major 
Douglas. 

"  Not  yet.    There 's  plenty  of  time." 

They  smoked  silently  for  another  halfi 
hour.  Then  suddenly  both  men  looked  at 
each  other. 

*'  Yes,"  said  Trevennan,  "  I  think  it 's 
time  now  I " 

Thrice  in  rapid  succession  from  three 
different  parts  of  the  room  had  the  same 
word  been  uttered  audibly — a  Hindustani 
word,  signifying  "M/."  Major  Douglas 
walked  across  to  a  small  drawer,  and 
opening  it,  drew  out  a  revolver. 

"  Between  you  and  me,"  said  Trevennan, 
watching  him,  "  I  don't  think  a  revolver's 
much  use.  All  the  same,  you  may  as  well 
take  it — one  never  knows  1 "  Trevennan 
followed  him  from  the  room  as  he  spoke. 
In  the  hall  the  civilian  paused  with  a 
laugh. 

"  WTien  all 's  said  and  done,  Douglas," 
he  observed,  "  I  am  half  inclined  to  the 
belief  that  we  're  a  couple  of  fools  for 
our  pains  !  " 

Hardly  had  he  uttered  the  words  when 
from  behind  them  came  the  distinct  sound 
of  a  footfall.  Both  heard  it  and  turned 
round  simultaneously.  The  next  instant  the 
]\Iajor  flattened  himself  against  the  wall 
with  a  gasp.  Instinctively  Trevennan 
eiiged  to  his  side.  The  footfall  pro- 
ceeded from  the  smoking-room,  which 
they  had  just  left.  It  was  that  of  a 
man  walking  rapidly — almost  running.  In 
a  moment  it  had  flashed  past  them,  and 
an  icy  gust  of  air  swept  their  faces.  The 
sense  of  an  approaching  presence  had 
been  so  strong  that  both  the  civilian  and 
the  Major  had  obeyed  that  instinct  which 
impels  one  to  avoid  an  irresistibly  advanc- 
ing obstacle.  While  still  the  footfall 
audibly  progressed  towards  the  staircase, 
in  rapid  pursuit  and  with  equal  distinct- 
ness there  came  the  sound  of  a  double 
tread  behind  it,  issuing  from  the  same 
direction.  Two  more  waves  of  air  fanned 
the  faces  of  the  watchers.  The  report  of 
the  Major's  pistol  rang  out  ;  the  bullet 
struck  the  wall  opposite,  and  dcochetted 
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back,  shivering  the  glass  ^fidbe  of  the 
lamp  to  pieces.  Trcvennan  leapt  for- 
ward. 

**  Come  on  !  "  he  cried. 

**  Three  people  passed  us !  "  exclaimed 
the  Major,  shuddering.  "  Didn't  you  hear 
them  ?  " 

**  Yes.  But  you  needn't  have  fired. 
Upstairs,  quick  !  " 

The  civilian  was  already  on  the  first 
step  of  the  flight  of  stairs.  The  Major 
came  at  his  heels  ;  an  unaccountabK; 
nervousness  seized  him. 

"  I  like  to  see  my  foes,"  he  muttered, 
with  the  perspiration  on  his  forehead. 

The  pattering  of  footfalls  preceded 
them.  Up  the  wide  staircase,  across  the 
landing,  up  a  second  flight,  down  a 
corridor,  the  sound  of  hurrying  feet  went 
on  before  them.  They  had  traversed  most 
of  the  second  floor,  when  Trevennan 
plunged  down  a  long  and  dimly  lighted 
passage.  At  the  end  of  it  was  a  door. 
The  door  opened  into  the  room  in  which 
the  civilian  and  the  IMajor  had  stood  that 
afternoon,  the  room  with  the  seams  in  the 
wall-paper.  Into  this  room  the  invisible 
footsteps  vanished. 

"  For  God's  sake  don't  go  in  there !  " 
cried  the  Major,  pausing. 

**  Why  not  ?  "  asked  Trevennan  over  his 
shoulder. 

Major  Douglas  hesitated. 

**  'Pon  my  soul  I  don't  know  ;  but— but 

I  *m    d d    unstrung  ! "    he    ejaculated 

feebly. 

**  Nonsense,"  said  the  civilian,  bursting 
open  the  door.  The  room  was  in  abso- 
lute darkness. 

"  Damn  !  "  cried  Trevennan,  halting  in 
the  middle  of  it.  **  Look  sharp,  Douglas, 
ahd  get  a  candle " 

The  Major  turned  back  to>vards  the 
passage.  **  Aren't  you  coming  too  ?  "  he 
asked. 

"  No,  I  '11  stay  here." 

**  What,  alone— in  the  dark  ?  " 

**  I  '11  see  it  through.  Hurry  up  with  a 
light." 

Major  Douglas  hastened  away,  leaving 
Trevennan  in  the  darkness.  Trevennan 
shut  the  door. 

"  No  one  is  going  out,  at  any  rate,"  he 


muttered,  **  without  my  knowing  it  1  *'  and 
he  put  his  back  against  the  door.  There 
was  no  other  outlet  to  the  room.  At 
the  same  moment  a  dull  thud  reached 
his  ears  from  the  opposite  side  of  the 
chamber.  This  was  followed  by  another 
and  another. 

**  What  the  devil !  "   he  ejaculated. 

'*  I  wish  Douglas  would  look  sharp."  He 
turned  to  open  the  door  as  Major  Douglas 
stumbled  in  with  two  lighted  candles. 

**  Anything  here.^"  asked  the  Major, 
peering  round. 

"  Listen !  "  said  Trevennan. 

Again  there  was  the  sound  of  a  dull  and 
muffled  hammering  against  the  further 
wall,  as  of  blows  upon  solid  masonr)-. 
The  civilian  sprang  forward.  The  sound 
issued  from  behind  the  portion  of  the 
wall  between  the  two  seams  on  the  'wall- 
paper. 

"  Why,  this  must  be  hollow,"  cried 
Trevennan.  "There's  a  space  on  the 
other  side  !  "  and  he  planted  his  shoulder 
against  the  wall.  Nothing  moved.  The 
hammering  ceased.  Then  suddenly  far 
oft'  there  came  to  their  ears  the  sound  of  a 
cry. 

*'  Oh,  hang  it  all !  "  exclaimed  Tre- 
vennan, and  he  looked  at  the  Major. 

Major  Douglas  shuddered. 

"  Let 's  try  again,"  said  the  civilian,  and 
both  men  hurled  their  weight  against  the 
wall.  Trevennan  lost  his  balance,  and 
clutched  at  the  bare  face  of  the  wall 
instinctively  to  save  himself.  As  he  did 
so,  he  felt  his  fingers  sink  into  something- 
soft  and  yieliling.  The  next  instant  with 
a  grating  sound  the  wall  itself  receded 
slowly  inwards,  leaving  a  narrow  black  and 
gaping  fissure  before  them. 

**  A  secret  spring  panel  !  "  cried 
Trevennan,  recovering  his  balance,  and 
staring  into  the  dark  chasm  with  amaze- 
ment. 

**  By  G ,  yes  !  "  cried  the  Major,  and 

again  the  two  men  looked  at  each  other, 
and  Trevennan's  face  was  almost  as  pale 
as  his  companion's  in  the  ghostly  candle- 
light. 

"  Well,"  said  he  slowly,  "  we  must 
goifi." 

**  I  suppose  so,"  muttered  the  Major. 
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ll  requires  some  nerve  to  plunge  into 
a  l>lack  hole  leading  to  heaven  knows 
wliai  hidden  dangers  beyond.  Suddenly 
till-  narrow  door  swung  backwards  on  its 
liinjii-s. 

■■  (,)uick !  "  exclaimed  Trevennan,  "  a 
(hair — anything!"  He  sprang  back  and 
raught  up  an  overlumcd  chair,  which 
he  thrust  into  the  fast  closing  apcrlun-. 
Thf  <loor  crunchi-il  on  the  wooden 
frame  of  the  chair,  almost  crushing  it, 

■■-My  OoiM  "  whispered 
TrfvcTinan.  Major  Douglas 
wiped  Ids  forehead, 

"  Supjiosing  we  'd  gone 
in "  he  said- 

"  And  the  spring  door 
had  shut!"  Then  the 
t'ivilian  gave  a  curious 
laugh. 

"  Bring  up  that  tahlc." 

They  bundled  up  a  heavy 
table  that  stood  in  a  corner 
ol  the  room,  and  wedged  it 
firmly  in  the  black  opening. 

"■riie  d d  thing  can't 

shut  now  !  "  observed 
'J'rovennan.  "  W<  shan't  be 
buried   alive,  anyhow!" 

'■  We  ?  "  repeatiii  the 
Major. 

■■  I  begiii  to  see  a  ihie," 
replied  the  civilian. 
"Comi- — the  candle." 

IK-  seized  it  from  the 
Major's  hand,  and  stepped 
gingerly  into  the  black 
narrow  way.  The  flickering 
flame  threw  ghastly  shadows 
on  the  walls  on  either  side  of 
the  passage,  and  on  the  uneven  strip  of  floor 
iMvond.  Ihe  width  of  it  was  scarce  three 
fe<i,  and  the  height  barely  sullicient  to 
aihiiii  a  tall  man  without  stooping.  Tre- 
vennan had  not  taken  two  steps  when  he 
stumbled,  and  uttered  an  exclamatiim. 
Then  he  bent  down  (]uickly.  Across  the 
passage  at  his  feet  there  lay  huddled  up 
an  indistinguishable  object.  The  candle- 
light flickered  upon   it.      Trevennan  rose. 

"  Come,"  he  said  to  the  Major  in  a  hard 
voice.  "  I  thought  we  might  find  a 
clue !  ■* 


They  stepped  over  the  skeleton  without 
a  word,  and  groped  their  way  along. 

■•  You  obsen-cd  the  dress .' "  said 
Trevennan  presently. 

"  A  native." 

Trevennan  nodded. 

A  few  paces,  and  they  emerged  upon  the 
threshold  of  a  small  vaulted  room.  The 
civilian  held  the  candle  high  above  his 
head.  The  eyes  of  both  men  were 
beginning  to  get  accustomeii  to  the  semi- 


.iarkne 
civili^u: 


Major    Douglas   clutched  the 


"  My  ( iod  I— do  you  see.-"  he  <-jaculated. 

Trevennan  made  no  answer,  but  stopped 
forward.  Crouihed  up  against  a  corner 
of  the  lault  there  lay  the  skelel<,n  of  a 
man  in  what  had  once  been  evening  dress. 
His  bony  hands  were  stretched  before 
him  in  an  altitude  of  appeal — or  it  may 
be  .lefence.  Uetween  liis  ribs  llie  han<lle 
of  a  rusty  ilagger  peej>ed  out.  In  front 
of  him  there  was  a  small  chest ;  the  lid 
was  open,  and  the  Major  and  Trevcnnwi 
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perceived  that  the  chest  contained  jewels 
and  Indian  coins  of  rare  variety  and  value. 
Lying  at  full  length  upon  the  floor,  his 
right  arm  thrust  forward  and  clutching 
the  lid  of  the  chest,  was  extended  the 
skeleton  of  a  native,  grimly  keeping  llie 
master  whom  he  ha«l  murdered  company 
in  that  chatnel -chamber.  share<l  by  death 
and  treasure. 

With  one  accord  Trevennan  and  the 
Major  turned.  Slowly  along  the  black 
passage  they  retraced  their  steps;  carc- 
fblly  they  lifted  their  feet  over  the  object 
lying  across  their  path  near  the  entrance  ; 
not  till  they  had  once  more  gained  the 
room  did  cither  of  them  speak. 

"  I  think,"  said  Trevennan  quietly, 
"that  a  brandy-and-soda " 


"  So,"  said  the  Major  in  an  awed  tone, 
"  Ihal  's  the  mystery !  " 

"  They  followed  him  into  the  secret 
chamber,"    said    Trevennan,    "murdered 

him,      and "        He     shrugged      his 

shoulders. 

*'  Couldn't  find  the  spring  to  let  them- 
selves out  again.  Yes,  yes,  it  *s  plain 
enough." 

"  But  whether  for  revenge,  or  treasane, 
or  both,"  added  Trevennan,  "  nobody  will 
ever  know-  now.  But,  after  all,  it  matters 
little.     Poor  devil ! " 

"  They  got  their  reward,"  said  the 
Major  grimly.     "As  for  my  lease " 

"  As  for  your  tease,  Douglas  ?  " 

"  I  leave  this  house  to-morrow,"  said  the 
^lajor  with  decision. 
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EVEN  the  snail  as  we  know  him  in 
our  gardens  has  a  personality  of 
his  Dwn.  There  is  something  about  him 
that  is  ver^-  different  from  the  general  run  of 
our  more  humble  neighbours.  Ta  he  not  his 
own  architetl  and  builder  rolled  into  one  f 
Docs  he  not,  in  the  woriis  of  Shakspere, 
rarrv  his  house  on 
his  head,  and  in  spite 
-f  the  proverbial 
slowness  of  his  move- 
ments, has  he  not  a 
method  of  progres- 
sion quite  apart  from 
that  of  the  erawling 
eaterpillar,  the  hop- 
jiing  crieket,  or  the 
«ri;,'gling  worm? 
Again,  the  sensitive 
eye-tipped  "  horns," 
and  the  silvery  trail 
he    leaves   behind 


relations. 

It  is  not,  however, 
■*o  much  with  the, 
snails  themselves 
that  we  have  to  deal, 
as  with  the  taste  for 

decoration     they  p^ 

evince  and  the 
engineering  skill  brought  out  in  the 
building  of  their  shells.  At  times  the 
grace  and  symmetrj-  of  the  structur<s  are 
worthy  of  our  highest  admiration,  while  at 
others  a  dwelling  or  contrivance  made  for 
a  special  object  will  gratify  our  love  for 
the  corious,  or  an  unexplained  grotesquc- 
ness  may  claim  our  attention. 


Unfamiliarity  with  the  snails  of  warmer 
climates  (Fig.  i)  alone  leads  to  the  idea 
that  shells  of  the  sea  are  out  and  out 
more  brilliantly  coloured  and  more 
delicately  sculptured  than  those  found 
upon  the  land.  The  rich  browns ,  and 
pinks  and  yellows  of  the  hodmadods  of 
our  hedges  should 
give  us  a  hint  as 
to  the  a:sthetic  pos- 
sibilities of  the  snail- 
shell,  llefore  us  lies 
a  form,  with  azure 
hue  and  subtle  yellow 
band,  that  well 
desen*es  the  name 
of  parrot  associated 
with  it.  Another  is 
cif  the  high  -  spired 
type  that  some  would 
marvel  lo  find  away 


the 


Here,  hi' 
the  ti|>. 


ITIg 


ith 


^heli  is 
first,  then 
ivhite  with  s[>oIs  uf 
red,  then  gradually 
liecoming  yellow  and 
'lashed  with  broaden- 
ing bands  of  ruddy 
lirown    thai     in    ihe 


end      aln 
again    shn> 


up  the 
broadened  lip  of  strongest,  deepest  pink. 
Curved  outlines  are  always  conducive 
to  elegance,  and  the  "dwelling"  of 
the  snail,  which  mathematically  is  a 
hollow  cone  coiled  up  into  a  spiral, 
abounds  in  curves.  A  Rontgen  scia- 
graph  (Fig.  i),  bringing  out  two  series 
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of  outlines  at  once,  will  serve  to  empha- 
sise this. 

There  is,  however,  another  and  not 
always  obvious  aid  to  beauty  brought  into 
play.  This  consists  of  periodically  formed 
ridges  and  rows  of  delicately  incised  lines 
(Fig-  5)  or  even  raised  patterns.  Sometimes 
tlie  decoration  is  so  fine  that  the  individual 
portions  are  lost  to  the  unaided  eye,  but, 
nevertheless,  they  add  greatly  to  the  effect 
oroduced  by  the  other  means.  On  the 
other  hand,  the  ornamentation  may  result 
in  a  remarkable  series  of  large  curbed 
spines  or  conical  projections,  seen  to  be 
hollow  where  the  tips  (Fig.  3)  are  broken  off. 
During  the  last  few  years  we  have  been 
charmed  again  anil  again  by  being  shown 
how  the  colours  of  this  bird  or  the  mark- 
ings of  that  insect  enable  them  to  sur\'ive 


in  the  slruggh'  for  existence.  Now,  how- 
ever, we  are  brought  face  tu  face  with  a 
wealth  ofpigment  for  which  we  are  unable  to 
find  a  use  in  nature  ( Fig.  4).  Among  snails 
the  brilliancy  cannot  dejiend  upon  the  choic.i 
of  mates,  for  their  eyesight  is  not  sufficiently 
keen  to  appreciate  colours.  Again,  although 
what  api>ears  to  be  very  conspicumis 
when  away  from  natural  surroundings  maj' 
otherwise  be  almost  indistinguishable,  yet 
the  more  gorgeous  snails  have  not  been 
proved  to  be  j)rotectively  coloured. 

I A  shell  must  of  itself  be  a  considerable 
aid  to  safety,  and,  if  sufficiently  thick,  will 
even  withstand  the  blows  that  birds  may 
give  to  it  OD  their  stone  an\'ils.    If  not. 


of  course,  the  snails  will  &U  a  prey ;  but 
such  onslaughts  from  enemies  larger  than 
themselves  are  not  the  only  attacks  which 
the  creatures  we  are 
considering  have  to 
guard  against.  Some 
of  their  own  number 
are  entirely  carnivor- 
ous, and,  being  capable 
of  consi<lerable  exten- 
sion and  attenuation, 
are  enabled  to  pene- 
trate su  flic  lent  ly  far 
into  the  shell  of  a 
neighbour  as  to  be  able 
to  make  a  meal  off  him.  Fm.  1. 

The  simplest  way 
to  keep  dangerous  intruders  out  of  one's 
ho.use  is  to  put  up  a  door  that  cannot 
be  opened  from  the  outside,  and  this 
is  what  many  of  the  marine  and  fresh- 
water relatives  of  the  snail,  like  the 
peniwinkle  and  whelk,  have  done.  The 
tip  of  the  tail  is  provided  with  a  homy 
or  shelly  structure  or  operculum,  which, 
as  the  animal  withdraws  himself  into  his 
shell,  closes  the  entrance  like  a  lid  (Fig.  5). 
Some  few  of  the  land  forms  are  much 
more  nearly  .elated  lo  these  creatures 
than  the  majority  of  snails,  and,  inheriting 
;i  lid  from  their  marine  ancestors,  ha\'e 
little  difficulty  in  maintaining  their  privacy. 
Indeed.in  some  cases 
the  fit  of  the  doors 
seems  10  have  been 
so  goo<l  ihat  enough 

Owing  to  this,  the 
last  coil  of  the  shell 
becoming  free,  a 
special  tube  admit- 
ting air  has  been 
developed  in  the 
space  between  it  and 
the  rest  of  the  shell 
;Fig.  6).  The  lid  is 
also  found  extremely 
useful  in  preventing 
undue  evaporation, 
vhich  might   cause  ''"'  ' 

death.  While  talking  of  these  lucky 
possessors  of  lids,  one  must  mention 
a    remarkable    smphibioos    snail    called 
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AmpuUaria  (Fig.  7).  Like  the  lidded 
dwellers  in  water,  it  breathes  when  there 
by  means  of  a  gill,  but,  nevenhelcss, 
it  docs  not  confine  itself  to  such  a 
habitat.  Records  exist  of  examples  which 
have  even  Hveil  for  years  on  land.     The 


^ 


secret  of  this  power  is  that  the  gill- 
chamber  has  gained  the  functions  of  a 
lurift  without  damage  to  the  gill  itself. 
During  last  year  Major  Stanley  Paterson 
very  kindly  made  some  ubsenaiioiis 
fur  the  wrii,-r  on  the  habits  of  the 
giant  Ampullarias  when  exjiloriiif;  in  Vene- 
zuela. For  a  long  time  he  was  unable 
tu  find  a  single  living  specimen,  until 
when  a  rotten  branch  bearing  an  onhidiias 
broken  off  from  a  tree,  a  stnall  individual 
fell  from  the  plant.  Although  the  nbser- 
vaiion  is  strange  and  ilillicult  to  believe  at 
first,  yet  no  living  specimen  at  all  was 
found  except  high  up  in  the  tail  forest- 
Irces,  in  the  clefts  between  the  base  of  the 
branches  and  the  stem,  whence  tliev  were 
brought  down  to  Major  I'aterson  by  his 
native  boy,  I'iapoca.  the  son  of  one  of 
the  chiefs  of  the  Guabibos.  Confirmatory 
evidence  was  obtained  by  Major  Faicrsun 
from  Mr.  Cherrie,  an  American  naturalist. 
whom  he  met  at  Maipures,  and  from  the 
Indians  and  Venei:uelans.  The  explan- 
ation offered  of  the  habitat  of  these  snails 
is  a  very  simple  one  when  a  few  facts  are 
taken  into  consideration. 


In  the  dry  season  Major  Paterson  says 
there  is  no  water  available  except  the 
rapidly  running  river  and  a  few  occasional 
creeks.  The  soil  beneath  the  trees 
dries  up  and  cracks  and  blisters  for  half 
the  year  or  more,  and  not  a  drop  of  rain 
reaches  it  during  this  time.  There  are, 
however,  heavy  dews  at  night,  and  the 
leaves  and  branches  of  the  forest-trees 
glisten  overhead  in  the  morning.  Not  a 
drop  of  all  the  moisture,  however,  falls  to 
the  ground,  though  .some  trickles  down 
the  higher  branches  until  it  reaches  the 
crevices  between  them  and 
the  trunks  of  the  trees 
in  which  the  Ampullarias 
were  discovered. 

Since  T-iaior  I'aterson's 
return,  the  writtr  'ques- 
tioned Mr.  Moore,  the 
.African  explorer,  with 
regard     to     the     species  ^^^  ^ 

Inhabiting  Central  .\frica, 
and  gained  the  information  that  Ampul- 
larias were  found  some  fourteen  or  sixteen 
feet  up    the  trunks   of  trees  even   when 
water  was  present  at  their  feet. 

When   we  come  to  the  bulk  of  snails 
which  have  im  lid  aitachment,  we  find  many 


^ 


ingenious  and  remarkable  contrivances  t 
make  up  for  the  deficiency. 

A   number   of  forms    ha\e   the   powci 
when  desirous  of  spetuling  some  time  i; 
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seclusion  H'ithin  thuir  shell,  of  secreting 
chalky  matter  in  greater  or  less  quantities, 
which  makes  a  temporary  but  fixed 
harricade  (Fig,  8).  Our  largest  Knglish 
kind,  the  edible  snail,  docs  this  veri- 
ihoroughly  whun  winter  approaches,  and 
remains  shut  up  until  the  spring  comes 
round  again.  Other  forms  have  the  sami^ 
means  of  keeping  enemies  out  and  moisture 


itself,  and  springs  back  when  it  retracts 
again.  The  name  of  swing-door  snails 
might  well  be  given  to  these  shells. 

Narrowing  of  the  opening  is  a  common 
means  of  rendering  attacks  upon  the  snail 
more  difficult  (Fig.  it),  and  a  shell  from 
the  Wilderness  of  Judea  adopts  the  same 
|)lan  to  keep  in  as  much  moisture  as 
possible.    Strange  rows  of  "  teelh"  ( Fig.  1 1), 


in  when  they  rest  in  I 
cases  a  tiny  opening  i; 
entrance  of  fresh  and  1 


Moi 


lasti 


ing 


i  the 


s  of  prett 


large  s 

1. 1   whi 

in    this   country      These   secret 

plate  (l-'ig.  lo;  when  full-itrown. 

it  by  means  of  some  elastic  mati 

their   conlraclcd  entrance    (Fig. 

that  it  moves  to  allmv  the  snail 


I., pi. 


and  plaits  and  folds  lomliine  with  the 
feature  under  consideration  (u  attain  the 
same  end.  Om'  shell  there  is  from  Brazil 
rig.  11'  that,  after  coiling  in  the  ordinary 
nay  for  some  time,  turns  i^^  last  whorl 
upward,  so  that  the  muuih  is  really  on 
the  Hjiper  .surface  ;  while  another  ■  Fig.  14) 
always  makes  a  fold  wlu-ti  about  half- 
Krown,  that  makes  it  look  as  if  the  shell 
had  once  been  soft  and  had  been  sharply 
])inched  when  in  that  condition. 
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An  infinite  variety  of  thicknesses  and 
number  of  coils  (Figs.  15  and  t6),  and  in 
the  closeness  or  otherwise  of  the  spirals 
(Fig.  17),  can,  of  course,  be  counted  upon; 
indeed,  some  shells  do  not  coil  up  any 


e  3 


thL-     animal     fimls     the 
ivhorls  of  its  jouth   too 


for 


who 


ailult,  and  from  time  to  time  builds  a 
partition,  cutting  them  off,  after  which 
they  break  away,  and  leavf  the  remaining 
shell  of  a  peculiar  truncated  shape.  A 
familiar  South  Kuropean  species  might  be 


alluded  to  (Fig.  11}.     (Mher  1 
not  go  out  of  their  way  to  build  1 
constructed  shells,  but  hide  away  and  lead 
an    under- 
gioimd  exist- 
ence (Fig. «). 
jM  e  n  t  i  o  n 
ought    to    be 
made  also    of 
the    shells  of 
the    eggs    in 
which    the 
young     snails 
are  developed. 


more  closely  than  a  corkscrew.  The 
direction  of  the  spiral  does  not  admit  of 
such  differences.  Most  species  are  coiled 
to  the  right  (Figs.  16  and  19),  and  only 
very  rarely  indeed  going  the  other  way. 
Some  are  normally  left-handed  (Figs.  1 5 
and  18),  and  the  right-handed  e.tamplcs  of 
these  are  great  rareties,  while  a  few  indis- 
criminately turn  either  way  (Fig-  10). 
Sometimes  the  model  of  a  watch-spring 
might  be  described  as 
being  folluwed. 

Instances  occut  where 


e.'cceeds    that    of  a   pigeon's   egg:,    and 
reaches  a  length  of  one  and  three-qtaiter 

inches  (Fig.  13].  The  snails  which  laj 
such  enormous  eggs  are,  of  coime, 
very  large,  occupying  a  space  as  iMg 
as  one's  extended  hand,  but  even  tbea 
the  egg  is  out 
of  proportion. 

Although  there 
are  great  rareties 
among  land 
forms,  and  some 
kinds  may  fetch 

Kuint.a.(Fig..,), 
jet      the     fancy 


are  not  to  be 
obtained  for 
them.  This  is, 
of  course,  owing 
to  the   fact  that 


dredged  from  the  >-,.-  ,,. 

sea,  the  chances 

against  another  being  found  for  some  time 

are  great,  whereas  the  locality  of  a  snail 

being  known,  any  good    collector  would 

probably  be  able  to  obtain  specimens. 
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SIR  PIERS  DARRAGH  was  born  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  before  his  brother 
I-acy,  and  thereby  came  to  a  title,  a  castle 
and  a  fortune,  while  the  younger  brother 
was  penniless. 

I  lard  luck,  saiil  the  gossips  ;  yet  it  had 
not  seemed  to  lessen  the  love  between  the 
twin  brothers.  Nor  were  things  so  un- 
equal, for  I^cy  had  the  strength  and  the 
rude  health,  while  Sir  Piers,  dreamy  and 
beautiful,  had  something  of  a  girfs 
delicacv. 

Lacy  was  red — red  as  Esau — blue-eyed, 
ruddv,  and  insolent.  He  was  ever  one 
for  games  and  sport ;  and  though,  while 
thev  were  little.  Sir  Piers  would  follow 
where  he  led,  the  delicate  child  usually 
came  off  badly,  antl  would  have  fared  worse 
but  for  his  brother's  protection. 

When  Lady  Darragh  lay  dying,  she 
thanked  God  for  the  love  between  the 
two.  Once  she  had  cried  out  to  the 
elder  son  against  the  cnielty  of  the  dead 
hand  which  had  left  the  younger  penniless. 
"  Hush,  mother!"  Sir  Piers  had  said  :  **  I 
would  give  it  all  to  be  as  dear  to  you  as 
Lacy  is.  For  the  rest,  leave  him  to  me ; 
he  is  safe." 

It  was  true  that  the  mother  loved  Lacv 
the  best,  and  not  altogether  because  she 
held  him  the  wronged  one.  I  le  had  a  way 
of  compelling  the  love  of  women,  with  his 
masterful  eyes  and  his  insolent  bearing. 
The  maids  in  the  house  loved  his  smile 
and  his  swagger,  while  Sir  Piers  in  his 
delicate  and  white-handed  treatment  of 
them  in  common  with  all  women,  won 
only  a  distant  and  respectful  admiration. 

As  I-acy  grew  to  manhood,  he  came  to 
be  known  as  the  Fox-hunter.  He  was  a 
gallant   horseman,  and  a  keen   rider  to 


hounds,  and  he  cared  more  to  preserve 
the  foxes  than  for  an}thing  else.  What 
matter  if  the  hen-roosts  for  miles  round 
were  devastated,  and  Sir  Piers's  tenants 
cursed  him  under  their  breath  ?  The  fox 
that  was  the  colour  of  him.self  was  dear 
as  a  brother  to  I^cy  Darragh,  and 
he  throve  and  increased  so  that  there 
was  never  such  hunting  before  in  the 
county. 

**  1  '11  tell  you  what."  said  Lacy,  lighting 
up  Sir  Pier.s's  dusty  library  with  his  scarlet, 
**  I  Ml  tell  you  what.  When  old  Muskerry 
dies  you  must  take  the  hounds.  Piers. 
They  have  always  been  in  our  family,  and 
it  is  expected  of  you." 

**  You  must  take  them,  dear  lad." 

**  I,  a  penniless  younger  son.  living  on 
your  bounty." 

The  words  were  said  with  a  flash  of 
white  teeth,  but  Sir  Piers  flushed  with 
pain. 

**  Vou,  my  twin  brother,  share  in  all  I 
have.  I  cannot  break  the  entail,  but  it 
will  be  all  vours  some  dav." 

**  Mine !  Vou  will  marry,  and  have  sons 
to  inherit." 

A  rapt  and  dreamy  look  came  into  Sir 
Piers's  eves.  For  a  moment  he  seemed 
miles  and  miles  awav  from  the  actual  flesh- 
and-blood  man  beside  him. 

"  I  shall  marrv  no  woman,"  he  said,  and 
he  spoke  like  a  man  in  a  dream.  **  My 
troth  is  elsewhere.  Vou  must  earn'  on 
the  familv." 

**/.'"  cried  Lacy  with  his  great  jolly 
laugh.  **  Not  I !  Women  are  gmxi  enough 
to  buss,  but  to  tie  mvself  to  oi>e  for  life — 
not  I,  faith  !  " 

The  mists  cleared  from  his  brother's 
face  with  the  sound  of  the  laughter. 


^ 
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"  You  shall  have  the  hounds,  then,"  he 
said,  "  when  Muskeny  is  tired  of  hunting. 
You  shall  revive  the  ancient  glories  of 
Parragh.  The  stables  are  there  and  the 
kennels.  You  shall  fill  them  again.  Dip 
in  my  pockets  as  deep  as  you  like ;  so  it  be 
for  the  credit  of  the  family,  I  shall  not  cry 
otit." 

But  fox-hunting  does  not  go  on  for  ever, 
and  there  are  the  long  days  of  spring 
and  summer.  It  was  a  sparsely  populated 
country  out  of  fox  -  hunting  days ;  and 
Sir  Piers  withdrew  himself  more  and  more 
into  his  dreams  and  his  lonely  absences. 
Yet  be  had  eyes  for  the  restiveness  of  his 
young  brother. 

**  You  are  too  big  for  your  life,"  he  said. 
"  You  keep  walking  up  and  down  like  the 
tigers  I  saw  in  their  cages  once  when  I 
went  to  town." 

'*  I  want  a  wild  life,"  said  the  other 
"  1  want  something  to  do  to  sweat  out  the 
energy  that  is  in  me.  I  should  like  to  dig 
all  day,  to  fell  trees,  to  heave  rocks  out  of 
the  earth.  Look  at  that  for  a  useless 
muscle ! " 

He  held  out  his  knotted  arm,  and  the 
other  looked  at  it  with  gentle  admiration. 

**  There  is  plenty  of  work  for  the  strong 
here,"  he  .said,  lapsing  into  his  dreamy 
mood.  **\Vork  for  us  all  if  we  could  only 
see  it." 

**  What  work.  Piers  ?  Give  it  to  me  and 
I  will  do  it." 

•*  Not  yet,  not  yet,"  said  the  other, 
starting  as  if  awakened  from  sleep.  **  Our 
mother  gave  you  to  me  in  keeping.  Enjoy 
your  youth,  lad.  while  it  is  yours.  I  have 
been  thinking  for  you.  While  you  wait 
for  Muskerry's  shoes,  why  not  go  shooting 
big  game  among  the  Indians  of  North 
America  ?  Young  Loftus  goes  with  a 
party  of  guns  in  a  month.  Whv  not  join 
them  ?  " 

Lacy  looked  at  him  in  stupefaction. 

**  Loftus's  party  will  not  return  for  two 
years,"  he  said. 

"  What  of  that  ?  If  Muskerry  gets  tired 
of  the  hounds,  I  shall  be  your  warming- 
pan  till  you  return.  That  is,  if  nothing 
happens.  Much  may  happen  in  two  years. 
History  is  made  and  unmade  in  two  ye^rs* 
time." 


n 


"  It  will  cost  money.** 

''You    shall   have   it — what   you 
Only  go." 

'*  You  want  to  get  rid  of  me.  Piers.' 

It  was  a  chance  shot,  but  it  had  a  start- 
ling effect  on  Sir  Piers  Darra^h.  He 
turned  red  and  pale,  and  stammered  in 
his  reply. 

*'  There  is  nothing  .  .  .  for  yon  to  do 
here." 

*'And  I  might  get  into  trouble.  Thej 
are  breeding  rebellion,  I  hear,  down 
there."  He  waved  his  hand  toward  the 
country  that  lay  below  the  Castle  windows. 
*'  But  they  are  breeding  it  for  ever,  and  it 
comes  to  nothing.  You  fear  wild  times^ 
Piers  ?  " 

**  I  ...  do  not  know." 

'*  It  would  be  rare  sport,  croppj- 
hunting." 

The  elder  brother  turned  away  his  head. 

*'  If  there  were  trouble  you  are  better 
out  of  it,"  he  said  very  gently,  after  a  litde 
pause.  '*  And  better  hunt  beasts  than 
men." 

'*  Unless  they  were  croppies,  Pieis. 
You  are  no  D^rragh,  or  you  would  fling 
up  your  head  when  the  blood  of  croppiies 
is  in  the  air." 

Sir  Piers  turned  away  with  something 
like  a  sigh.  **  Go,"  he  said,  "  but  come 
back  to  me  safe.     That  is  all  I  ask." 

Lacy  Darragh  went  to  shoot  his  big 
game,  and  for  the  two  years  of  his  absence 
the  country  was  quiet — outwardly  quiet — 
for  in  those  exquisite  glens,  and  on  the 
wild  mountains,  wrong  and  the  thirst  for 
revenge  festered  like  a  sore. 

Now  and  again  he  had  word  of  Sir 
Piers,  in  long,  closely  written  letters  ful/ 
of  the  old  tenderness  and  concern  fo* 
himself.  But  if  Lacy  Darragh  had  been 
the  man  to  find  it,  trouble  dragged  itself 
through  the  mood  of  the  writer  like  a 
fatigue  that  can  never  hoi)e  for  rest. 

At  last,  when  the  party,  satisfied  with 
slaughter,  were  about  to  make  their  way 
home,  came  news  that  maile  Lacy  Durragh 
whistle  to  himself  as  he  sat  spelling  out 
his  brother's  long  letter  by  the  camp  fire, 
for  he  was  no  scholar.  The  news  was  that 
Sir  Piers  was  engaged  to  be  married ;  but 
the  letter  was  hardly  the  letter  of  a  happy 
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lover.  The  new8  was  told  humbly,  and  as 
if  the  writer  asked  pardon  for  a  wrong. 

"  I  never  meant  to  many,  as  God  hears 
me,"  it  concluded.  "  It  ought  to  have 
been  you.  Lacy ;  but  no  man  could  resist 
her.  And  I  shall  do  my  best  to  atone. 
There  are  the  savings  of  the  minority,  that 
are  mine  to  do  with  as  I  will  I  " 

"  But,"  cried  Lacy,  with  one  of  his 
ready  oaths,  when  at  last  he  was  face  to 


handed,  and  money  spilled  through  his 
fingers  like  the  waters  of  a  brook. 

But  when  he  saw  the  woman  his 
brother  was  to  marry  his  ready  tongue 
fell  dumb. 

She  had  come  to  the  neighbourhood 
during  his  absence,  and  he  was  no  way 
prepared  for  her  beauty.  She  was  splendid 
and  soft  at  once,  with  a  languor  that 
deceived  none  but  men.    Children  and 


■■  I.O,*  al  Iknl  pr 


htx  with  his  brother,  "why  should  you 
not  marry  ?  You  are  of  the  stuff  to  make 
husbands,  whereas  if  I  found  myself 
leashed  it  would  be  tugging  at  the  cord 
with  me  till  it  snapped.  I  grow  tired  of 
Wue  eves,  and  swear  by  brown  in  a  week's 
time.  .\nd  as  for  the  savings,  arc  you  to 
■t3^^-e  the  plare  for  me  ?  N'o,  by  Heavens, 
I  shall  be  your  pensioner  if  Madam 
objects  not,  and  shall  only  ask  a  seat  in 
the  chimney-comer  and  a  horse  from  the 
■Ubie." 
He  spoke  honestly,  for  he  was  ever  open- 


animals  held  aloof  from  hi^r,  and  her  own 
sot  feared  and  disliked  her.  With  reason, 
fur  of  the  happiness  of  many  she  had  made 
a  broken  toy. 

But  she  leant  towards  Tiers  Darragh  as 
the  moon  swims  out  of  the  sky,  and  in  her 
aspect  towards  him  there  was  nothing  but 
softness  and  innocence. 

She  had  no  eyes  for  the  younger  brother, 
though  the  minute  1-acy  Darragh  beheld 
her  his  heart  panted  towards  her  like  the 
heart  of  a  wild  animal  beholding  its  mate. 
He  went  away  from  the  lovers ;  for  the  first 
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time  in  his  life  his  heart  clouded  with  anger 
against  his  twin. 

For  a  time  he  did  not  put  it  into  words. 
But  at  last  the  day  came  when  he  turned 
from  his  brother's  kindness,  choking,  and 
went  out  into  the  woods. 

**  Is  he  always  to  supplant  me  ?  "  he 
cried  to  the  loneliness.  **  Always  to  be 
the  first?" 

And  then  he  flung  himself  face  down- 
wards in  the  herbage,  and  gave  himself  up 
to  the  storm  of  angry  and  baffled  passion 
that  swept  over  him. 

But  Nuala  McMurrough  had  no  eyes  at 
first  for  his  strength  and  comeliness :  her 
very  lif©>  seemed  concentrated  on  his 
brother.  Yet,  narrowly  watching  her 
when  he  could  steel  himself  to  see  them 
together,  Lacy  Darragh  detected  that  her 
love  was  angry  and  jealous,  bitterness  not 
sweetness. 

The  time  came  when  she  noticed  Sir 
Piers's  younger  brother,  and  for  her  own 
purposes,  used  all  her  wiles  to  bring  him 
to  her  feet.  As  though  he  were  not  hers 
already,  and  like  a  child  in  her  hands ! 

**  You  would  know  how  to  love,"  she 
said  in  her  seductive  voice. 

"  You,"  he  answered  boldly.  *'  No  man 
could  give  less  than  everything  of  this 
world  and  the  next  if  you  asked  it  of  him." 

*'  Ah  !  "  she  said,  with  a  long,  shudder- 
ing sigh.  *'  That  is  love,  to  count  life  and 
death,  hell  and  heaven  nothing — but  love 
all." 

"  You  can  make  men  love  you  like  that." 

*'  Many  a  one  has.  but  I  am  come  at  last 
to  a  cold  lover." 

**  You  have  melted  him." 

**  Ah,  no  ;  he  is  not  mine,  not  as  I  am 
his." 

*'  You  torture  me." 

*'  Why  does  he  not  love  like  you  .^" 

Lacy  Darragh  made  one  piteous  struggle 
after  honour  and  old  ties  of  brotherlv  love. 

*'  Ho  loves  you,  but  he  is  of  finer  clav 
than  I." 

"  I  do  not  believe  in  a  man's  coldness. 
If  he  is  cold  to  me  it  is  because  he  carries 
his  warmth  to  another.     Who  is  she  ?  " 

**  There  is  no  other." 

"There  is.  Listen."  Her  beauty 
burned    up    fiercely,   as    if   a  wind    had 


fanned  it.  ''You  know  he  steals  out  at 
dusk,  and  is  hours  absent  from  the 
Castle." 

**  It  is  his  way.     He  goes  dreaming." 

'*  He  finishes  his  sleep  in  daytime. 
Yesterday  he  was  tired  and  he  slept  with 
his  head  in  my  lap.  In  his  sleep  he  turned 
from  my  kisses  and  called  a  woman's 
name.     It  was  not  mine." 

"Not  yours.?" 

"  Not  mine.  Help  me  to  be  revenged 
on  them  and  I  am  yours." 

"  Mine !  "  and  he  leant  towards  her. 

"  Not  yours  yet.  When  you  have 
earned  me." 

Lacy  Darragh  went  out  into  the  ^n- 
shine,  staggering  like  a  drunken  man. 

A  few  days  passed,  during  which  he 
roamed  abroad,  avoiding  his  brother's 
anxious  gaze.  There  was  trouble  in  the 
air,  trouble  of  more  than  one  kind.  Nuala 
IMcMurrough  had  denied  herself  to  her 
lover  with  an  excuse  of  illness — she  who 
was  never  ill.  But  it  was  thunder}',  hot 
weather,  and  manv  had  moods  and  fancies. 

The  third  night  when  Sir  Piers  rode  out 
in  the  dusk,  his  brother  stealthily  followed 
him.  Thpir  way  lay  through  woods,  and 
as  they  went  they  were  enveloped  often 
in  green  summer  lightning.  By  its  illu- 
mination the  pursuer  kept  track  of  the 
pursued,  and  ventured  close,  for  he  knew 
that  the  thud  of  the  horse's  hoofs  in  his 
brother's  ears  would  drown  the  noise  of 
the  horse  following:. 

He  had  almost  so  betrayed  himself,  for 
a  cry  out  of  the  heather  brought  Sir  Piers 
up  suddenly  ;  and  the  other  had  much  ado 
to  check  his  horse  in  time,  while  yet  in 
the  wood's  shadow. 

The  cry  from  the  heather  was  a  pass- 
word. Sir  Piers  answerec^  it,  and  went  on 
quietly,  and  the  furzy  and  heathy  place 
seemed  dead  except  for  the  rabbits  that 
played  in  the  flashes  of  lightning. 

Jkit  Lacy  Darragh  was  creeping  on  all 
fours  stealthily,  as  he  had  learned  from 
the  Indians  to  track  bear  and  buffalo.  So 
dragging  himself,  he  passed  the  sejitijciels» 
and  came  to  the  edge  of  a  steep  place  and 
looked  down. 

It  was  a  disused  quarry,  and  it  was  full 
of  men,  their  faces  in  strange  light  and 
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sliiiiluw  from  tlie  glare  of  torches  sonic 
earned.  Some  were  standing  ;  some  had 
lluiLf;  thcmsflves  down  on  the  snard. 
Iconic  had  their  faces  blackenrd  for  dis- 
giiisi- ;    others  went  bare-faeed.      Jiut  ail 


contempt  that  was  almost  loathing,  he 
hsiened  to  Sir  I'iers's  im|)assii)ne<l  addrvss 
to  his  men. 

"  He  a  Darragh ! "  he  said  to  himself, 
chuking,    and    for    the    moment    Nuala 


turned  as  lu  a  common 
Damiih,  who  had  thrown  oiT  his  tWk, 
and  showed  himself  in  a  fmc  <<iat  of  griiii 
uith  a  sash  of  white  and  };oIiI. 
I  he  spy  hant  over  so  far  in 
and  amu/i-ment  that  once  In-  had  nearly 
fallen  into  tlie  midst  of  the  consf>irutors. 
lie    recovered    himself,    ami    was    more 


Sl.TIK-lllillg 

ihat   his  brotlitr,  iiliosc 

hiifin  it  was  to  kee|i  these  sUnrs  under 

heel,  sh()uM  he  here  with  them  liaKh- 

his  euriosity      ing  eonsptraiy  and  midnight  miiriler,  for 

so  he  looked  at  it— that  loyal  citixrns  and 

genllcnien  must  perish  so  tiint  this  spawn 

of  reliellioiis  peasants  should  rule  in  their 


With  ainau^ment  and  with  a     stead. 
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**  'i'here  is  no  woman,"  he  said  savagely 
to  Nuala  McMurrough  next  day.  "  There 
is  no  woman.  He  is  mad — stark,  staring 
mad.  He  goes  to  the  midnight  meetings  of 
the  croppies.  He  leads  them,  dressed  up 
like  a  play-actor  ;  they  call  him  Captain." 

He  turned  away  with  a  curse,  as  if  he 
could  find  no  further  words. 

"Why  do  you  tell  me  sijch  things?" 
she  said  imperiously.  **  Vou  are  a  fool. 
What  would  I  care  if  he  were  steeped  in 
rebellion,  so  he  were  mine.  But  he  has 
played  me  false.     There  is  a  woman,  I  tell 

you.     Her  name  is "      She  whispered 

a  name  in  his  ear.  "  But  I  shall  be 
revenged  on  them,  and  when  I  have  had 
my  revenge  I  shall  be  yours,  if  you  will." 

Lacy  Darragh  stared  at  her,  a  slow  light 
of  understanding  breaking  over  his  be- 
wildered face.  Why,  only  last  night  he. 
had  heard  that  name  toasted  with  passion 
and  tenderness  by  the  gathering  of  men. 
His  brother's  lips  had  uttered  it  with 
reverence  and  love  ;  but  it  was  the  name 
of  no  mortal  woman ;  only  the  tender, 
cherished  name  they  gave  her,  the  land 
for  whom  they  were  ready  to  die. 

For  a  moment  a  struggle  raged  in  the. 
man's  breast.  Then  he  chose  evil,  and 
the  good  went  away  from  him  with 
veiled  face  and  a  sound  of  weeping. 

"  I  shall  help  you  to  your  revenge,"  hi^ 
said  hoarsely,  '*  and  afterwards  I  shall 
taste  my  reward." 

He  was  absent  for  some  days,  and 
before  he  returned  a  raid  was  made  on  the 
Castle  one  night,  and  Sir  Piers  Darragh 
was  seized  and  carried  away  to  Newgate 
Prison  in  Dublin.  There  he  lav  awhile 
before  he  was  brought  to  trial — a  weary 
while  to  him,  not  knowing  how  things 
went  in  the  world  outside.  Neither  brother 
nor  sweetheart  came  near  him  ;  and  he 
had  no  means  of  knowing  if  they  had 
sought  admittance  to  his  prison  or  whether 
the  accusation  of  being  a  rebel  had  driven 
them  from  his  side  in  his  hour  of  necessitv. 

Outside  there  was  a  red  terror,  and  he 
might  be  accounted  lucky  who  was  to  take 
his  trial  in  the  law's  course  rather  than 
swing  on  the  nearest  tree,  as  so  many  of 
his  poor  neighbours  and  followers  had 
done. 


At  last  the  day  of  trial  came,  and  his 
turn  among  the  batch.  As  he  was  brought 
into  court,  half  blinded  by  its  murky  light 
after  the  darkness  of  his  prison,  he  blinked 
about  in  hope  to  see  a  friendly  face.  But 
there  was  none.  The  very  counsel  allotted  to 
him,  a  sleek  rogue,  had  been  bought  and 
sold.  Thousands  were  praying  for  him 
and  loving  him  in  their  close-shut  houses^ 
but  of  that  he  knew  nothing.  And  as  he 
stood  there  with  his  hand  over  his  eyes,  a 
pair  of  bright  eyes  in  the  gallerj'  above  the 
Judge's  seat  looked  down  on  him,  and 
were  dimmed  with  pity. 

The  bright  eyes  flashed  and  burned  a 
little  later  when  the  principal  witness 
against  the  prise mer  appeared,  and  proved 
to  be  the  prisoner's  twin  brother.  Even 
in  the  hostile  court  a  murmur  arose  when 
Lacy  Darragh  was  called.  As  for  Sir 
Piers,  he  turned  to  the  familiar  figure  with 
a  half-tender,  half-dazed  smile,  as  though 
his  wits  wandered,  and  made  a  movement 
as  if  to  go  to  him.  But  he  was  restrained  ; 
and  after  a  little  while  the  meaning  of  the 
thing  was  brought  home  to  him. 

Then  his  face  assumed  a  look  of  white 
and  frozen  horror.  Lacy  Darragh  gave 
his  evidence  doggedly,  and  never  looked 
towards  his  brother.  Hi^  was  flushed 
darkly,  and  looked  as  though  he  had  been 
drinking.  When  he  had  done  he  reeled 
heavily,  and  tell  in  a  fit  on  the  floor  of  the 
Court. 

riie  next  dav  Sir  Piers  Darrai^h  was 
sentenced,  a  sentence  of  extraordinary 
clemency  considering  the  times.  It  was 
said  that  a  l)t\iutiful  and  highly  |)laced 
English  lady,  who  was  j)resent  at  the 
trial,  had  been  moved  by  the  prisoner's 
youth  and  beauty,  and  his  extraordinary 
circumstances,  to  intercetle  to  save  his 
life.  And  since  she  was  one  the  heart  of 
man  could  not  resist,  his  sentence  was 
connnuted  to  a  long  term  of  imprison- 
ment, and  the  confiscation  of  all  his 
worldly  goods  to  the  Crown. 

A  little  later  and  the  Crown's  clemency 
restored  the  title  and  estates  of  Sir  Piers 
Darragh  to  his  younger  brother.  Then 
Nuala  MclNIurrough  paid  the  price  ot*^ 
treacherv,  and  married  his  brother's 
betrayer. 
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After  that  it  was  that  a  more  terrible 
significance  attached  itself  to  Lacy  Dar- 
r;ij;h's  nickname  of  the  Fox- hunter,  by 
n-hich  ho  is  likely  to  be  evilly  immortal. 
Ik-  ami  his  Fox-hounds — a  picked  troop, 
a>  lustful  for  blooil  and  cruelty  as  him- 
self— hunted  thai  country,  and  tortured 
and  slew  at  their  will.  He  became  like  a 
jtiissfsscd 


They  lived  lonely  at  Darragh  Castle,  for 
even  the  most  loyal  could  not  endure  I.acy 
Darragh's  deed,  and  as  for  the  poor,  they 
cursed  him  under  their  breath,  and  suore 
that  tvhcrc  the  Fox-hunter  passed  his 
shadow  made  a  blight. 

Still   he  went  unharmed,  though  many 
a  one  had  the  will  to  rid  the  world  of  him. 
But     when     he 

rode      t 

meet  uf  the 
hounds,  as  he 
rode  con  SI  a  inly, 


country,    anil 

that  he    had    loved    her 

of  all  women. 

He  was  sure  that  if  she  knew  she  wuuld 
kill  him.would  strangle  him  with  her  r.n^i'rs 
about  his  throat,  she  that  had  never  »)ft'ered 
him  a  caress.  Better  so,  he  often  thoughl, 
than  this  stony  image  that  held  his  passion 
even  while  he  hated  her. 

.\s  the  years  passed  children  were  born 
to  them,  little  wizened  children  of  huie 
and  passion,  who  glimmered  into  the 
world  only  to  fade  out  of  it  again. 


■  Gold  ;  not 


He  flung  her  a  guinea,  and  waited  lor 
what  she  had  to  say.  She  looked  :u  the 
coin  in  her  palm  an  instant,  shuiidi-rinf,', 
and  then  flung  it  from  her  into  the  stream. 
"  There's  blood  on  it."  she  said,  spitting 
■  the  wii)-  it  had  gone  ;  "  hut  yuu  shall  have 
my  news    for  it.     Your   brother  is  dead. 
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Fox- hunter,  dead  in  prison,  where  you 
sent  him  to  rot  before  he  was  in  the 
grave." 

I^cy  Darraffh  backed  his  horse  and 
s|iTang  at  her.  'I'hc  creature's  hoof  struck 
htT  in  the  chest,  and  she  fell  backward 
into  the  water.  The  blow  was  enough  to 
kill  any  mortal  woman,  but  a  few  paces 
down  the  stream  she  caught  the  over- 
arching'boughs  of  an  oak,  and  lifted  her- 
self in  the  shallow  water. 

"  Vou  're  riding  after  him.  Fox-hunter  I  " 
she  iried  shrilly.  "  You  're  riding  this 
minute  to  F^tcmity  and  the  Judgment! 
And  he  is  waiting  for  you  before  the 
Judge  !     'Tis  his  turn  this  time  !  " 

But  Lacy  Uarragh,  with  a  curse,  ro<le 
off  furiously. 

That  was  a  great  day's  hunting  and  long 
remembered.  .\nd  in  the  dusk  of  the 
evening,  when  the  hounds  were  going 
home  with  drooping  tails  ;md  heavv  feel, 
the)'  put  up  a  second  fox.  Few  of  the 
hunt  were  lliere  to  see  it ;  and  though  the 
huntsman  whipped  np  his  ]>ack  in  a 
passion,  the  more  eager  of  the  dogs  broke 
awav  after  the  fox,  ami  l.ac)'  Durragh  at 
thei'rherls. 


llu 


I  siori 


aim 


except  fur  :i  pah- 
western  sky.    Th 


high  heathery  hill,  and  the  houiida  and 
the  Fox-hunter  followed.  I'hat  is  a  hilly 
county,  and  'twas  up  hill  and  down  dale 
with  thero  many  a  mile,  and  the  night 
drew  blacker  about  them,  and  the  fox 
was  not  run  to  earth  nor  ditl  the  pace 
slacken. 

Jusl  upon  dark  some  countrj-  people 
saw  the  Fox-hunter  and  his  horse  outlined 
against  the  sky  on  the  crest  of  a  steep  hill. 
He  was  riding  hard,  "  as  though  the  devil 
were  at  his  heels,"  said  the  witnesses  after- 
wards. On  the  hill-top  the  horse  suddenly 
reared  and  flung  himself  b^ck  on  bin 
haunches.  Then  he  leaptd  with  a  spring 
into  what  one  might  have  iniatrincd  to  be 
endless  space,  though  beyond  there  was 
only  a  rugged  descent  into  mild  grass 
country. 

Anyhow,  wherever  I-acj-  Darragh  leaped 
to,  horse  and  rider  were  never  seen  again ; 
nor  their  bones,  nor  any  trace  of  them. 
The  hounds  came  back  trembling  and  foot- 
sore, and  were  cowed  dogs,  it  was  said,  till 
the  day  of  their  death. 

There  is  not  a  man  in  that  part  of  the 
country  would  cross  the  hill  lonely  or  after 
nightfall  k'.;t  he  should  hear  behind  him 
any  minute  ihi'  pounding  ut  a  horse's 
ho<ifs  and  see  again  ilir  I'ox-huiiter  ride 
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A       IICNDKHI)  VI-.AHS  n-u.  un    tlu-  iu  moM  iiKiviiiK  jia^rs  to  l.or.l  M^i.Miiby's 

r\.      UviLtv-liflli     <il    April,    lliiTO     .lif-i  History.      A   l.rollu;r  of  tho  Jiiilsr   ms-   lo 
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aiiil   ina.l   folk  an-  not  ilir  >la*.-.  of  il„-  tiniiil  .ii-|.o.itinn  :  U.r  hi-  (i!  ,lrv,.|..[.m>-nt 

.oiivriiiional.  lh>'r.'   nas   ii.-.'.K-.l  a   kin<l    iii..tli.T    i;..!  a 

William   l.'o»|>.-r    was    l.nni    .it     It.-rk-  .|iii.'i  hoiii.-.     Ihii  hi-  inoili.-r  .I1..I   vUini 

haiiiMrail    Wara;;.-    in     tlir    y.ar     i;,?..  hr  «as    miy  -i\,  an-l  his  .  haTTiiln.,'  limis. 
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uiioM'    trial    for    liir    nll.-^'nt    ninrJcr  of  m-rvniis  an.)  iiiia-inalivi-  .  hiM      Wr  u'a^ 

Mi-   Stout,   th,"  (^)iTak.T.'-,   I.'ii.ls  on.-   of  win    to    sihuol.    -iti.i    nh  -n     a     linv    •.■;.l 


WILLIAM    COWPKR. 


heljilRss    little    lad,   he   was   siihjtctccl   to      iiroftssioii.     "Never  mind,  Cowpfr."  said 

merciless  torture  bj-  an  ovcr;,'ro« ii  ruffian      Thurlow     i>layfully,    "  when      1  'm     Lord 

3f  fifteen.      So    broken    was    he    bv  the      Chancellor    I  '11    look    after    yon."      Bui. 

iliuuf>h    he   corresponded    with    the     [loi-i 

(111     [he     jiropiT     metre     for    translating; 

(lomir.  he  never  did  much  for  him.  It 
tvas  lo  I'.arl  Spt-ncer  and  not  to  'I'hurlow 
that  Cou'iier  oued  his  pension  of  ;£^}00 
a  year  in  1 79+- 

As  Coiiper  was  never  likely  to  make 
his  ivay  as  a  pleader  in  the  la»- 
lourts,  bis  family  tried  to  provide  for 
him  <nberwise.  One  of  his  relatives 
priKuri'il  him  a  clerkship  in  the  House 
iif  I.iirds.  I!ut  a  public  examination  was 
nvcessari  ere  tlie  applicant  oluaincd  ihe 
post,  anil  the  sensitive  natun-  of  the  poet 
shrank  from  thi-  ordeal.  J-'or  six  months 
be  suffered  tL-rrible  agony  of  mind.  He 
wislicd  thai  he  might  ilie,  or  become 
in.sane.  so  as  to  escape  from  the  testuhich 
his  imagination  made  so  U'rrible.  At  last 
hi'  beiame  mad  in  reabty :  be  gave  way  to 


co[i>tiinl  bullying  that  when  his  Hinnemur 
apiiroached,  be  ni'viT  dared  raise  bis  eves 
to  his  face  :  he  knew  ibe  roiiiing  of  the 
brute  by  tlie  buckles  on  the  sIuh-s  tliai 
kiekfd  iimi.  If  Couper  in  later  life  was 
unable  to  lace  tin-  world  it  was  verv  likclv 
l«.c^iiise  bis  ^piri^  hail  been  broken  at  tlii- 
uiilM-1  by  this  .L'ross  and  iletcstabU-  villain. 


.Mai 


<')ia 


bei  ause  the  germ  of  its 
bhiMciI  at  a  so-.alleil  sd: 


Har  in  17^4.     Whil.Mud*i 

:-    11 

■ 

■ 

.1  bi-.iiiMl<'  A-hl<'>.  iie  bad 

li-r  1 

I 

1 

a  filth   naini'd  'I'lnirlon. 
roM-    K.    b,.     Lord     llii,-h 

rlia 

iclh.r   ol 

Jill     KK\.    I..US 

Knglanil.      According     to 

C„\ 

[..r,     the 

»..  ..t  ibein  •■  spent  their 

1)1111 

giggling      i 

lit  ol   ri-ligious  dcspai 

:  lu 

l:il 

mil  making  giggle"  with 

\sl,l. 

v-s  pretty      1 

e  uas  lust   to  all  eter 

in. 

Ml 

laiiglii.T-.     iii>iead      of     -s 

t-llbi 

ig     their      1 

iiig  himself,  and  was 

jni,- 

-av, 

WILLIAM   COWPKR. 


WII.I.IAM    (OUTER. 
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with  an  adequate  allouancc. 
ami  sent  him  to  the  coiintn- 
that  Ik'  might  recover.  Hi-, 
cousin,  Lady  TIcsk<.<th,tlisplat<-.| 
an  admirabk-  solicitude  on  his 
bcliall.  Ill  i7()5  he  mad.-  tin- 
acquaintance  of  >rorltM-  L'invid. 
Vicar  of  ( Jrimstone,  in  Norliilk. 
lit;  entered  his  hoiiMC  a-  a 
hoarder,  and  the  <':irt-  and 
affL-ction  of  Mrs.  I'nwiii  mioti 
[.r-Kliiccd  a  remarkable  im- 
provement  in  his  health,  '['no 
yiarN  later  iliey  rcniovnl  i.>  a 
jiretty  housi-  at  Ohiey.  in 
Huckinghanishire.  The  Kecinr 
of  ninoy  was  the  Rev.  Jobi! 
.  wild  youth  had  been 
hip.  hut    nas    imu     a 


rici  ami  fervid  piety.  His 
4  a  i^rcat  comfort  to  (>o<ir 
i'|)i'r,  allhcjiigh  it  i.s  said  that 
ri-.;nnr  of  his  temper  .sonic- 
-■s  ajji^ravalod  the  pout'S' 
ad; .  .\t  C  Hiiey,  too,  Cowper 
li-  ilu-.-miiiaiiilanee  of  l.ady 
ten.  the  widow  of  Sir  Rohert 
it-n,  a  liaroiiet,  and  sho  was. 
I  lo  him.  an<l  fell  in  ]..v,> 
1  him. 

■h,-re  is  ii.iihiriK  more  inier- 
rl^'  almm  towper  than    hi.-* 


"f    jC>o, 
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Tfi  hi-r  liomilv.  I.iulv  II<ski'lli  liaii  .t  more  of  mir  past  nushdiaviour — U  is  ;il-i> 
rl.:m  luusinlv  ;.fH-aii>n  lor  iiim  ;  Mr>.  iKiHir;.!,  for  a  kiml  ivoiiiim  at  Icasi,  i<> 
IriHiii    and  'l-.-i.lv  l..v<-  iIk^  tliini.  she 


AuM.-ii  l..vvd  l.iiii. 
"I  111.-  la.t  was  iliai 

<.|-  iii..M-  mm  whn 
j;ain  tlu-  aff.-i-liuiLs 

•■  mDtliiTinii  "  >i> 
iiitirli.  (t  is  oft.'ii 
s.-n<i  ilial  it  i^ 
Mr.-ii;;tli  iliai  uin~ 
«..i.i.n,  l.ut  WL-ak- 


.1...-.     Li.'oa     .,.. 

■•  iiiotiuTiiig  ■'  is 
such  a  ilangcr.iiis 
pastime  for  vWk-iW 
r,iii:iii-s. 

Thi-  ladies  cii- 
cuiiragi-d  liiiii  to 
write  lo  (iivcrt  his 
iiiiiKJ  from  its  own 

■•  Vim  ran  uritf 
iijion  anv  siilijfei." 
-ai.l  !.a.iy  AiiM.-n; 


iheonKiiM.f'IV 
J'ask/'  lie  urote 
il    ill    "that    little 


iti-  the  weak,  anil 

ili.'veml  iMl'allin^- 

ii.  love  uiti.  them. 

I'"<ir  if  it  i^  natural. 

a-  Tacitus  says,  to 

hate    those-    Hlumi  mk>.  csuln.  dlncv   as  large 

\\>-     wronj;  —  ami  a     >e<taii-clia 

«■■  doihat  hecaiisi:  wean-  |iconi])leil  hi  onr      tiie    Hindow    of    which   opeiii-d    upon 

canity  to  go  oti  seeking  some  juslifualion      nci.nhlx.nr's      orcliard,      and      lite     il< 
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With  liif  [.ubiicalioii 
till'  ruadiiiK  publii;  Iicl^i 
pofl  of  a  ntjw  kiiiil  liad  ai 


whole  world  is  a  blank,  and  its  con- 
ventions arc  as  nolliing  before  him.  Thil 
is  ivliy  CowpiT  hliuok  iiimself  free  fnA 
the  conventional  manner  of  Pope-  To 
ihe  brisk  man  of  the  norld  that  mj^ 
mean  much  ;  to  the  stricken  poet  it 
meant  nothing  at  all.  Only  the  natanl 
and  the  real  could  comfort  him,  not  the 
artificial  and  the  feigned.  But  the  malliT 
went  deeper  than  ibat.  It  was  the  laaie 
sensitiveness  that  made  him  mad  that  alw 
made  liim  alive  to  the  beauty  of  the  worM; 
anil  being  mail  H-itli  iniser>-,  he  was  driven 
t )  divert  his  mind  by  describing,  with 
intimate  ami  loving  sympathy,  the  land- 
scapes that  -soothed  him  no  well,  H«ncr 
iirose  the  nature -school  of  poetrv  in 
lOngland.      His    jirivate     woe     was      the 

(.'owper's  is  not  a  homely  muse,  but 
a  muse  that  perceives  the  spiritual  lie.iuiv 
of  most  homely  scenes.  And  in  things 
the  homeliest  and  plainest,  to  discover  an 
all -in  forming  beauty  is  the  high  prerogative 
of  genius.  To  read  Cowper's  description 
of  a  landscape  is  to  lie  soothed  at  once,  lo 


isen  in  Kngland-      feel  the  i 
old    tropes   and      outer  evi 
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i.i-ss;  theirs 
iM  ihc  fertile 
lilosopliv. 


But 
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Hper  ilari'ii 
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oor  wlicn  compared  uitli  his  tiescri] 

il.-i<  slickvncd  lo 

a  pause,  and  wv  ha\t  liorni' 

tioti. 

He  tells  us  that— 

Thf  (ufflinR  wind. 

scarce  conscious  that  it  blew. 

Ihi-  oak 

fccdinf;  at  ihe  eyes 

Ih 

u-^  liv  iht  niiie  concussion  <if  ihe  slonn. 

And  siiU  unsalcd, 

dwell  upon  ihe  *cene. 

M< 

e  tiled  lieirm,  the  Kioro  t)t%(url>ed  alioi'e. 

He  has  not  the  high  pantheism  of  Wo 
■w-onh  :  he    is  less  thoughtful,  less  lU 


ite.    le^ 


i-stie. 


n<l.  I>e 


less  ponderous  and  egotistical.     1 
a  smaller  but  a  nimbler  mind.     11 
has  not  the  billovvv  inajcstvof  Shak 
for  the  mattir  of  that. 
whi>si-   has  "'—lint   he, 
t....,    when    he    likes. 
■can  use  the  hij;  pedal. 
Ill-  tells  us  how — 


.\nd  then  goes  on  to  a|)|ilj-  it  to  the  life 
of  man.  Struggle  is  good  for  a  man  as 
windy  (Viirfarc  is  good  for  an  oak — liut 
why  ?  Not,  as  a  great  poet  would  tell  us, 
becausi.-  the  struggle  benefits  his  subjective 
srlf— how  Shakspcre  could  have  sent  that 


miKb<v 


n<l~. 


l*hat   swixp   iht-   -.kin 
K>me  far-^prva.lini;  w 


lie  is  ni't  a  thinker: 
'tts  only  the  strongei 
minds  that  go  through 
311  agony 
Cowper's.  and,  pass- 
ing beyond  it,  arrive 


to 


Wn.UAM    C(J\V1'KR. 


76 

home  with  an  easy  and  cari-irss  gri;il- 
ncss! — not  mi  lliat  aicount,  acconlins  to 
Covvper,  but  bi'iaitsc  niaii,  forsootli — 


Wo  arc  li)  work  hani. 


slio 


maj' 


■'■[• 


i;;lLt: 


wliidi 


naterialisiic  a  pliilosophy  as  lliat  of  llic 
most  carok'ss  kili-r. 

An  interesting  (|iialii_v  of  t'otvpcr's  niinil 

strange  in  the  icmiicr  of  a  poor  madman  ■. 
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ver  more  excelleni  foohng  ?  'Ti» 
ell  the  habit  nowadays  to  gibble- 
gabhle  fine  verse  of  atl  kinds 
harshly  ami  slovenly,  not  look- 
ing at  tlie  [Kiel's  images.  If 
yoii  read  "Ciilpin"  in  thai 
>vay  yoit  will  miss  the  fu)lii«ss 
of  iisthu.iiir.  [lutifyourcadit 
with  enj.iiinK  slowness,  letting 
the    Horlhy    lint-ndrapi-r' 


nil 


Iiredie 


and     '^'iving    each    significatit 

ihat  Cuvper  meant  it  K. 
<arry.  th,i.  'li-  s.^eri  to  Ih- 
..lie  ol  till-  most  hapinly 
liiimorou-  and  iiiirth-iiioviiiK 
hallad-  in  r  li.-  Knglisli 
langiiag.'. 
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By  GEORGE   A,   WADE. 


FRf)M  ihc  rarliest  ages,  anil  in  every 
iiiuniiT  anil   clime,  there  Kccms  to 
liiiVL-  alu;t>s  lni-n  ii  class  of  persons  wliit 

M>Light  umiiiki'  a  living  by  tranijiing  almiU 
till'  siriTls  ami  romis  of  lowiis  and  villagi-s, 
.■•Ti.l,  in  -.mil'  iiii^aii-i  i.rulliiT.  cnkTiaiiiitiij 


Jii»n-v(T  learned  imople  may  become  in 
any  eoiinlry,  ilic  niajiirily  of  thorn  always 
look  vvilli  a  surt  of  sneaking  sympathy 
and  cli'light  upon  the  entortaimiicnts  of 
the  stri'ei.  As  iliildren  the)-  stood  waleh- 
in;;  with  Mpiii  [nutiihs  ihe  wonilerful  feats. 


tho  inhabitants  tlu-n-of.  in  return  l..r  ,v'ili> 
in  kinil  or  money,  preferably  the  lalicr. 

We  find  thes.-  slreet  piTfunners  eipjaily 
common  in  onr  invn  land  anil  in  impieal 
India .  all  over  the  Cimtim-nt  ami  all 
over  America  ,  itmusing  the  stoical  Indian 
in  Canadian  backwoods,  anil  also  ilelighi- 
ing  the  almond-eyed  Chinese  of  Shanghai. 
And    however     civilised,    however    busy. 


and  Juilv! 
I-unch  adori 


of  the  evergreen  I'uncli 
It  is  the  same  old  box  that 
%  that   we   knew  as  bovs  and 


7" 
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girls;    iIktc  in  lln 

ilroopiiifi  tail,  am!  his  general  air  of 
weariness  with  all  things  oarthly  ,  then- 
is  the  same  stjui-aking  voice  of  I'mich, 
making  tlu-  saint:  «hei'/v,  fearful  inin>  and 


I'uliy.  wiili  his  weather,  of  a  goodly  audience,  nhi'  :i 
u  ill  laugh  heartily  as  the  same  old  sallies 
occur  Punch  will  knock  down  Judy  wiili 
that  rol Hug-pin,  as  he  has  done  f»r 
conlurius.  the  "bobliy"  will  apjiearuith 


l...ii.ion.  ..r 
fa-.!iioiiaMe 
Man. I  nil   til..' 


A. 

>.KM.,.S 

'■''■ 

,  1.;   i;. ,  L   « 

'""■■ 

his 
ha. 

-anil 

•^ 

till 

u!     Il-lit 
11, 1  ti.i-  - 

Punch:    the 
n-w.     It  has 

tv. 

.  ,,ert, 

rnir. 

.    IV 

n   M   Ih 

s  fiemTHtion. 

lIlH 

1 

r-ami.s 
nidi  a 
Tiani  w 
ra.le  ] 

•1  II 
nl  [ 
-  ha 
Iav> 

ele 

■m  ii  is 

Uvays  new. 
niisi  ihi-  unlv 
n.li.flhfoM 
liiih'  known 
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ca-u.:     It  arose  from  an  outdoor  play  of  the 
Middle  Ages  entitled  "  I'ontiua  Pilate  and 
the  Jews,"  and  it  has  passed  through  many 
changes,  he- 
coniingmore 


othiT  ihinj,'s, 
until    it    iia-> 


a  reliKi<.us 

play     having 

hi  ■come    tu- 

ilay   merely  u(H>t.,  stken 

:i    common 

streel  perfi>rnianLV,  hut  more  popular  even 

than  it  was  in  those  far-off  days  when  it  first 

was  produiod. 

A  new  factor  in  the  list  of  street  per- 
formers of  our  own  time  in  this  country  is 
undoubu'dly  llir  Italian  with  the  monkey. 
Those  of  us  who  can  look  backthirtyyears 
or  more  can  recollect  the  first  appearance 
uf    lliu    invaders    from    the    sunny    land 


of    Italy.      They    were    a    rarity    in    our 

youth,    and    the    present    accompanying 

monkey  was  then  a  nonentity.     He  came 

on  the  scene 


some 

w 

hat 

later. 

riic 

first 

P 

men 

Italia 

n 

to 

wnsh.-d,   and 


ofti 


ith 


clothes  that 
suggested  much  ni'cd  of  repairs  exleii- 
sivel)'.  Then  the  Savoyard  b<n-  having 
done  well,  and  made  his  good  fortune 
known  when  he  returned  home  in  winter, 
the  genial  Italian  {from  Naples  more 
especially)  saw  thai  it  was  infinitely  easier 
t<i  come  til  Kngiand  and  ykiy,  or  pretend 
to  ]dav,  ail  accordion  for  a  living  than  lo 
work  iiard  in  Italy  f<.r  harely  half  as  much 
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l^-r  (1 

em.     Ho  lie 

catnc. 

Ihon  sIk 

iimc 

lOo. 

rhen  the  it.c 

11  key  ca 

me  also. 

■Jlie 

monkey  lia 

vari^a 

in  maiiy( 

ays. 

He  al 

vays  looks  -ii 

|ircinrU 

iniserahlc 

anil 

of  Italy,  with  nashiii.e;  oyt-s  anti  ra\'en  loi  k-. 
but  they  never  come  to  l^ngland  playiii^ 
accordions,  that  is  certain  !  And  tlir 
fashionable  ilress  of  the  performer  here  i- 
not  calculated  to  win  onr  admiration  ainl 
love.  But  thcsi*  Italians  miikc  a  deci-!i 
tiling  out  of  their  sojourns  here-,  as  some  •>< 
lliein  in  London  have  told  the  writer  that. 
on  a  very  good  liay,  ihey  reckon  to  tat. 
anything  from  lifteen  shillini^s  to  twenti. 
ami  even  a  bad  day  will  run  to  five,  whicli 
is  considered  poor. 

'I'lic  Hu]i},'arian  ivilli  the  pfrfomiini* 
bear  has  not  been  (]uite  as  much  in  evi- 
iltricR  lately  as  he  used  to  be  about  twelvt* 
vears  or  so  aj<^) ;  at  least  it  has  seemed  sn 
Id  lis  older  people.  It  is  strange  that 
]H!rfornicrs  with  bears  in  the  streets  havi- 
almost  ttithinit  e\cepti<)n  been  either 
llunKarians.    I'oles.  or    Russians.       Their 


the 


I    lll.'V 


l,.-,iri..uo-.at.,l  «oul,l  appear  t„h.v,.M-nM. 
to  k,v|,  tl,r  said  .-Mins.  ,11,1  n.,1  bis  pn.- 
pri.ror.  wit!,  ihal  smile  tr.nn  ,.n.-  si.le  ,.1 
his  lace  ii.  tlu'  oiliiT.  ,oiii]i,aK,l  bim  i,. 
"  Hiiif,'  ii  b,-re.  .liKxI  b<.(."  Ami  iIm- 
Tuoiilicv.  with  snii,lr\  r,tiiiril-,  ,ti.vs  ot 
wiiat  ha[ip.-n,^i  s,.iue\la\s  ba,  k«!ien  lie 
■ili.l  I1..1  ,.b,i.  <l,liv.rs  up  ill.'  baltp'-n.  ,■ 
uilh  a  >loui)lbii  -.:\r  of  ever  seeiiiir  th,-tn 
ii>;.iin. 

The  Jialiutt  «,.;uaii  uIm.  plavs  ihe  averag.-  In.liaii.  ili,,i(^-li  ..i„-  -an  hardh 
arcorilioii  is  always  old  auil  «i/ened.  We  (lass  thetii  ;is  paili,  i,larl>  .  I.'an  ii'. 
read  an, I  hear  mujii  of  the  biaiilitui  girls      appearance.     We    know    ibe    pcrlormancts 
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of  the  hf^t.  IJu  (lances  roiinil  his  nusUr  ; 
In-  il;iiKi>  with  a  pok'  as  a  partner;  hi- 
will  even  sonn-linus  climb  ibi-  pole  whi-n 
jl  hns  h<-(.-ii  fiiMt-neil  timilv,  ami  atiaiti  [lie 
hi-i(tlii  <il  ill  liaisi  ;i  f..oi !  ' 

\\V>  WflJ  n-rollcci  how  w,-  used  lo  gazr 
at  his  jicrfoniianci's  hall'  in  fi-ar  in  our 
viiunsiir  tiays :  lor  we  had  lieard  such 
laics  IVdni  iiiifM'  and  maiil,  anil  read  such 
icrrihli'  acrouiils  in  "Thr  Threi'  Hoars" 
and  similar  prints,  of  the  ferocity  and 
sitvagem-v-    of  .-dl    hrown    lie.irs.  thai  we 


kives  to  have  thus  to  disport  for  the  benefit 
ijf  Knglish  youth  in  the  streets.  Often 
two  men  go  with  the  bear,  for  one  must 
keep  an  eye  on  the  "  affectionate " 
creature    while    the     other    collects    the 

Who  has  not  heard  the  "  (jerman 
band  "  f  The  members  of  it,  like  perfect 
natives  of  the  Fatherland,  however,  have 
progressed  with  the  times,  as  a  glance  at 
iiur  Illustration  will  show.  Many  joars 
niiii  all  the   musicians  in  a  tierman  band 


nero  in  ininiin.-nl  dread  lest  ihi> -[.■■timcii  iisnl   ti    *iHf  lln     c:i[iv   ii.mniiin    in   llieir 

should    ;:*■'   l'-""-   ""«!    I'lT""''    e^ery  .hild  ,.wii      l.ind.      -niMliiii-      like     wl.at      uiit 

in   the  village   Mniiprhlaway,  emliiu' i>lf  I'v  yai  lilinj;  •  liip      i-i      mm.         Hut      l^iiyli-li 

di-vourin):  un<-  uf  u^.  pedjit.-    I>ei;.i;.     :■'     :ittaili     a    -pieial    and 

■       The      piTfiirniing      i.e:ir.      tioweur.      i>  climl.tfnl  iii.-aiiiii-  to  llie  ur)r.N   "  Madr  in 

(jt-nerally    a    yonntr    ct"'    thai    lias    been  ( iermanj  "  M,ni<-  vear--  a-n.  :,ud  aivuhing 

taken  as  a  cub,      lli'  is  tau;ihl  li.  dance  |iy  ilial   s:iv.iiired  tin.  much  <A  hein^'  '  iiriii:in 

cases,  and  .k'ivinjr  him  sume  til-I>ii   hIhil  Nuw  i.ur  Irieii.U    the    iiicmlurs  uf  ijie 

he    has     d.'.n.-     his     nl.ear-al.       Ibmeur  -  CcrmaN  Lands "  ihrmi.u'hout  lirilain  »rre 

he   niai    hmr  his    friend,   the     IJim^arian.  ~..,,[,   k.eii   .-ikhikIi  to   liuiice  [^i^  cli^iMK'-. 

and    wraj.    his    arms    round    thai     ;;emle-  s...  like  sensihl.- men,  ihcy  did  nm  !<-t  their 

n.an's  tic.  k.  there  is  bni   little  reason  li.r  [.atrioiisni    ini.Tfere    HJih    tlu'ir   zeal    lor 

l..'tieuiig   that    Hrnin   likes   him    nLU.  Ii    ..r  " -atliiTilij;     in     llie     shekels,"'    and    ihey 

Nt>.  >>!•)■     .^I'ril  1900  *^ 
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discarded  the  neat  blue  serge  uniform  and 
the  national  cap,  and  began  to  array  them- 
selves as  ordinary  Britons  !  So  they 
appear  in  our  Illustration  here.  The  less 
they  could  look  like  Germans  and  the 
more  they  copied  P^nglishmen,  the  better 
they  did  in  their  business  ;  so  at  last  even 
most  brass  instruments  were  put  aside, 
and  stringed  ones  were  much  introduced. 
Now  the  bands  are  always  velcome  when 
they  p)laT  in  the  streets — mostly  of  the 
suburbs  of  the  Metropolis  or  in  provincial 
towns — and,  on  the  whole,  they  have  not 
much  reason  to  complain  of  lack  of  public 
patronafi^e. 

It  is  curious  how  each  nation  has  its 
speciality  in  sending  us  its  would-be 
entertainers.  Just  as  the  Hungarian 
could  never  be  imagined  with  a  monkey, 
or  the  Italian  with  a  bear,  so  it  is  abso- 
lutely certain  that  any  street -performer 
with  "happy  families"  or  "cats"  will 
be  a  Frenchman.  One  of  our  old 
accjuaintances  of  this  sort  i-s  here  depicted. 
His  photograph  was  taken  as  he  gave  his 
exhibition  recrntlv  in  a  street  of  New- 
castle.  It  was  somewhat  difficult  to 
understand  exactlv  what  it  was  that  the 
cats  were  trying  to  perform,  especially 
wiien  tlu-y  were  just  l)eing  photographed. 
It  might  have  been  supposed  that  tliey 
were  trying  to  signify  that  the  ikitish 
flag  was  about  to  l)e  hoisted  at  iVetoria ; 
but  we  know  thaV  no  true  Frenchman 
would  ever  teach  his  performing  cats 
such  a  thing  ! 

The  "happy  famiJy  "  in  a  cage,  where 
cats,  mice,  rats,  a  dog,  and  birds  all  dwell 
together  in  unity — more  or  less,  generally 
less  when  the  master's  eve  is  absent! — is 
getting  rather  uncommon  ;  it  is  a  little 
out-of-tlate  with  a  <a^neratic)n  of  children 
that  wants  more  excitement.  The  one 
that  stood  on  the  jetty  at  Varniouth  lor 
several  seasons  recently,  and  is  ]>erha])s 
there  yet,  is  the  fniest  tliat  we  have  noticed 
for  some  tinu'.  But  Jie  taming  of  wikl 
animals,  or  of  those  that  have  a  natural 
antipathv  to  each  oth<T.  to  live  toirether 
in  peace  is  not  very  dilTiciilt,  if  tliey  are 
j)rocured  when  qiiite  \oung  ,  and  so  it 
seems  to  appeal  to  the  I'Venchman  who 
is  ilesirous  of  making  an  honest  penny  or 


pound  out  of  "perfide  Albion/'  and  he 
comes  along  here  till  he  has  saved  a  snug 
little  amount,  after  which  he  returns  to 
Paris  or  Lyons  to  live  comfortably  for  the 
rest  of  his  natural  life,  his  chief  relaxation 
being  in  abusing  the  English. 

Whatever  should  we  do  without  the 
Italian  organ-grinder  ?  He  has  been  the 
greatest  of  street-performers  for  many 
years,  and  his  numbers  are  increasing 
fast,  so  fast  that  he  occupies  no  small 
place  in  some  of  our  largest  towns,  and 
has  taken  the  greater  part  of  Saffron  Hill. 
in  London,  and  of  York  Street,  in 
Leeds,  to  himself.  On  the  whole  he  is  a 
genial,  happy-go-lucky  chap,  who  trudges 
along  mile  after  mile  daily,  dragging  his 
organ  and  his  cage  of  fortune  -  telling 
birds,  and  staying  to  play  a  tune  or  two 
wherever  he  fancies  there  is  a  pretty 
servant  who  may  reward  him  with  a  penny, 
or  some  Fnglishman  with  musical  soul 
enough  to  appreciate  the  strains  'bf  his 
orii^an  for  a  similar  sum. 

In  our  i)oyhood  days  we  knew  the  old 
hurdy-gurdy,  witli  its  terribly  slow  wheeze 
and  its  broken  keys.  We  knew  the  old 
man  who  played  it,  as  wheezy  and  broken 
as  was  his  instrument  ;  and  we  cannot 
but  allow  that  our  friend  from  Italy  is 
a  great  improvement  upon  those  old  days 
of  the  hurdy-gurdy,  whatever  we  may 
think  of  Antonio  Francesco  himself  or 
of  th(^  damsel  that  accompanies  him  when 
his  "  j)al  "  is  away. 

There  are  so  many  things  that  recom- 
mentl  the  Italian  to  us.  He  is  ever 
smiling  ;  his  nation  remains  our  ally  and 
Iriend  when  all  other  Furopeans  stand 
aloof;  his  language  is  soft  and  musical, 
even  when  he  says  words  better  left 
unsaid.  And  then  he  keeps  up-to-date. 
His  organ  does  not  grind  out  some  tune 
of  last  century,  but  it  edifies  us  with  * 
"  Soldiers  of  the  (^ueen  "  ;  while  he 
(li>courses  of  the  latest  deeds  of  the 
Dublin  Fusiliers,  of  the  Shrop>hires,  or 
of  the  Canadians  ;  and  he  turns  the 
luuulle  to  the  strains  (xf  "The  Absent- 
Miiuled  Heggar,'*  whilst  he  talks  with 
enthusiasm  of  Roberts  and  Kitchener  as 
though  he  were  speaking  of  (laribaldi, 
or     of     his     present     Italian     favourite, 
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General  Heusch.  Yes,  our  Italian  friend 
is  u  recognised  institution  to-day  in  our 
kin}<;dom,  and  is,  as  a  rule,  not  un\rclcome 
with  his  "  Monte  Carlo"  and  his  "  Handy 
Man." 

We  most  of  us  know  the  man  with  the 
"ro|M:  trick."  As  a  general  rule,  he  is  a 
liroken-dun-n  individual ;  often  he  has  been 
a  sailor.  But  this  one  whom  the  photo- 
grapher caught  as  he  stood  on  the  pave- 
ment of  a  ShclTieUI  street  was  a  much 
jiKire     reputable 


spectators  threw  into  his  hat  their  coppers. 
The  "rope-man"  showed  several  other 
tricks  more  or  less  interesting,  and  his 
entertainment  was,  indeed,  rather  novel, 
as  well  as  attractive. 

Though  one  cannot  call  him  a  recent 
acquisition  to  the  ranks  of  street  -  per- 
formers, yet  the  pavement -artist's  career 
is  quite  of  late  date  compared  with  some 
of  those  we  have  spoken  of.  Probably 
twenty  years  would  be  the  outside  limit  of 
the   time    he    has 
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The  I.avemen. 
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A    SOUTH   AFRICAN   STORV. 


By     BEATRICE     M.     HICKS. 


II'  <vor  you  wiTf  to  ri(ie  from  (^lU'ciis- 
town  to  King,  ami  took  tlu*  road 
ItMdinj?  through  Fort  Alfred,  you  would 
notice,  about  ten  miles  from  llu*  town,  ii 
turning  to  the  right  just  after  you  get 
through  the  drift.  It  is  a  regular  baboon's 
path  now,  but  if  you  followed  it  and  ditln*t 
lose  your  way,  you  would  come  to  a  rough, 
tumble-vh)wn  farmhouse,  with  outbuild- 
ings in  ruins,  called  Hart  Dyke's  Rest — 
at  least,  it  used  to  l)e  called  that. 

Now  no  one  lives  there  ;  the  garden  is 
all  a  waste,  tlu'  windows  of  the  house  are 
smashed,  and  the  thatch  in  most  places  is 
ort*  the  roof.  It  is  a  ilesolale-looking 
spot,  especially  when  the  wind  moans, 
right  down  in  the  kloof  and  almost  hidden 
in  the  bush.  It  is  (|uite  tieserteil — only  a 
stray  Kallir  <V^v:^  seems  to  haunt  the  place, 
and  barks  wildlv  at  anv  casual  i>asscT-l)v. 
Hut  not  many  pi'Ople  go  that  way,  fcjr 
strange  stories  are  told  <»f  awful  cries  and 
ghastly  sights  seen  in  the  nmonlighl.  No 
Kartir  will  go  near  the  house  after  sun- 
tlown,  and  manv  a  Dutchman  has  ^worn 
he  has  seen  a  ghostly  figure  haunting  tin- 
place  where  the  munlered  man  wasburit-d. 

Hut  I  must  begin  at  tlu*  beginning  of 
the  story.  Ten  or  twelve  years  ago  it 
was  all  so  ditTerent — the  lioust^  so  tiily  aiul 
iirai,  and  the  whoh'  plac«'  so  snug  anil 
wtll  i'an!il  for.  Hart  D\ke  himself  wa»- 
an  homst  -  looking,  hard-working  man, 
who  spent  all  his  time  improving  his  farm. 
He  scarcely  ever  went  away.  Wlu-re  he 
hatl  come  from  was  a  mystery;  nobody 
s:cmed  to  know.  Heuasan  Knglishman. 
and  the  neighbours  said  lu'  was  not 
Colonial  born,  but  they  t^ould  tind  out 
nothing  else  al)out  him.     lie  had  suddenl\ 


appeared  in  their  midst  from  the  Diamond 
Fields,  the  story  went,  and  settled  down  on 
the  fann,  and  three  or  four  ve.irs  after 
married  a  girl  from  Bushman's  River 
whom  he  had  met  at  the  Stock  Fair  at 
(irahamstown.  Hut  she  did  not  live  long, 
poor  thing !  and  he  was  left  with  the  two 
little  girls — Carrie  and  Hessit*  were  their 
names — and  Ik*  would  do  anything  for 
them,  so  devoted  was  he — they  were  the 
only  things  he*  still  lived  for. 

Thcv    were    tall    and     old      fashioned 

m 

children  for  their  age,  and  did  all  the 
housework,  with  the  help  of  old  Sarah, 
the  Hottentot  woman.  Carrie  would  make 
the  bread  and  churn  the  butter,  and  it 
was  her  work,  too,  to  look  aft(»r  the  fowls. 
Sh(»  was  verv  fond  of  them,  and  gave  them 
all  names.  Hessie  altentled  to  the  garden  ; 
shi  liked  flowers  best,  and  Hart  Dyke  had 
made  her  a  little  flower-garden  down  by 
the  river,  among  the  mimosa-bushes,  and 
hail  planifd  a  (|uince  h«'dge  all  annmd 
to  pn^vrnt  the  animals  straying  in.  It 
was  a  sweet,  pntty  little  place,  and  further 
on,  a  bevl  of  arum  lilies  grew— all  wild. 

Ami  so  the  children  lived  with  their 
fowls  and  their  flowers  and  their  »ath«T. 
.Mrs.  Haillie,  who  lived  at  Jeck's  Farm,  the 
other  side  of  tin'  river,  often  wanted  the 
little  girls  to  com«*  antl  play  with  her 
lohnnii',  but  Ilarl  1  )vke  diil  not  like  it. 
He  wante<l  to  ketp  himself  to  himself,  and 
hi^  children  sal'i'  around  him.  People 
UM-d  to  gossip  al)(»ut  this,  a^  p«'ople 
always  will  «lo  about  their  ncighlxiurs, 
and  many  different  tales  win-  told  about 
Hart  Dyki"  :  but,  as  he  never  interfered 
with  anvone.  and  was  alwavs  so  kintllv 
when  anv  stramrer  stoppetl  at  his  liouse, 
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they  by-and-by  left  off  talking  about 
him,  and  were  content  to  regard  him 
as  a  mystery,  until  one  day  all  the  talk 
began  again. 

It  was  like  this.  One  afternoon  in 
spring  the  two  little  girls  were  playing 
down  by  the  river  with  Johnnie  Baillie. 
They  had  finished  their  day's  work,  and 
left  the  house  neat  and  tidv.  Thcv  had 
washed  themselves,  too,  and  put  on  clean 
kapjes  and  pinafores — such  a  nice  little 
couple  they  were  !  They  looked  for- 
ward to  having  a  good  afternoon  at  play, 
and  first  they  paddled  in  the  river,  laugh- 
ing as  they  tried  to  catch  the  little  minnows 
darting  to  and  fro,  and  there  they  ran 
about  barefoot  in  the  sand-heaps  by  the 
bank. 

**  How  nice  and  warm  it  feels !  **  said 
Carrie.  "  I  wonder  why  father  always 
likes  us  to  wear  boots  and  stockins^s  ;  it  is 
so  much  nicer  to  be  without,  like  the 
Kaffirs." 

Johnnie  was  barefoot  too,  and  they 
played  at  burying  their  feet  in  the  sand, 
and  then  Carrie  and  Bessie  made  a  big 
sand  castle,  while  Johnnie  fetched  a  large 
reed  to  put  in  the  top  for  a  flag,  and  some 
flat  white  stones  for  the  window. 

And  so  the  children  laughed  and  romped 
in  the  sand,  happy  and  careless,  until  the 
sun  began  to  sink  in  the  west,  and  the 
long  shadows  of  the  blue  gum  -  tree 
stretched  to  where  they  were  playing. 
This  made  Bessie  remeuibcr  that  her 
flowers  had  to  be  watered,  and  they  all 
ran  to  the  garden.  But  Johnnie  stopped 
suddenly.  "  Look  I  "  he  cried,  pointing  to 
the  other  side  of  the  river ;  "do  you  see 
that  old  man  }  He  must  be  a  tramp,  he 
is  so  ragged,  and  carrying  that  old  bundle, 
too.  But  how  horrid  he  looks  with  that 
big  thorn  stick  ! " 

And  they  stood  by  the  gate  and  watclied 
the  old  man  :  he  was  much  bent,  and 
looked  old  and  tired  out  as  he  clambered 
down  the  river-bank. 

**  Oh,  I  do  believe  he  *s  coming  here  !  " 
said  Bessie.  **  See,  he  *s  taking  off  his 
boots  and  socks.  What  shall  we  do  if 
he  stavs  ?  Father  has  ridden  over  to  see 
Mr.   Van   der   Linde,    and    old    Sarah   is 


awav. 


»f 


**\Vhy,  if  he  stops  here,  of  course  we 
must  give  him  .some  bread  and  cx)ffce/' 
.said  Carrie,  **  and  I  think  he  might  have 
that  old  bone  of  mutton  too,"  she  added 
thoughtfully. 

**  I  ho[)e  he  won't  stay,  all  the  same,** 
said  Bessie,  almost  cr}'ing;  "he  does  look 
so  horrid." 

**  There,  don't,"  said  Johnnie,  "hc'U 
think  you  *re  a  cry-baby.  It  *s  all  right. 
I  'm  here  1 "  fie  thought  himself  very 
brave  ;  he  was  a  boy,  and  thirteen. 

Meanwhile  the  tramp  slowly  crossed  the 
river,  and  they  could  see  him  make  a 
grimace  and  hear  him  swear  whenever  he 
trod  on  a  sharp  stone.  Then  he  followed 
the  footpath  up  to  the  door,  and  knocked. 
He  had  not  noticed  the  children,  and  for 
a  time  thev  did  not  stir. 

'*  Come,  liessie,"  said  Carrie  at  last» 
*'  we  must  go  and  speak  to  him." 

**  Does  Hart  Dyke  live  here  }  "  the  Tnan 
called  out  gruffly  as  he  saw  them  comingp 
Johnnie  and  Bessie  trying  to  lag  behind. 

**  Yes,"  answered  Carrie  ,  bravely,  **  but 
he  isn't  here  now." 

And  the  three  stood  in  a  row  and 
at  the  man.  He  had  a  dark,  sunburnt 
with  bloodshot  eyes ;  he  wore  a  scrag^gy 
grey  beard,  and  his  jaws  were  large  and 
thick.  There  was  something  so  repulsive 
in  his  look  that  the  children  shrank  back, 
and  Bessie  caught  hold  of  Carrie's  hand. 

*'  Not  here  !  "  he  repeated.  **  When 
will   he  be  hack  ?     I  want  to  see  him." 

**  He  has  gone  over  to  see  Mr.  Van  der 
Lintlc — to  tluit  farm  (;ver  yonder,  under 
that  big  mountain,"  pointing  with  her 
finger,  **  but  I  think  he  '11  be  back  before 
sundown." 

*'  He  '11  be  back  to-night }  All  right, 
I  '11  wait,"  said  the  tramp,  and  opened  the 
door  and  walked  in.  He  threw  his  stick 
and  bundle  on  the  table,  settled  himself 
in  the  armchair,  and  began  to  smoke. 
The  children  looketl  at  each  other,  aston- 
ished, and  stayed  outside  on  the  stoep. 
He  had  looked  so  surly  that  all  Carrie's 
ideas  of  coffee  and  the  mutton-bone  were 
frightened  away. 

At  last  they  began  to  talk  in  whispers. 

"  I  do  hope  daddie  will  soon  come 
luck,"  repeated  Bessie. 
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aiui  now  ami  again  one  of  thcni  ventured 
to  peep  inside  at  the  tramp,  who  was  sit- 
ting contentedly  smoking  with  half-closed 
eves  in  Hart  Dvke's  armchair. 

By-and-by  the  sun  set,  and  Carrie  said 
it  was  time  to  light  the  fire  for  supper ; 
but  at  that  Johnnie,  who  was  not  so  brave 
as  he  tried  to  make  out,  said  he  must 
l)e  going  home ;  his  mother  would  not 
know  what  had  become  of  him.  So  off 
he  went,  and  the  two  little  girls  crei)t 
inside. 

**  Whose  children  arc  you  ?  "  growled  the 
tramp. 

**  Why,  we  *re  his  children,  of  course — 
Hart  Dyke's,**  said  Carrie. 

**  Of  course,**  chimeil  in  Bessie  :  **  and 
I  *m  Bessie  and  she  's  Carrie.'* 

**  Umph !  I  must  say  you  don't  take 
much  after  him,**  said  the  tramp,  with  a 
short  laugh,  as  he  stared  at  them  again, 
and  settled  down  once  more  to  his  pipe. 
Presentlv  his  eves  closed,  and  it  seemed  as 
if  he  were  asleep. 

The  two  little  girls  crept  on  tiptoe,  laid 
the  cloth,  and  i)ut  out  the  bread-and- 
butter  for  supper.  They  had  made  a  lire, 
and  the  light  of  its  flickering  beams  was  all 
there  was  in  the  cottage.  It  was  as  yet  so 
(lark  outside  they  wondered  if  their  father 
would  come  back  that  night  ;  and  so  they 
crouched  down  by  the  hearth,  hoKling 
each  other's  hands.  They  grew  terribly 
frightened  as  they  watched  the  ugly  old 
man  opposite,  and  dreadful  stories  of 
v.izards  and  murderers  (lashed  througli 
their  minds.  If  he  were  not  really  a 
man — some  '*  spook '*  or  demon  come  to 
kill  or  eat  them  !  Once  the  tramp  rolled 
over  in  his  chair  and  snored. 

"  He  *s  coming  at  us  !  "  whispered 
Bessie  in  her  childish  terror,  while  the 
tears  trickled  down  her  cheeks.  Hut  their 
hearts  beat,  and  so  they  sat  liand-iii-liaiid 
as  the  wearv  hours  rolled  bv. 

At  last  wheels  were  heard  in  tin- 
distance  ;  thev  eraduallv  (  aine  nearer  and 
nearer,  till  they  stopped  by  thehous(\  The 
dogs  began  to  bark,  and  the  ehildren  ran 
to  the  door,  wild  with  joy.  They  knew 
father  had  come  home! 

*'  Father,  there's  a  strantrt-  man  here," 
said  Carrie. 


•*  And  he*s  sitting  by  the  fire,  and  wants 
vou,**  said  Be.ssie. 

*'  He  wouldn't  go;  he  looks  so  dreadful. 
I  'm  so  glad  you  've-come  home " 

**A11  right!  I'll  go  in  and  sec  him 
soon,"  laughed  Hart  Dyke  as  he  took  the 
children  up  in  his  anns  and  kissed  them : 
he  was  so  glad  to  be  back  again  witii 
them.  He  out.spanncd  the  horses,  gave 
them  water  and  forage,  and  then,  taking 
Bessie  and  Carrie  by  either  hand,  went 
into  the  house.  He  was  tired,  and  would 
rather  have  been  alone,  but  with  his  ready 
welcome  went  forward  to  greet  his  visitor. 

**  (jood-evening,**  he  said.  "  Where 
are  you  going  }  It  has  been  a  hot  day 
for  walking  to-day.     Are  you " 

But  he  stopped,  and  gave  a  start  when 
he  saw  the  old  man's  face,  and  he  gn'w 
whiter  still  when  he  heard  him  speak.  He 
drew  back  his  hand. 

*'  I  've  come  to  see  you,**  said  the  tramp, 
'*  that  *s  all.  That  *s  the  object  of  my 
tramp.  I  didn*t  think  yon  *d  remember 
me. 

1 1  art  Dyke  said  nothing,  but  looked  as 
if  he  saw  a  spirit  from  the  dead. 

'*  You  don't  .seem  very  |)leased  to  see 
me,"  went  on  the  okl  man.  **  Perliaps  my 
visit  ivas  rath(?r  unexpected.  But  I  've 
been  planning  it  for  .some  time." 

He  clutched  hold  of  his  stick  and 
shuffled  up  from  the  armchair,  and  now 
he  stooil  looking  on  Hart  Dyke.  There 
was  a  cold,  deceitful  look  in  his  eves, 
.mcl  in  them  glittered  a  gleam  of  triiimfth 
showing  traces  of  envy  and  hatred.  As 
tor  Hart  DyJce,  the  first  shock  that  he  liad 
felt  on  seeing  the  man  had  died  away. 
lie  had  recogni.sed  him  and  with  that 
recognition  sprang  forth  all  the  pent-up 
hatred  of  years.  His  breath  came  fa.st 
and  thick,  his  face  was  white  and  haggard; 
fur  a  moment  he  did  not  live  in  tlie 
present  —  the  past  rose  tlistinct  before 
him. 

'•  I  last  thou  found  iiif,  <  )  mine  enenn  ':  " 

m 

he  began. 

Hut  Bessie  hail  never  seen  her  lather 
look  like  this,  and  Ix-gan  rr\inir.  **  Dadtlie, 
daddie  !  '*  she  .said. 

Hart  Dyke  stopped  aiul  lilted  her  on 
his  knees. 
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•*  Don't  cry,  my  darling.  It 's  all  right. 
}'on /  "  he  added,  turning  to  the  tramp. 

**  Yes,  1  quite  understand/*  said  the 
tnitnp.  •*  Little  pitchers  have  long  ears. 
Wr  ran  go  on  with  our  conversation  at 
>our  convenience." 

'*  My  convenience  will  he  very  soon,  I 
swear." 

*•  You  always  were  accommodating. 
Hart,"  chuckled  the  old  man,  with  a  try 
at  sarcasm.  Then  he  made  himself  com- 
f«)rtahle  again  by  the  fire  with  a  satisfied 
look  on  his  face.  '*  Roads  are  so  deuced 
l)ad  after  this  last  rain.  (*lad  of  a  com- 
fortable rest,"  he  added. 

Hart  Dyke  said  nothing,  hut  comforted 
little  Bessie  and  gave  her  a  bag  of  sweets 
he  had  brought  home  with  him.  Then 
Carrie  said  tea  was  readv,  and  thev  all  sat 
down,  Bessie  still  on  her  father's  knee, 
while  Carrie  was  almost  hidden  bv  the 
teap(»t ;  but  the  old  man  kept  his  place  by 
the  fire,  and  put  his  cup  and  saucer  on  the 
box  beside  him. 

But  it  was  a  miserable  meal,  and  the 
chihlren  did  not  chatter  as  they  usually 
did.  It  seemed  as  if  something  awful 
were  going  to  happen. 

**  Don't  bother  to  clear  away,  my  pels ; 
leaw  the  things  as  they  are,"  Hart  Dyke 
said  wearily,  as  he  pushed  his  plate  aside. 
•*  .\nd  be  off  to  bed  now,  my  darlings. 
See,  Carrie,  that  the  light  is  put  out  all 
right.     I  Ml  feed  the  dogs,    (lood-night !  " 

He  kissed  them,  and  with  a  murmured 
gooil-nighl  to  the  man  by  the  fire,  they 
crept  with  the  candle  into  their  little 
room,  and  shut  the  door.  It  was  a  liny 
place,  with  a  mud  floor,  and  a  window 
high  up  near  the  roof.  The  children 
undressed  ([uickly  and  (juieily,  and  Carrie 
helped  Bessie  unbutton  her  frock  and  fold 
her  clothes  up  neatly  in  a  pile  on  the  chair. 

**  \Ye  must  say  our  prayers  now," 
whispered  Carrie  ;  **  let 's  kneel  down." 

•*  ( )h,  no  !  we  can't  without  father,"  said 
Bessie. 

**  Yes,  we  must.  Father  won't  come 
yet,  for  a  long  time.  He  wants  to  talk  to 
that  man.  But  we  must  whimper  them  : 
we  mustn't  make  a  noise.  Let 's  say  '  (  hir 
Father,*  and  *(jentle  Jesus' — vou  know 
Ihem." 


And  so  thev  knelt  down  side  bv  side  bv 
the  bed  and  said  their  pravers,  as  thev 
were  accustomed  to  do  to  their  father 
t»very  night.  Then  they  jumped  into  bed, 
and  Carrie  blew  the  candle  out.  Now 
they  could  see  the  light  from  the  living- 
room  shining  through  the  chinks  of  their 
door,  and  hear  the  voices — angr}'  voices, 
too — of  their  father  and  the  old  tramp. 

••  I  hale  him  !  Why  doesn't  he  go 
awav.-*"  said  Bessie. 

-Hush!     They'll  hear  you  I" 

"  I  want  daddie." 

**  Don't  cry,  Bessie,"  .said  Carrie,  tr}ing 
to  comfort  her.  **  They '11  go  to  bed  soon, 
and  then  father  will  come  in  and  kiss  us." 

**  I  '11  get  up  and  go  to  daddie." 

•'  No,  no,  you  mustn't ;  he  'd  be  angry." 

**  How  loud  they  're  talking.  I  'm  sure 
they're  quarrelling.     I  am  so  frightened." 

**  Don't  be  silly,  Bessie.  We  are  quite 
safe.     Come  nearer  me." 

And  the  two  little  girls  cuddled  nearer 
to  eomfort  one  another,  hiding  their  heads 
underneath  the  bed-clothes  for  j)rotcction. 
The  moon  had  risen  now  and  shone  in 
through  their  window,  making  a  silver  bar 
across  the  room  and  up  the  wall,  and  the 
wind  wailetl  dismally  round  the  house. 
The  children,  half  stifletl,  could  not  sleep, 
and  the  minutes  seemed  like  hours.  Now 
they  heard  their  father's  voice,  loud  and 
angr}-,  and  then  the  tramp  would  break  in 
with  a  few  lazy,  sneering  wonls. 

Suddenly  tiiere  came  a  great  gust  u{ 
wind  that  wliistled  all  under  the  roof;  the 
outside  d(»or  banged  to,  and  their  bed- 
room door  blew  open  with  a  i  rash.  The 
children  started  up,  terrified,  but  the  two 
men  tHd  not  seem  to  have  heard  it,  so 
inteiit  were  they  with  each  other.  The 
little  girls  could  watch  from  when'  they 
were,  kneeling  with  beating  hearts  close 
together  at  the  foot  of  the  bed.  They 
leant  over  the  rail  and  coiiM  not  take 
their  eves  awav. 

**  You  hypocrite  I  "  llari  Ihke  wa-> 
saying,  hurrii'dly  and  fiercely.  **  Brotherly 
affection  !  As  if  there  was  anyiliing  of  that 
kind  between  us.  All  that  ^-^rt  of  thing 
died  long  ago — before  even '* 

**  Now,  don't  be  hasiv.  You  alv\a\s 
were  of  such  a   fiery  temper.     Let  *s  talk 
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quietly.  Still,  all  the  same,  we  are 
brothers,  and  if  you  don't  feel  it  so,  I 
do.  And  now,  when  you're  up  in  the 
world  and  I  'm  down,  and  consider ^" 

"  No,  not  one  farthing  of  mine  will  I 
give  you.  And  this  is  the  last  time,  I 
swear,  you  shall  ever  enter  my  doors. 
Yes,  stop  your  cursing !  I  mean  it.  For 
the  sake  of  my  children  I  would  not  have 
you  within  a  mile  of  the  place.  They 
shall  never  know  they  have  such  a 
degraded  beast  for  an  uncle." 

*' That's  fine.    Yourself?" 

"All  my  life  long  you  have  been  my 
evil  genius,  had  me  under  your  power, 
and  played  the  devil  with  me.  I  admit 
that — all ;  I  know  I  was  a  weak  fool,  but 
now  I  mean  to  put  a  stop  to  it.  As  a 
young  man  you  ruined  me — a  beautiful 
brother  indeed  !  I  was  branded  before  the 
world  as  a  liar,  forger,  felon,  when  a  word 
from  you  would  have  saved  me.  There 
was  only  one  who  still  believed  in  me,  and 
it  was  through  you  she  lost  her  faith  and 
thought  me  as  worthless  as  the  others  did. 
It  was  you  who  turned  her  heart  away 
from  me.  By  God !  I  could  have  shot 
you  both  the  day  you  were  married — 
Mary,  the  only  woman  I  ever  loved,  and 
you." 

**  Bah  !  why  rake  up  the  past }  What 's 
the  use  of  growing  sentimental  at  our 
age  ?  Besides,  you  got  over  it  all  right, 
it  seems :  married  someone  else,  and 
settled  down  comfortably." 

**  Married  ?  Yes,  a  man  must  have 
someone  to  cook  for  him  and  darn  his 
socks  in  this  country.  But  Mary,  and  all 
the  things  I  endured  from  you  for  her 
sake  !     And  when  I  came  out  of " 

"  You  needn't  go  into  details.  Have 
some  respect  for  the  family  pride." 

*'I  have  none.  When  I  came  out  of 
gaol  and  had  started  fair  once  more  at  the 
Diamond  Fields,  there  you  appeared  to 
haunt  me  again.  You  know  what  I  did  for 
Mar}''s  sake.  Many  a  time  have  I  screened 
you  in  order  to  shelter  her  ;  and  how  many 
times  have  I  not  emptied  my  purse  into  her 
hands  to  provide  her  with  bare  necessaries, 
while  you  gambled  away  and  drank  like  a 
fish }  Don't  speak.  You  know  this  is 
true.     Oh  !  I  often  think  now  what  a  fool 


I  was  to  do  it.  But,  never  again.  And 
then  she  died,  and  I  trelLked.  This  place 
was  a  wilderness  when  I  came.  See  what 
it  is  now.  I  have  worked  hard,  and  thia  is 
the  second  start.  You  have  found  me 
out,  but,  I  tell  you,  I  'm  not  to  be  made 
a  fool  of  this  time.  You  'ii  get  nothing  Out 
of  me,  so  you  'd  better  clear  before  I  turn 
you  out.  And  I  warn  you  not  to  come  this 
way  again.  Do  you  understand  ?  I  mfl 
not  have  you  near  my  children ** 

*'  You* re  a  short-sighted  fellow,  as  jon 
always  were.  I'll  speak  plain,  then. 
Don't  you  see  I  've  tracked  yoa  out 
because  I  'm  hard  up  ?  I  haven't  enough 
for  a  drink  on  me.  Do  you  think  I  tramp 
the  country  for  pleasure,  or  come  to  see 
you  for  pleasure  ?  I  never  did  think  much 
of  your  common-sense." 

"  I  '11  show  you  some  now,  then.  Clear 
out,  I  say,  before  I  kick  you  out ! " 

**  Steady,  my  dear  boy.  Not  so  qniclu 
Don't  talk  of  kicking  me  out.  TJnen 
here.  Calm  down.  Let 's  come  to  terms; 
I  'm  willing.  I  don't  want  to  be  hard  on 
you.  Now,  how  much  cash  have  you  got 
in  the  house  ?  " 

**  What  on  earth  do  you  mean — ^terms  ?" 

"  Well,  old  man,  you  see  it 's  best  for 
us  to  keep  friends.  Suppose,  now,  I  went 
and  said  all  I  knew  about  you.  It  wouldn*t 
be  very  nice,  would  it  ?  I  mean  to  say 
it  wouldn't  be  very  pleasant  if  those  two 
little  girls,  for  instance,  came  to  know  that 
their  father  had  been — well,  not  to  put  it 
delicately,  a  gaol-bird.  But  you  can  pre-^ 
vent  it  by " 

"You  blackguard!  ^ly  children!  Yod- 
dare  !  I  warn  you.  Be  off,  before  I  toodl, 
you.  I  told  you  the  past  is  dead.  I  mean 
it ;  I  will  have  it  so." 

And  he  looked  fierce  and  wild  as  he 
hissed  these  words.  His  eyes  shone,  and 
he  was  trembling  with  rage.  The  tramp 
gave  a  start  backwards,  frightened  at  the 
storm  he  had  raised,  seized  his  stick, 
and  held  it  as  if  for  protection  in  front  of 
him. 

'*  You  coward  !  Would  you  ?  "  protested 
the  old  man,  trembling. 

But  Hart  Dyke  did  not  listen.  He  felt 
this  was  to  be  the  final  reckoning.  All 
his  pent-up  anger  and  hatred  blazed  oof 
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//,-  Ihrr..'  him,.-lj  ■"•  the  ..ihci . 

ill  this  last  outbreak.     He  knew  tliis  was  stnig^jJitij;  "ith  I'a.li  <ii!].-r.     'liny  iiu.-red 

to  be  revenge  for  the  ignominy  i)r  \\-a\%.  nci  cry  as  ilny  cliitii:  iirie  i<i  ilu-  <ii1i.t.  but 

His  shameful  youth,  Mary,  the  ulu.le  ui  their  l>reath  latne  ilijik  ami  \\>-.i\\    iiilh 

his  .iisiortcil  life,  rose  before  liim,  eryiii't.  pas^iMriale     sni.riv,    while     [In-     eliil.lren 

••Revenge!"  screatneii  witli  rii,!;lii. 

H«   threw   himself  on   the   oiher — his  On,    on    ihey    wrestlr.l.    ilie    i>h]    man 

lirolhct — and  there  the  two  men  fouglit.  getting  weaker,  uniil  llicy  gave  a  siuhien 

They  swayed  to  and  fro  like  wild  beasts  lunge;  the  table  turned  over;  there  >vas  a 
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great  crasii  as  they  fell  in  a  heap  to  the 
ground,  and  it  was  all  dark. 

*  *  *  * 

The  hours  passed.  (Jutside  the  moon 
was  shining,  but  the  night  was  not  calm, 
as  sometimes.  The  wind  was  strong  and 
cheerless,  and  the  little  clouds  seemed  to 
flv  across  the  moon's  face. 

Awav  the  other  side  of  the  ostrich- 
camps  the  river  wound,  and  there  was  a 
large  stretch  of  sand  on  the  bank.  All 
around  were  the  willow-trees,  where  the 
children  often  used  to  come  and  play,  but 
to-night  they  seemed  to  wave  sadly  among 
the  clouds  of  blowing  sand,  and  the  wind 
made  a  mournful  sound  by  the  reeds  in  the 
river. 

Near  the  willows  a  man  was  kneeling 
down  :  he  looked  like  a  black  smudge 
upon  the  sand,  gleaming  white  in  the 
moonlight.  He  was  busy — very  busy — 
working  with  his  hands  like  a  wild  animal 
making  its  burrow.  He  had  thrown  away 
his  spade ;  he  felt  he  would  be  quicker 
shovelling  without  it.  He  did  not  stop 
for  a  moment ;  he  was  burying — some- 
thing ;  and  the  hole  had  to  be  filled  in, 
but  the  work  would  soon  be  over  now. 
The  *' thing"  was  covered  up,  and  the  earth 
would  speedily  be  level  again.  Quickly 
he  worked,  not  stopping  to  take  breath, 
while  large  drops  of  sweat  gathered  on  his 
clammy  forehead.  Never  had  he  worked 
so  hard,  so  hurriedly,  as  now,  for  he  felt 
that  every  moment  was  priceless,  that  he 
was  running  a  race  with  life  itself. 

At  last  it  was  done.  Hart  Dyke  got  up, 
shook  the  sand  from  his  clothes,  and 
leaning  on  his  spade,  mopped  his  brow 
with  a  sigh  of  relief.  He  looked  fearfully 
around  and  listened  :  no  sound  but  the 
wind  in  the  trees  and  the  murmuring  of 
the  water.  lUit  it  was  eerie,  and  the  moon 
shone  bright  and  cold  ;  he  shivered  as  if 
he  still  felt  the  touch  of  the  dead  man's 
body.  Would  it  always  haunt  him  thus  ? 
But  he  made  an  eftbrt,  clenched  his  teeth, 
and  started  homewards.  A  branch  touched 
him  as  he  passed  ;  he  jumped  aside  with  a 
beatinor  heart,  then  he  dashed  awav  from 
the  river  up  the  sandbank  on  to  the  rocks 
above.  Thc^re  he  felt  forced  to  pause  and 
look  round  once   again,  and  the  face  he 


turned  to  the  light  was  old,  shrivelled,  and 
ashen  white.  His  eyes  at  once  glanced 
towards  the  willow-trees,  and  he  saw  how 
the  wind  had  l)lown  the  sand  and  so 
smoothed  everjthing ;  even  his  last  foot- 
prints had  disappeared.  It  was  good. 
Nobody  would  know,  and  he  went  on  home. 
He  thought  no  one  had  seen  him,  but 
he  was  wnmg ;  the  moon  had  been 
watching  him  all  the  time ;  and  the  old 
Hottentot  who  had  come  to  steal  a  goat — 
he  had  seen  him,  too,  as  he  lay  hiding  in 
the  sluit  near  by. 

«  «  «  « 

The  two  little  girls  could  not  understand 
what  had  happened — what  had  come  over 
their  dear,  kind  father.  He  had  looked 
so  wild  and  fierce,  as  he  had  never  looked 
before  !  The  awful  fright,  and  the  noise, 
and  the  crash,  and  the  dark !  Long  after, 
when  they  had  crouched  down  in  bed 
again,  they  had  heard  their  father  come 
in — they  knew  his  step.  He  had  struck  a 
match  and  shut  their  bed-roc^m  door. 
Then  they  heard  a  rumbling  on  the  floor 
as  if  he  were  dragging  along  a  sack  of 
mealies,  and  it  went  bump,  bump  on  the 
steps  of  the  stoep  outside.  Then  all  was 
still,  but  an  awful  feeling  stole  over  the 
liouse,  f(*arful  and  ghostly.  The  children 
felt  it  in  their  bed,  and  shiveretl. 

"  Carrie,"  whispered  Bessie,  beginning 
to  cry  again,  **  let  \s  go  to  daddie,  I  am 
so  frightened.     Perhaps  that  horrid  man 


is  gone.     Do  come  !  " 


But  when  they  had  scrambled  out  of  bed 
there  was  no  one  to  be  found. 

''  Daddie,  iladdie  !  *'  they  called. 

No  answer. 

They  dared  not  go  farther  than  the 
stoep,  everything  looked  so  strange  and 
uncanny  in  the  moonlight,  and  there  they 
sat  and  cried,  fully  believing  they  were 
deserted.  But  at  last  Hart  Dvke  came. 
cre(^])ing  wearily  home  through  the  bush, 
and  the  children  rushed  towards  him,  and 
were  caught  sobbing  to  his  breast. 

"  Daddie,  we  thought  you  were  gone," 
said  Carrie.     **  What  has  happened  ?** 

"  Yes,"  cried  Bessie,  "  we  didn't  know 
what  to  do.     Wc  saw — we  heard " 

*'  What,  children  !  i\Iy  darlings,"  he 
broke  in.     **  Vou  were  awake  ?    Vou  saw  ? 
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You  heard  ?  Good  God  F "  he  groaned 
in  agony.  But  he  recovered  himself. 
**  Listen,"  he  went  on  ;  "  you  must  forget 
all  you  saw.  You  must  promise  me.  You 
must  not  say  anything  about  it  to  anyone — 
not  to  Johnnie  even,  or  Mrs.  Baillie.  If 
you  do,  they  will  come  and  take  me  away 
from  you — ^}ou  will  never  see  me,  because 
I  should  go  far  away.  You  wouldn't  like 
me  to  go,  would  you  }  " 

"  No,  father  dear,"  murmured  the 
children. 

"  Well  now,  then,  each  of  you  in  turn 
say  after  me  this.  Carrie,  you  are  oUl 
enough  to  understand  ;  and  you,  too,  my 
little  Bessie.  I  know  she  will  do  whatever 
father  tells  her.  Now  kneel  down,  both 
of  you,  and  say,  *  1  promise,  father,  I  will 
not  tell  anybody  of  what  I  saw  to-night. 
So  help  mc  Lord  !  *  " 

Trembling,  they  repeated  the  words, 
then  he  drew  them  passionately  to  him 
and  kissed  them.  But  as  they  turned 
towards  the  house,  he  saw  something — a 
dark  patch  on  Bessie's  night  <T^own — and 
he  shivered  all  over. 

**  What  is  this  ? "  he  said,  pulling  her 
hastily  towards  him. 

**  She  tumbled  clown  indoors,  as  \vc  were 
running  out,  father,"  said  Carrie  ;  ''  1  sup- 
pose there  must  he  something  s[)ilt  on  the 
floor." 

**  Quick !  come  indoors!"  eried  Hart 
Dyke,  with  a  hunted  look  darting  across 
his  face  as  he  glanced  involuntarily  hehiiui 
to  see  if  anyone  was  watching.  "  Carrie, 
take  her  and  put  her  on  something  (*ise, 
and  give  that  thing  to  me.  He  cjuick ! 
Stay  in  your  room  —shut  the  door.  Don't 
be  frightened — I  shall  be  here.  Don't  cry, 
sweethearts !     There,  good-night." 

He  shut  the  door,  took  a  candle  and 
looked  all  round  the  room.  Kverything 
was  in  confusion ;  and,  yes — they  were 
right — there  was  a  large  pool  on  the  floor. 
It  was  blood  I  But  he  knew  it  must  be  got 
rid  of,  though  his  hands  trembled  with 
horror  at  the  thought  of  touching  it.  He 
took  a  cloth  and  wiped  it  up,  but  the  stain 
still  remained  on  the  boanls. 

He  rubbed  hard,  but  there  it  was  still. 
He  grew  frantic,  and  got  the  scrubbini,^- 
brush   and    scrubbed    awav   with   all   his 


might  till  at  last  the  patch  seemed  to  grow 
fainter  and  fainter. 

It  faded  quite  away  just  as  the  day  was 
breaking  in  the  east,  and  by  the  time  the 
sun  rose  the  whole  room  looked  as  neat 
and  clean  as  when  old  Sarah  scrubbed  it 
out  on  a  Saturday  afternoon. 

The  next  morning  everything  seemed  as 
usual  to  the  children  except  that  father 
looked  white  and  .sad,  and  gave  a  start  and 
cr}'  when  he  heard  Carrie  let  a  cup  fall 
with  a  crash. on  the  kitchen  floor.  And  as 
the  days  went  on,  that  night  seemed  to 
them  as  if  it  must  have  been  a  terrible 
dream,  which  they  would  by-and-by 
forget,  when  father  looked  strong  and 
well  again. 

It  had  been  raining  up-country,  and  the 
river  was  full  and  could  not  be  crossed 
bv  the  house,  so  the  children  had  seen 
nothing  of  little  Johnnie.  Only  farther 
down,  on  horseback,  could  they  get  through 
the  river  by  a  drift,  and  no  one  had  come 
bv  the  farm  for  over  a  week.  It  seemed 
as  if  they  had  quite  got  into  their  old  ways 
again.  The  children  helped  old  Sarah  in 
the  housework  in  the  daytime,  and  at 
\\\\A\i  learned  their  lessons  with  their 
father;  and  Carrie  petted  the  chickens 
and   Bessie  watered  the  i^arden. 

But  this  (lid  \\()i  lasl  long. 

One  niorninu:,  when  Carrie  was  feedinii: 
her  fowls,  siu-  sawlier  father  come  running 
down  the  rise  from  the  ostrich-camps.  She 
had  never  seen  him  run  like  that  before, 
and  when  he  stopped  he  was  panting  like 
a  doi^. 

**  Carrie,  my  darling,"  he  said,  ami  then 
paused  to  get  breath.  '*  Listen,  listen 
(juicklv  to  what  1  have  to  sav.  I  must 
go—" 

"  Father  !  What  f  Where  }  We  must 
go  loo!" 

•*  No,  listen,  be  a  good  child  " — fondling 
her  hair — **  I  can't  take  you  with  me  now  ; 
but  some  day  I  will  come  hack  for  you,  if 
you  're  good  and  do  as  I  tell  you.  They — 
thev  know  all  about — about " 

'*  About  him  }  "  whispered  Carrie. 

**  Yes  .  .  .  and  they  are  coming  for  me." 

That  morning,  when  he  was  up  in  the 
ostrich-camps  among  the  thorn-trees,  he 
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had  seen  two  men  searching  and  digging 
on  the  sandbank  by  the  river.  He  could 
not  move,  fascinated,  but  his  heart  stood 
still  when  he  saw  they  had  found  i/.  He 
felt  all  was  lost,  but  yet  a  wild  hope  filled 
his  breast  when  presently  they  crossed  and 
went  over  the  river  again.  That  gave  him 
time.  He  would  hide,  he  would  fly,  he 
would  escape  them  somehow. 

**  Yes,  they  will  soon  come.  You  must 
say  I  have  gone  to  the  sea  —  Port 
Elizabeth " 

"  But,  father  !  " 

**  Yes,  yes,  but  I  shan't  leave  you. 
They  will  think  I  am  gone,  but  I 
shall  stay  here  for  a  time.  You  know 
the  deep  hole  in  the  *  Krantz '  near  the 
Bushman's  Cave,  far  up  the  mountain. 
There — then  we  can  go  away  afterwards 
together.  But  you  must  give  me  some 
food  every  day.  Put  it  in  the  sluit  by 
the  prickly-pear  hedge — that  will  be  a 
good  place — underneath  the  largest  one 
nearest  the  kopje.  I  will  get  it  at  night. 
For  (}od's  sake,  tell  nobody — not  even 
Bessie,  or  Johnnie,  or  Mrs.  Baillie.  Say 
I  've  gone  away — remember — and  say  he 
went  on  that  night  after  supper  when  the 
moon  rose.  Remember — but  I  can  trust 
you,  my  own  little  girl.  Good  -  bye, 
darling."  He  almost  broke  down  as  he 
kissed  her,  but  he  started  up  again. 
"Hark!      There's   a   cart.      I    know    it. 

Thc^  are  crossing  the  drift "  and  he 

dashed  away  through  the  bush. 

Ikit  it  must  have  been  his  own  fancy, 
for  Carrie  heard  nothing,  but  sat  be- 
wildered and  sorrow-stricken,  listening  in 
the  grass.  Then  her  brain  got  clearer, 
and,  child  as  she  was,  she  seemed  to  he 
able  to  understand  everything  now,  but 
through  it  all  her  love  and  devotion  for 
her  father  remained.  She  could  believe 
nothing  but  good  of  him.  It  seenunl  as 
if  it  were  he  and  she  together  battlinir 
against  the  whole  world.  She  would  be  a 
woman  ;  she  would  save  him,  she  told 
herself,  as  she  bit  her  little  lips  and 
clenched  her  hands — thev  would  outwit 
cill  the  wicked  people  in  the  world,  he 
and  she. 

Then  she  got  up  and  told  Bessie  he  was 
gone,  and   then    scolded  her  for   crj-ing. 


and  afterwards  they  both  went  into   the 
house  to  help  Sarah  make  the  bread. 

All  the  day  long  Carrie  kept  waiting, 
expecting  someone  to  come,  and  just  at 
sunset  two  men  rode  up.  Carrie  recog- 
nised them  by  their  clothes — they  were 
C.M.R.  men,  and  they  had  rifles,  too! 
But  she  was  brave,  and  answered  their 
questions  so  well  that  the  one  said  to  the 
other,  **  Ah,  I  told  you  so,  Giflbrd !  These 
children  know  nothibg.  He  may  have 
gone  ofl*,  as  they  say,  and  else  may  be 
skulking  about  here.  Anyhow,  we  will 
thoroughly  overhaul  the  place." 

So,  after  a  drink  of  calabash  milk,  'they 
started  off  again,  and  Carrie  kept  awake 
all  night,  fearful  lest  they  had  found  her 
father  and  wondering  if  he  were  safe  up 
in  the  rocks,  liessie  had  cried  herself  to 
sleep,  and  Carrier  envied  her  as  she  tossed 
about  imaginin.j^  horrors,  always  seeing 
before  her  (nos  the  awful  scene  they  had 
V.  atched  through  the  door  that  night. 

In  the  morning  only  one  of  the  C.M.R. 
men  came  back,  and  he  came  to  stay, 
he  said,  and  lold  the  children  not  to 
be  frightened  as  he  would  take  care  of 
them.  He  made  himself  quite  at  home, 
put  his  horsc^  in  the  stable,  and  when  he 
came  in,  laid  down  for  a  sleej)  in  their 
father's  room  ;  after  that,  he  sat  on  the 
stoep  with  his  pipe,  and  took  Bessie  in 
his  arms  and  told  her  tales  :  but  Carrie 
wouUi  not  make  friends,  and  wondered  if 
he  would  ever  go.  She  was  glad  when 
Mrs.  Baillie  and  Johnnie  drove  up  in  their 
old  cart  with  the  Kalfir,  and  she  quite 
clung  to  Mrs.  I^aillie  as  she  stooped  and 
kissed  her. 

"  My  poor  child ;  poor  little  thing,*' 
said  the  motherlv  creature. 

Then  the  children  went  do^\'n  into  the 
garden  with  Johnnie,  while  Mrs.  Baillie 
sat  drinking  coffee  on  the  stoep  and  talk- 
ing  to  the  C.M.R. 

"Oh,  my  !  but  it  was  a  terrible  thing," 
she  was  saying :  "  we  c  ould  scarcely 
believe  it !  That  poor  old  man  called 
at  our  house  that  very  day.  I  remember 
quite  well.  He  wore  a  red  handkerchief 
round  his  neck,  and  Johnnie  saw  him, 
too,  over  here.  We  should  never  have 
thought    it      of      Hart      Dyke.         Why, 
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Mr.  Baillie  looked  upon  him  as  a  brother ! 
But  then  he  always  was  peculiar,  and  I 
thought  it  was  veiy  pkicky  of  her  to  marry 
him.  She  came  from  down  by  Bushman's 
River,  and  she  has  a  brother  living  there 
now.     I  thought  something  must  be  done 


think  it  would  be  a  long  job,    A  man 
couldn't  live  on  air. 

And  so  it  war,  that  the  two  little  girls 
stayed  on  in  the  house  with  old  Sarah 
and  the  C.M.R,  Mrs.  BailHc  came  over 
■veiy  day,  too,  for  she  felt  "  so  sorry  for 


for  the  children,  so  1  wrote  to  him  last      those  poor  lambs,"  and  she  might  have 
night.     1  don't  agree  with  visiting  the  sins     added  that  she  didn't  often  get  the  chance 


AnJ  then  for 


of  the  fathers  upon  the  children,  so  I  'vc 
come  to  takf  them  back  wilh  me  to-nijrlit. 
I  can't  bear  to  think  of  them  all  alonf 
here." 

Hut  the  C.M.R,  interposed,  (.'apiain's 
..niers  were,  he  said,  that  the  <!iiUlnn 
should  stay  there.  There  was  nc.  irllini; 
but  that  Hart  Dyke  might  double  back 
again  to  see  them — ihev  lunUl  fin<l  no 
ciuc  of  him  getting  far  away.  He  was 
veiy  sorrr  for  the  little  'uns,  but  he  didn't 


of  havin?  a  dial  «iili  siuh  a  hands<.nu> 
s..ldi.-r.  with  bis  lii.i;  black  ni.msiacbe  aiid 
hat  turned  ii].  at  llir  m.!.-. 

The  (.'.M-k.  bad  U",v,-lv  si..ri.>  ti.  i.Ol. 
fan-ir.  lU■^sie.  au.l  !..hiini.-  w..iil<l  all 
iTowd  round  to  li-ti-n.  aiul  th.-ii  ib'V 
H.mlil  look  at  hi>  «:iiJi— a  «<iii,l.rrnl 
walib.  ibal  «ould  juni).  .ipcii  wbeii  llii  y 
blfw— and  sometimes  lie  huuI.I  j-lay 
'■coup"  «ith  them  round  the  bouse.  Hut 
often  Carrie  would  steal   away,  saying  she 
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must  fccil  her  cliickcns  or  hunt  up  the 
eg^j^s  iii  the  garden,  anil  it  would  !)e  quite 
dark  when  she  came  back.  But  she  did 
not  take  tlie  basketful  to  the  chickens, 
they  often  had  to  go  without  in  those  days, 
for  sIk-  hid  it  away  under  the  great  prickly- 
l)ear  bush  near  tlie  kopje.  It  was  far  from 
the  house,  and  very  dithcult  to  get  there 
.safely  :  she  was  so  frightcneil  of  being  seen. 

She  would  go  slowl)  and  carefully, 
hiding  down  and  crouching  behind  tlie 
busli  at  the  slightest  noise,  even  a  bird 
giving  a  sudden  whistle  would  make  her 
heart  beat  fast. 

She  never  gave  in.  Kvery  day  she  j)Ut 
the  basketful  of  food  there,  and  everv 
night  it  was  taken,  so  she*  knew  father  was 
well  and  near  them  still.  She  did  so  long 
to  see  him,  and  would  wait  hiding  quite  a 
long  time  in  the  sluit  near  by,  half  hoj)ing 
that  he  would  come,  and  yet  half  afraid  lest 
he  would.      But  she  never  saw  him  there. 


*i 


* 


It  \va^  over  a  fortnight  now  since  the 
C.M.R.  came,  and  he  was  getting  tired 
of  it.  "  This  is  an  infernal  long  job,"  he 
said  to  himself,  as  he  sal  smoking  lazily 
outside.  "Thev'reall  wronir.  W'hv,  the 
chap  V  lialf-way  to  England  by  now." 
Antl  lit-  \awned  and  thought  of  his  swe<'t- 
hearl,  the  barmaid  at  Tsomo,  and  how 
he  wanted  to  see  her  again.  Then  he 
watched  Bessie  making  mud  pies  bv  the 
stoep  and  messinjT  her  |>inat()re,  and  Carrie 
as  she  started  olV  trom  tiie  house  in  her 
kapjc  with  a  largj  basket  (»t  boiled  meali<'s 
on  her  arm. 

**  W  hat  a  silly  child  !  "  he  went  on, 
thinking  idly.  "  She  doesn't  look  a  bit  at 
w  hat  she  *.s  doing.  I'hat  basket  has  a  big 
hole  at  the  side — she'll  have  lost  half 
the  mealies  by  the  time  she  gets  to  the 
fowls." 

But  he  was  too  lazy  to  tall  after  her,  and 
he  sat  smoking  his  pipe  and  idly  watihing 
her  as  she  went  on  anil  on  down  the  j»ath, 
disappearing  and  then  api>earing  again 
lik(»  a  blue   speck  among  the   bushes. 

**  The  chii  ken>  .-'  "  he  womk-red.  "  They 
don't  live  ilown  there.  Where  on  earth 
can  she  be  going  to?" 

Anil  then  for  onte  in  his  life  an  iilea 
seemed  to  strike  him. 


**  Boiled  mealies,  too !  I  saw  them  in 
the  basket  on  the  kitchen  tal)1e — for  iIk- 
fowls!" 

He  c|uite  woke  up  now,  ami  In-gaii 
thinking  so  haril  that  his  pipe  went  out. 
and  then,  long  after  Carrie  liail  conu- 
home,  he  put  on  his  hat  and  sauntered  alont; 
the  path  where  the  mealies  lav  .scattered 
like  beads  from  a  broken  necklace. 

When  he  came  bjick  he  seemed  von- 
pleased,  and  called  Carrie  to  him  ana 
kissed  her,  and  first  called  her  *'  a  ciinnin.:: 
little  devil,**  and  then,  a  nittling  goo^l 
little  woman,  after  all.'* 

^  it  '>*  « 

That  night,  when  all  was  quiet,  two  men 

with  rifles,  in  blue  uniforms,  lav   hidini:  in 

the  sluit  by  the  j)rickly  pears.      And   when 

Hart  Dyke  crept  down  from  the  mountain, 

they    sprang    upon    him,   and    put     h«»avv 

things  on   his  wrists,  and  carried    liim  off 

with  them  ti»  King. 

<;^  #  <?  -ss- 

Perhaps  this  is  all  that  is  best  to  know 
about  Hart  Dvke. 

When  it  was  all  over,  their  inicle  came 
to  fetch  the  two  little  girls  to  take  tliem 
back  with  him  to  his  honu\  far  awav  bv 
the  Ihishman's  Kiver. 

The  horses  were  being  iuspanned,  and 
the  three  children  were  saying  "(]i»oil- 
bve." 

**  \'es,  "  said  Johnnie,  *'  1  am  ver\  .sorrv 
tor    \()u.     ]\Iv    mother     savs,     now      \onr 

'  •  •  • 

father '>  in  prison,  no  one  will  nuirrv  vou. 
Hut  don't  ir\,  I  shan't  ndnd — I  will  take 
care  of  you  both,  though  I  haven't  made 
njj  mv  mind  vet  which  to  marrv." 

"  I  don't  want  tomarrv,"  sobbed  Carrie. 
**  I  want  mv  chickens  and  mv  dear  little 
white  turkey." 

"And  I  ilon't  want  to  leave  my  llowers. 
My  sunflower  se<'d  is  jn>t  coming  up.'* 
cried  Bessie. 

Then  after  man\  ki.sses  and  sobs  ami 
hugs,  they  got  into  the  cart,  anil  iheir 
uncle  cracked  the  whi|)  and  off  they  drove. 

"Wait  till  I'm  a  nuin,"  [ohnnie  called 
after  them.  "  I'll  c  «»mc  and  fetch  vou  both, 
and  we'll  all  live  together  again.  1  .shall 
s«)on  be  grown  up  -  I  shan't  forget  you!** 

Ihu  they  never  saw  him  again,  nor  came 
back  to  H.nt  l)\ki''s  Rest. 
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men,  in  their  terror,  called  aloud.  **  Witch- 
craft!" and  the  Suzerainty  was  in  a 
ferment  of  unrest  and  suspicion. 

From  the  peasants  it  spread  to  the 
Chateau. 

**  A  pack  of  fools,  Marmontel ! "  said 
Beaufoy  wraihfully.  **Did  lightning  never 
blaze  in  Angoumois  before  ?  " 

** Aye,  Seigneur;  but  to  kill  a  priest" — 
and  the  squire  shook  his  head  solemnly — 
*Mhat,  truly,  was  the  work  of  the  devil  " 

**And  since  when  have  vou  been  so 
fond  of  a  monk  ? ''  scoffed  his  master. 
**  Why,  man,  I  have  known  you  threaten 
to  hang  ox\v  in  his  own  girdle  ;  and  you 
would  have  done  it,  too,  had  I  but  nodded. 
Does  a  grey  frock  charm  a  man,  forsooth, 
that  a  thunderbolt  shall  not  harm  him  ? 
A  pack  of  fools,  I  sav  again — a  pack  of 
fools!" 

*'  Hut,  Seigneur,  look  at  the  corn  and 
uiiie '* 

**  I  would  to  the  Lord  we  could  !  Now, 
tliat  is  serious.  A  monk  more  or  less  we 
could  spare,  but  scant  bread  and  spoilt 
drink  hit  us  sorelv." 

•*  Did  1  not  sav  so.^"  cried  Marmontel, 
pri'ssing  forward  in  his  eagerness.  **  It  is 
witchcraft,  Seigneur,  and  until  fire  has 
swrpt  Heaufoy  there  will  be  no  man  safe.'' 

**  J'ush  !  '*  and  Raimond  dc  Heaufoy 
beat  his  liaiui  on  the  table  bv  which  he 
sat.  **  Was  it  witchcrtd't  four  years  back 
when  the  wlieat  rotted  in  the  wet  ?  Was 
it  witchcraft  or  a  May  frost  the  year  before 
when  the  vines  went  black  in  a  night  ? 
Was  it  wilehcrafl  or  a  fool's  choice  of  a 
site  that  drowned  J^ourjeu  in  the  river's 
overflow  r  Was  it  witchcraft — but,  there, 
a  i)ack  of  fools,  brainless  as  hares  !  As  for 
fire,  1  know  what  you  would  be  at, 
Marmontel ;  you  would  have  me  set  stake 
and  pih'  faggot,  and  so  burn  incense  to 
the  devil.  Hui  I  '11  have  none  of  that, 
and  the  man  who  takes  the  law  into  his  own 
hands  must  deal  with  Raimond  de  Beaufov. 

0 

Hy  the  Lord,  he  '11  suj)  sorrow  for  his  pains  ! 
N'ouand  they  have  gone  crazed,  ^Vlarmontel, 
but  1  have  medicine  will  cure  vou  all, 
and  that  vou  had  tell  them.  When  the 
plague  swept  us,  there  was  no  way  of 
st«aying  the  terror  in  the  quaking  wretches 
.s«iv(»  the  way  that  Madame,  my  wife,  took ; 


and  may  God  remember  it  to  her  in  H» 
mercy,  as  I  have  no  doubt  He  has,  and 
will.  For  when  they  saw  a  white-£(UXtt 
woman  go  amongst  them  as  tranqoil  and 
calm  as  if  she  did  no  more  than  her  housr 
duties  in  the  midst  of  her  maids,  they  took 
heart  in  their  shame,  and  so  a  frail  woman 
saved  Beaufoy.  Biit  this  is  a  new  terror, 
and  needs  a  new  cure,  and,  by  St.  Frands! 
I  know  the  medicine,  and  will  deal  it  out 
in  no  small  doles.  Rod  and  cord  and 
branding-iron  for  the  good  of  their  souls ; 
these,  friend  Marmontel,  arc  the  drugs 
that  Beaufoy  needs  to  purge  its  terror  and 
madness,  and,  the  saints  helping  me, 
purged  by  these  it  shall  be,  if  needs  must.** 

•*  But,  Seigneur,  the  witchcraft " 

**  Is  of  your  own  making.  Get  you  gone 
now  and  warn  them.  What  I  have  set  mv 
oath  to  I  will  do,  for  all  my*  three-score- 
and-nine  years." 

**  Aye,"  said  Marmontel  in  his  beard,  as 
he  tramped  away  from  the  Justice-room, 
across  the  broad  hall,  and  down  the 
lorridor  to  his  quarters  ;  **  but,  by  reason 
of  those  same  nine-and-sixty  years,  the 
Seigneur  knows  less  of  Beaufoy  and  its 
temper  than  1  do.  'Tis  a  pity  the  Sieur 
Franc^ois  is  away  earwigging  the  young 
King.  He  would  do  more  for  the  Suzerainty 
here  on  the  spot  than  he  will  in  Paris.  A 
plague  upon  Paris !  A  plague  on  the 
Seigneur's  temper !  A  plague  upon  this 
devil's  work  abroad  !  A  plague  on  the  Lord 
knows  what  all  !  " 

But,  though  he  gnawed  his  moustache 
in  his  vexation,  he  spoke  no  word  aloud, 
lor  Heaufov's  men  had  a  wholesome  ft*ar 
of  the  wrath  and  justice  of  their  master. 

Pour  days  later  the  storm  broke. 

**  1  am  your  man,  Seigneur,*'  said 
Marmontel,  with  a  sullen  look  on  his  face 
that  was  not  wont  to  be  there.  **  For 
seven  generations,  or  maybe  eight,  I  and 
mine  have  served  you  and  yours ;  and  so, 
though  1  think  the  folk  are  right,  I  tell  you 
there  is  bad  work  over  at  Mesnil.  Mind, 
1  say  again,  I  think  the  folk  are  right ;  but, 
if  there  was  a  burning  at  Mesnil  and  you 
not  told,  you  would  say  1  was  no  true 
ser\-ant  to  Ik*aufov.*' 

The  Seigneur  was  seated  under  the 
shadow  of  the  great  oak  that  grew  to  the 
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south  of  the  Justice-room,  and  as  he 
looked  out  into  the  breathless  swelter  of 
the  sun,  he  had  no  mind  to  face  the  heat. 

"  What !  "  said  he  ;  **  has  a  cow  slipped 
its  calf,  or  another  barrel  of  ale  gone 
sour  ?     Wait  till  the  cool,  Marmontel." 

**  It  is  murder,  Seigneur,'*  answered  thr 
squire  curtly;  *'and  murder's  still  murder 
in  Beaufoy,  whether  it  be  for  hate,  greed, 
or  witchcraft." 

**  Murder  —  and  at  Mesnil  ?  "  —  and 
Beaufoy  straightened  himself  in  his  chair. 
''*Come,"  he  went  on  sternly,  "  is  this  not 
more  of  your  fooFs  terror  ?" 

**Am  I  afraid  for  the  killing  of  a 
babe.''"  said  Marmontel  with  a  fine 
contempt.  **  I  trow  not.  But  the  folk  at 
Mesnil  are  wild,  and  lean  Troves  is 
wildest  of  all.  Can  a  man  blame  him  ? 
A  son  born  to  him  two  weeks  ago,  after 
fifteen  years  of  prayers,  and  now  made 
iiway  with,  unbaptised.  My  faith.  Seigneur, 
if,  thirty  years  ago,  one  had  laid  hands  on 
the  little  Sieur " 

**  What  ?     On  a  Beaufoy  ?  " 

**  For  that" — and  Marmontel  laughed 
bitterly — "flesh  is  flesh,  and  blood  's  blood. 
The  poor  at  least  are  akin  to  the  rich  in 
the  love  of  father  and  child.  The  Mesnil 
folk  are  men  and  women  as  well  as  we." 

*'  And  what  of  Troves'  lad  ?  " 

"  Last  night  he  was  there  ;  this  morning 
tiie  father  left  mother  and  babe  asleep, 
and  when  she  woke-  he  was  gone  and 
without  a  trace.  (ione.  Seigneur:  a 
two  weeks'  babe.  What  is  that  biiL 
witchcraft  .^  " 

For  a  moment  Beaufoy  was  staggered, 
and,  as  the  vague  terror  tl)at  was  abroad 
in  the  land  seized  him,  his  face  went  as 
white  as  his  peaked  beard.  Then  he 
rallied. 

**  They  have  searched  ?  " 

**  Oh,  aye,"  answered  Marmontel  grimly; 
*'  wherever  a  two  weeks'  babe  could  hide 
himself,  but  they  found  nothing.  Marie 
Bische  took  care  of  that." 

"  Marie  Bische  .^ " 

'*  Marie  Bische,  Seigneur.  Listen," 
and  Marmontel  ticked  his  points  off" on  hi>; 
fingers.  **  Four  months  ago,  Theuret,  the 
miller,  gave  her  short  weight  and  she 
<:ursed  him.     The  mill-dam  burst,  and  left 


naught  behind  it  but  the  great  grind- 
stones. In  June,  Gillem,  the  wagoner, 
drank  her  wine,  and  would  pay  naught. 
She  cursed  him,  and  three  weeks  after  he 
was  drowned  at  the  ford.  They  say  he 
was  in  liquor,  but  what  of  that.*^  He  is 
dead.  Five  days  ago.  Friar  Hugues 
rebuked  her,  and  sharply  too,  that  she 
never  went  to  confession.  Friar  Hugues 
is  dead  of  a  thunderbolt.  Yesterday  the 
woman  Troves  cried  out  upon  her  for  a 
witch,  and  to-day  the  woman  Troyes  is 
childless.  Ls  not  all  that  witchcraft  ? 
Small  wonder  Mesnil  is  wild !  Well, 
(jod  be  praised,  she  '11  work  no  more 
wickedness  ! " 

*'How.^" 

**  Because,"  said  Marmontel  coolly,  and 
looking  up  at  the  sun  to  reckon  the  hour 
as  he  spoke,  **  she  is  hanged  by  this. 
They  dared  not  burn  her,  lest  it  take  too 
much  time." 

'*  And  you,"  cried  Beaufoy  furiously, 
**  have  held  me  here  in  talk  of  a  set 
])urpose.     By  St.  Francis !  " 

**Xo,  no,  no!"  cried  Marmontel.  ** Swear 
naught.  Seigneur,  swear  naught !  I  toUl 
you  the  folk  were  right." 

"  Prav  (jod  thev  mav  still  think  so  wiien 
I  am  done  with  them  !  "  answered  Beaufoy 
between  his  teeth.  "  And  for  vou,  if  vou 
hope  for  fijrgiveness,  see  that  we  are  on 
the  road  witliin  ten  minutes." 

The  narrow  byway  which  made  uj)  the 
one  dirty  street  of  Mesnil  was  in  a  ferment, 
and  even  the  unlooked-for  and  unwelcome 
presence  of  the  Seigneur  with  ten  men  at 
his  ])ack  did  no  more  than  quell  in  part 
tlie  uproar.  From  a  dozen  jostling  groups 
came  the  babble  of  many  tongues,  with 
here  and  there  a  woman's  shrill  voice 
screaming  high  above  the  conflict  of  words. 
No  one  gave  heed  to  the  other,  and  all 
emulously  i)ushed,  chattered,  and  cried  in 
the  useless  endeavour  to  secure  aii 
audience. 

At  the  clatter  of  hoofs,  the  tumult 
slackened  and  the  groups  drew  together, 
as  if  to  gain  strength  by  numbers.  No  one 
spoke  aloud,  but  the  crowd  whispered  and 
muttered  as  it  surged  in  the  jaws  of  the 
dusty  street,  and  the  looks  that  taat. 
Beaufoy  were  bo\.Vv  ^vi^^waxA  ^^e^^-ax^.. 
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For  his  part,  he  had  no  thought  either 
of  conciliation  or  to  temporise,  and  came 
straight  to  the  point.  Halting  three  paces 
from  the  crowd,  he  faced  it  sternly. 

**  No  lying  now,  fools !  Where  is  ^larie 
Bische  ?  " 

Then,  indeed,  there  was  a  silence,  and 
the  eyes  that  had  met  his  were  turned 
aside.  It  is  easier  to  do  a  fellow  to  death 
in  heat  than  tell  of  it  in  cold  blood,  and 
for  answer  they  stared  at  one  another  and 
were  dumb.  Besides,  whoever  spoke 
might  have  to  bear  the  brunt  of  the  act 
of  all. 

"  You  had  tongues  enougli  to  wake  the 
dead  five  minutes  back,  and  to  use  them 
now  will  be  your  wisdom.  Whore  is 
Marie  Bische  ?  " 

Then  that  happened  which  nine  times 
out  of  ten  happens  in  a  mixed  crowd — a 
woman  answered,  and,  though  she  spoke 
from  behind  and  in  concealment,  it  was  a 
woman's  courage,  and  not  a  man's. 

**  Tongues,  sure  enougli,  Raimond  de 
Beaufoy,  but  not  tongues  that  could  wake 
Marie  Bische,  the  witch.  As  to  where  she 
is,  ride  on  and  find  her,  for  she  's  plain  to 
])e  seen.'' 

•*  Go  thou,  Marmoniel,"  said  the 
Seigneur  curtly. 

Then  he  sat  back  in  his  saddle,  and  tlie 
two  groups  faced  one  another,  silent,  in 
the  sunlight. 

Round  between  the  houses  went  the 
squire  in  haste.  He  knew  Beaufoy  well, 
and  the  set  hardness  of  his  face  frightened 
him.  Had  he  been  hot  with  wrath,  there 
would  have  been  hope  for  the  men  of 
Mesnil,  since,  even  in  his  ani^er,  reason 
would  move  the  Seigneur.  Here  there 
was  no  anger,  and  so  the  mood  was 
dangerous.  More  than  thai,  Marmontel 
knew  the  people  as  few  knew  them,  and 
to  him  they  were  so  much  stubble  waiting 
a  spark  to  set  the  blaze  roaring.  Let 
Beaufoy  strike  in  his  i)reseni  mood,  and 
the  spark  would  fall. 

Under  five  minutes  he  was  back  again, 
and,  save  for  the  shuffle  of  feet  in  the 
<lust  and  the  rattle  of  steel  bits  as  the 
horses  tossed  their  heads  amongst  the 
<TOwds  of  flies  that  worried  them,  there 
liad  been  silence. 


••Well?    Briefly  now.*' 

*'  Dead,  Seigneur.  I  told  yoa  hov  it 
would  be.  You  can  see  the  top  of  the 
oak  above  the  thatch  there  to  the  left.** 

"Take  four  of  these  slayers  of  women 
and  bind  them.  Men,  I  mean,  though  I 
doubt  not  the  women  did  their  part* 
Trust  a  woman  to  spite  a  woman.  Four  ; 
and  neither  pick  nor  choose.  For  Beanfioj's 
sake,  I  cannot  hang  all  Mesnil,  so.  four 
will  suflice.  Now,  hearken  !  So  sure  a* 
there  is  no  witchcraft  in  this  thing,  yoa 
four  hang.  By  St.  Francis  of  Beaufioj^  I 
set  mv  oath  to  that !  Where  is  the  houe 
of  this  Jean  Troyes  .''  Babes  of  evea  Ho 
more  than  two  weeks'  age  cannot  slip  OQt 
of  the  world  and  leave  no  trace  behind* 
Two  of  you  guard  these  fellows,  and* 
your  own  sakes,  guard  them  well. 
r(;st  follow.** 

1  o  the  right  there  was  a  broad  stretdi: 
of  pasture-land,  sered  into  a  brown 
ness  by  the  strong  August  heat. 
this  rode  Beaufoy,  led  by  half-a-dozen  ot 
th(»  villagers  and  followed  by  his  tro<^  ' 
with  the  rest  of  Mesnil  straggling  at  thri^  •-^< 
horses*  heels.     An  oak,  a  chestnut,  or  an'.; 
elm  broke  the  level  of  the  grass,  with  heM' 
and  there  a  thicket  where  a  small  under*- 
wood  of  hazels  and  beech  was  bound  inte- 
a  tangle  by  a  thick  growth  of  brambles.  :■ 
In    the    shelter   of   one    of   these    was   au-. 
thatched  hut.  V 

"  See,'*  said  one  of  the  women  over  her 
shoulder,  and  pointing  ahead  with  a  leaa.;^ 
arm,  "  Jean  Troves  lives  there."  "*; 

For  answer,  Beaufoy  nodded,  and^ 
without  halt,  the  troop  moved  forward. 
( )nce  at  the  hut-door,  there  was  a  pause- 
and  a  scattering.  Mesnil  had  done  the 
Seigneur's  will,  but  Mesnil  had  no  interest 
in  the  result ;  the  thing  was  witchcraft, 
and  so  the  interest  ol  Mesnil  was  under 
an  oak  half  a  league  away. 

**  Now,"  said  Beaufoy,  dismounting'^ 
**  search  !  Two  of  you  take  the  house  in: 
hand  ;  the  rest  spread  and  make  a  cast  in 
a  circle,  widening  the  circuit  with  eacK 
round,"  and  he  turned  into  the  hut. 

At  the  door  he  met  Jean  Troyes  and  his- 
wife,  their  faces  stolid  and  expressionless. 
Amid  the  hard  necessities  of  a  peasant's 
life  there  was  no  room  for  violent  joys 
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sorrows,     or,    if    they     were    there,    tin  "  No,  a  river." 

txprcssion    of  ihcm   did    not  como  cas\ .  "  A  loagui-,  Seigneur ,  a  Icaj^ue, no  less  ; 

Wliire  the  stomach  is  importunate,  its  cries  for,    see    you,    the    streams    are     dried, 

<innvn  the  insistences  of  the  passions.  and " 

In  reply  to  the  Seigneur  the  tale  nas  "  Aye.  I  know.     That  settles  it.     Beat 

tc.lil  hy  iho  man    hrielly  enough  ;    boldly  ease,  mother  ;  the  little  lad  is  not  far  ofl"." 


-.;  fact  of  /.vis.   MarmonUl !  "  said  Beaufoy  -a:ralhfully.     "Did  !ii;htniiis  ii^rr  blau 
in  Anaoiim,;,  b,-f,rtf 

t-vi-n  in  lis  curiness— the  uunimi   -iliimling  As  if  lo  jirove  liim   a  proiilui,  ai  ihal 

ijy  him  while  he  spoke.  miiMieat  .Mamioniel    came  jianiini,'  in,  a 

■■  So,"  said   lieaufoy,  ivlien  lie  fmisli.-d,  pitiful    tiny    bundle   of   oarse    hut    clean 

■■  yiiu  left  the  iwo  asleei>,  the  ninili.-r  and  linen  cloth  in  his  hands ;  aiul  at  the  >ight 

child.     Within  an  hour  of  going  nut  loiln-  of  it  the  woman   gnsjied  and    slaggereil. 

*hc<-p,   you   were   hack    and    the    boy  was  clinging  to  jean  Troves  for  sup]>orl. 
missing.     How  far  is  the  nearest  water  ■■ "  "It  was  in  the  thicket,  Seigneur,    laid 

■"  \  well,  Seigneur  ■•  "  awav  rmongst  the  dry  bracken,  and '' 
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**  Ave,  aw,  avu  !  "said  J^raui'ov,  with  his 
liard  eves  on  the  mother.  **  I  i^uessed 
something  of  the  sort.  Lay  it  on  the  settle 
yonder  and  get  you  gone.  Shut  the  tloor 
behind  you,  and  see  to  it  that  those  gaj)ing 
fools  keep  their  distamv."  Then,  as  the 
door  closed  more  softly  than  was  the 
squire's  wont,  he  eried,  ''  Ho  !  .Alarmontel  I 
You  heard  mv  oath  anent  those  Iniir  r 
Aye  }     'I'hen  do  justice." 

**  13ut,  Seigneur"  —  and  ^^a^n(»ntel 
halted,  half  within  and  half  without,  so 
that  through  the  slant  in  the  door  the 
sunlight  above  his  head  streamed  in  on  tin* 
linen  bundle — **  there  is  danger,  and  I 
would  advise " 

ikit  Beaufoy  rounded  on  hinj  with  a 
snarl  :  **  Who  art  thou  to  advise  ?  Do  thou 
as  thou  art  bid,  lest  the  four  be  made  (ive." 

And,  knowing  Raimond  d<'  Heaufoy  as 
he  did,  Marmontel  slipped  out  into  the 
sunlight  very  quietly  and  with  a  white  face. 

**  Hearken,"  said  the  Seigneur  to  the 
two  who  were  left,  but  with  his  eyes  on 
the  woman  rather  than  on  the  man.  *'  Of 
evil  intent  in  this  1  aeijuit  you  both : 
and  you,  Jean  'i'royes,  I  aeciuit  of  all 
knowledge,  good  or  bad.  Xow,  dame,  tell 
your  tale,  and  this  time  let  it  be  the  truth. 
So  far,  vou  have  lied,  and  five  have  dii-d, 
or  are  dying,  for  the  lie — though,  for  tliat 
matter,  the  four  will  get  their  desiTts  and 
no  more.     Again,  I  say,  the  truth  !  " 

For  a  moment  shi*  stood  silent, 
breathing  hard,  and  her  hands  clenching 
and  unclenching  in  her  trouble  of  spirit. 
'I'hen  she  dropped  on  her  kneels,  but  not 
to  the  Seigneur,  (iripping  Jean  Troycs  by 
the  arm,  she  buried  her  face  in  his  rough 
sleeve  and  fell  a-sobbing. 

**  I  had  no  thought  of  evil  to  anotluT," 
she  said  between  her  sobs  ;  *'  onlv — onlv — 
I  feared  to  lose  your  love.  \'on  were  so 
bound  to  tlie  little  lad.  I  loved  him  too. 
For  fifteen  vears  I  vearned  for  a  babe,  anil 
(iod  knows  I  loved  him ;  but  you  were 
dearest,  and  mv  heart  was  sore  lest  vou 
would  hate  me." 

Lifting  her  head,  she  looked  up  at  him, 
dry-eyetl,  but  her  mouth  worked  as  if  with 
a  palsy,  and  Iut  fingers  plucked  and 
fondled  his  sleeve  in  her  agony  of  loss  and 
apprehension.     On   his  part,  from  his  six 


feet  of  height  Jean  Troves  looked  down 
at  her  stolidly.  J'his  j)assion  was  a  thing- 
beyond  his  comf)rehending,  and  her  words 
touched  his  dull  wit  but  slightly.  Not  sa 
with  Heaufoy.  I  lis  face  darkened,  and  it 
was  with  hot  wrath  in  his  eyes  that  he 
turned  upon  her. 

"What  .^"  he  cried.  •'Vou  killed  thc^ 
balx'  lest  it  come  betwixt  the  father's  love 
aiul '* 

*'  Xo,  no.  no  !  "  she  screamed.  **  Never 
belitve  it,  jean.  I  overlaid  the  child,  and 
dared  not  tell  you  the  truth.  Never 
ihe  other,  nevi-r  the  other.  Vou  believe 
me,  jean  ;  you  believe  me  .•'" 

'*  ( )h,  ave,  I  believe  vou,"  he  answered 
heavily  :  *'  but  it 's  the  Seigneur's  mercy 
we 're  .not  all  hanged  for  your  foolishness.'* 

Whereat  she  broke  out  weeping  in 
earnest,  and  fidl  to  mumbling  his  hand,  as. 
a  dog  nnght.  Half  an  hour  later,  when 
Reaufoy  rode  once  more  into  Mesnil,  the 
crowd  was  still  there,  though  not,  as 
before,  massed  in  the  roadway,  but 
gathered  in  tour  separate  groups  about  as 
many  doors,  because  of  the  mourning- 
within.  Midway  between  these  were  his 
men,  silent  and  sullen.  Their  sympathies 
lay  with  the  townsfolk,  and  but  for 
discipline,  self-interest,  and  a  wholesome 
fear,  Kaimoiul  ile  Heaufoy  would  that  hour 
have  had  a  revolt  upon  his  hands.  Kven 
as  it  was,  a  murmur  of  hate  and  wrath 
greeted  him  from  these  four  centres  as  he 
tirew  bridle. 

"  Is  all  done  as  I  batli^  .•' "  he  said  curtly 
lo  -Marinontel,  htH'ding  lhi»  pea.sants  not 
at  all.  "Then  let  us  ride  on  ;  but  not  to 
Heaufoy,  lest  these  fools  think  we  fear 
them,  and  lly  for  shelter." 

So  out  of  the  further  end  of  the  village 
they  rode  at  a  >low  trot,  and  on  for  a  mile 
or  two,  towards  (iraiullrai.  Then  the 
Seigneur  curved  round  to  the  left,  and 
took  his  way  leisunly  back  to  the  ChatcaiK 
Hresi'iuly  he  called  Marnionlel.  **Tell 
me  of  this  .Marie  Hisihe  ;   who  was  she  ?  '" 

"  A  widow,  Seigneur,  and  until  these 
things — thai  is,  until  -I  mi'an,  she  was 
accounted  harmless  enough.  She  lived 
yonder,"  and  he  pointed  ahead  to  a  hamlet 
that  lay  by  the  river's  bank  on  the  left» 
and    a    scant    half-league    from    IMesnil. 
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**  She  had  one  daughter,  Jeanne,  who  six 
months  ago  married  Pierre  I^nge,  and  all 
three  dwelt  together.  Folks  say  that 
between  mother  and  daughter  there  was 
but  little  to  choose,  and  that  for  these 
weeks  past  Jeanne  has  gone  as  one  who 
ilreamed  dreams,  that  she  shuns  thr 
neighbours,  and  sits  in  corners  mouthing 
to  herself." 

**  Saints  give  me  patience  !  "  cried  the 
Seigneur  testily.  **  I  las  Beaufoy  gone 
mad  .-•  If  there  were  no  such  witches  in 
France,  (jod  help  the  generation  to  come! 
Hut,  look,  Marmontel,  yonder  to  the  left ; 
what  fresh  follv  is  this  ?  " 

Thev  had  forilcd  the  river  and  ridden 
up  the  slope  which  further  on  led  to  the 
Chat(»au.  Now,  as  Heaufov  turned  in  his 
saddle  and  pointed  to  the  cluster  of  houses 
where  had  lived  the  unhappy  Marie  Bische. 
it  was  clear  there  was  some  excited  stir 
afoot.  The  river-bank  was  thronged,  and 
through  the  quick  shiftings  of  the  crowd 
they  could  see  a  woman  being  dragged  to 
the  water's  edge.  Then  there  was  a 
pause,  an  instant's  struggle,  and  a  scream 
as  the  poor  wretch  was  flung  headlong 
into  the  current. 

**  By  St.  Francis,  it  is  Jeanne  lange  !  " 
cried  Beaufov.  **  The  mother  first,  anil 
now  the  daughter.  Ritle,  fellows,  ride ! 
I  would  not  hav(»  her  drown  for  the 
.S'igneurie  itself." 

Down  the  slope  they  cantered,  and,  fast 
as  they  rode,  the  black  ball  that  swung  so 
helplessly  in  the  current  came  well-nigh 
as  fast  to  meet  them,  while  along  the 
further  bank  ran  the  crowd,  keeping  i)ace 
with  its  victim  and  shouting  curses  as 
it  ran. 

•  Let  her  Ik»  !  "  thev  crieil,  as  thev  came 
abreast  of  the  horsemen.  **  Let  her  be ! 
"I'is  her  due  and  no  more,  for  she  has 
<*onfesst»d." 

Hut  Beaufoy  never  halted.  (gripping 
the  saddle  hard  with  his  knees,  he  gave  his 
l>east  the  spur  and  i)lungeil  in  a  dozen 
yards  l)elow  the  drowning  woman,  and, 
*i\\imming  into*  midstream,  waited  for 
her. 

•*  Your  hand  I  For  the  Lord's  sake, 
your  hand ! "  he  shouted  as  she  came 
near.     But  the  white  face  rolletl  untler  as 


he  spoke,  and  he  had  scant  time  to  catch 
her  by  the  skirts  as  she  swept  past.  After 
that  it  was  no  more  than  a  stout  horse's 
work  to  find  the  bank,  and  in  five  minutes 
she  was  ga.sping  for  breath  on  the  drj*  turf, 
wet  as  a  draggled  hay-wisp,  but  none  the 
worse.  Then  it  was  plain  why  the 
Seigneur's  cry  had  gone  unheeded  ;  her 
hands  were  bound  fast  by  the  thuml)s 
behind  her  back,  so  fast  that  the  flesh  stood 
level  with  the  cord. 

A  frail  slip  of  a  girl  she  was,  for  all  her 
wifehood,  and  looked  the  frailer  for  the 
close  clinging  of  her  sodden  garments. 
Her  hair  had  come  unbound  in  the 
struggle  ami  was  wisped  in  wet  tangles 
about  her  face,  so  that,  as  .she  stood  in  th<' 
sunlight,  whimpering,  she  looked'  like 
some  water- pixie  dragged  out  unwillingly 
to  the  solid  earth. 

**  Off"  with  you,  Marmontel,  anil  cut  tlu» 
corils !  "  .said  Beaufov.  **  Witch,  forsooth  ! 
She  's  but  a  half-grown  child  !  Look  at 
her  mouthing  her  swollen  thumbs,  just  like 
a  babe ! " 

**  But,  Seigneur,"  answered  Marmontel, 
slipping  his  dagger  back  into  its  .sheath, 
**  she -confessed.  Hear  them  clamouring 
yonder." 

The  squire  was  right.  Clamouring  they 
were,  and  could  words  have  killed,  there 
would  have  been  an  end  to  the  reign  of 
Raimond   de   Heaufov.     Hut  the  clamour 

m 

was  not  meri'ly  curses  and  threatening, 
but  the  sharp  insistence  that  the  woman 
had  indeed  confessed. 

•*  Aye,  aye,  I  hear  !  "  saitl  the  Seigneur. 
**  What  of  this  confession,  woman  .''" 

Then  the  white  face  flamed  red,  anil, 
leaving  whimpering,  Jeanne  Lange  pressed 
forward  to  Heaufoy's  knee. 

**  It  is  true.  Seigneur,"  she  whisj)ered 
under  her  breath,  and  stammering  as  she 
spoke :  **  it  is  true  1  said  so,  and  yet  it  was 
a  lie.  Look  at  them,  the  brute  beasts !  I 
am  a  woman,  and  jhey  would  have  searched 
me  for  the  witch-mark  oj)enly  and  in  ( Jod's 
light ;  me,  a  woman  !  Could  I  face  the 
shame  of  it  ?  Hetter  drown  than  that,,  so 
I  lied." 

*•  By  St.  Francis  of  Beaufo\ .  a  brave 
wench  and  a  good  lie  !  "  he  cried.  **  Do 
vou  hear,  fellows  }    \  brave  wench,  I  sav : 
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and,  had  I  a  daughter,  she  would  have 
done  no  less  in  a  like  case.  Have  her  up 
l>ehind  you,  Marmontel,  and  set  her  in 
charge  of  the  Castle  maids  with  all  haste. 
To-mcMTOw  " — ^and,  leaning  back  in  his 
saddle,  he  shook  his  fist  towards  the 
howling  mob — "  to-morrow  I  will  settle 
with  these  scum.  A  brave  wench  !  God 
send  Beaufov  a  hundred  more  such 
witches !  '^, 

But,  as  they  rode  up  the  slope, 
Marmontel  thought  in  his  heart  that  the 
reckoning  between  Mcsnil  and  its  lord 
might  come  sooner  than  the  Seigneur 
counted  upon,  and  after  a  different 
manner  than  he  supposed.  When  the 
madness  of  terror  is  added  to  .sore  hearts 
and  hot  blood,  he  would*  be  a  rash  man 
who  set  a  limit  to  the  risks. 

And  Marmontel  was  riglit  in  his  fore- 
bodings. Dusk  had  no  more  than  half 
fallen  when  the  guard  that  kept  watch  by 
the  tower  that  overlooked  the  great  gate  in 
the  outer  circuit  of  walls  sent  in  hot  haste 
for  the  squire  with  such  news  that  he,  in 
turn,  sought  his  master,  breathless  and  as 
near  terror  as  was  in  his  nature. 

"All  Beaufoy's  afoot,"  he  cried, 
breaking  in  on  the  Seigneur  with  scant 
ceremony.  **  Not  Mesnil  alone,  but 
Beaufoy  from  east  to  west ;  and  what  can 
we  do  with  our  dozen  men-at-arms  ?  The 
slope  is  black  with  them."  But  it  took 
more  than  a  threat  of  siege  to  move  the 
Seigneur.  At  nine-and-sixty  the  fires 
have  cooled,  and  it  takes  a  strong  blast  to 
set  them  glowing.  The  natural  forces, 
too,  are  abated,  and  after  such  a  day  as  he 
had  passed  small  wonder  if  Beaufoy's 
nerves  and  muscles  were  alike  slack. 

**  Chut!"  said  he;  **  a  handful  of  peasants 
with  their  bellies  full  of  sour  wine  !  What 
can  they  do,  poor  fools  ?  " 

**  A  handful  of  peasants  I  "  echoed 
Marmontel.  **  By  my  faith,  Beaufoy*smen 
have  shown  before  this  what  a  handful  of 
peasants  were  worth  when  their  blood  was 
hot !  Am  I  a  coward.  Seigneur,  to  be 
frightened  by  a  handful  of  peasants  ?  But 
this  is  serious,  for  they  have  their  women- 
folk with  them,  and  even  a  rabbit  will 
fight  when  the  doe  looks  on.  And  here 
are  we,  short-handed,  with  half  our  men 


plapng  fool  in  P^ris  at  the  heeb  of  the 
young  Sieur.  We  must  make  tenns. 
Seigneur,  and  promptly,  or  Beaufojrbnms ; 

that 's  sure." 

"Terms?''  cried  the  Seigneur  sharply, 
a  world  of  scorn  in  his  voice.  **  Terms  ? 
Wliat  terms,  babbler  ?  " 

"There    is    the    wench "    began 

Marmontel,  and  as  he  spoke  he  had  the 
grace  to  grow  shamefiaced,  and  the  dis- 
cretion to  look  aside.  But  he  got  no 
further  than  the  four  words  when  the 
Seigneur  stopped  him  with  a  gesture,  plain 
even  to  his  discreetness. 

''  Look  you,"  said  he,  leaning  across 
the  table  at  which  he  sat.  and  speaking' 
very  slowly,  "  I  would  not  give  up  a  hair 
of  her  head  to  these  rogues  to  save 
Beaufoy  root  and  branch.  What,  maul 
She  is  my  guest,  and,  by  St.  Francis*  a 
guest  is  safe  at  ]3eaufoy,  whether  crowned 
King  or  helpless  wench  !  You  mean  well, 
Marmontel,  so  I  pardon  you ;  but  a  nioer 
sense  of  what  fits  with  Beaufo/s  honoor 
would  mend  the  future.  Now,  keep  jOOr, 
wits  clear.     How  manv  are  there  ?  "  i 

"  It  is  hard  to  guess.  Seigneur.     There 
are  scores  here  and  scores  there,  and  they^  ,' 
flit  about  like  rabbits  in  a  warren ;    birt 
there  are  enough." 

**  Armed  .^" 

**  Peasant-  fashion,    Seigneur — sickleSp    - 
scythes,  Hails,  with  here  and  there  a  pike. 
But  these   go  for  naught — they  threaten 
fire." 

"  There  are  women,  you  .say  .''" 

'*  Aye,  Seigneur,  and  worse  than  the 
men  in  their  ravings.  There  are  the  wives 
of  those  four " 

Beaufoy  nodded.  **  I  know.  My 
conscience  is  easy  there :  they  got  their 
deserts.  Once  let  lawlessness  spread  in 
the  Seigneurie,  and  there  would  be  more 
than  four  widows  set  wailing.  As  for  the  ' 
women,  they  have  my  pity,  for  to  them 
come  the  struggle  and  sorrow.  I  know 
enough.     Let  us  go  to  the  gate." 

Lifting  his  sword  from  the  table,  Beaufoy 
buckled  it  on  in  silence,  and  spoke  no 
more  until  they  were  midway  across  the 
space  that  lay  between  the  Chateau  and  the 
outer  walls.  Then  he  paused  and  laid  his 
hand  on  the  other's  shoulder. 
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"  If  i;vil  coini's  of  this  night's  work,  and 
1 1)11  live  ihroufth  it,  snv  this  to  Frani;ois, 
my  son  ;  IX-al  gently  with  these  poor 
tnlk.  They  cannot  set-  as  wc  see,  anil  are 
iiiaJ  with  terror  and  loss,  else  Ueaufoy's 
Hails  iiail  never  heard  what  they  hear  now, 
i.rt  him  shed  as  Hitk'  blood  as  mny  be, 
^iiiil  shdu  love  anil  mercy  rather  than  a 
li.ir.l  rule.     1.   iierhaps.  havi'   hccn   rough 


Beaufoy,  and  strode  onward  to  tlu'  great 
gate. 

There  ho  halted,  and  ivhen  he  cried  In 
his  stern  arrogance,  "(Jet  you  back  fil'ty 
paees,  all  of  you,  while  I  (.ome  without," 
the  habit  of  obedience  was  so  strung  that 
the  tide  (jf  wrath  rolled  backward  down 
the  sl(i[H-,  and  the  mob  kept  it.s  ground 
below   like  a    wild   beast  straining  on  its 


II  u|.o 


whal  I  forget  (lod  Almigbtv  keeps  iu 
mind.  V.ni  understand  r  Tui,  tut !  Win 
-licul.l  atnan  »  hinge  like  a  girl !  Mark  in 
ilie  wretches!  Tbev  howl  like  a  |Kt<k  of 
«..lvesHithadeerat  bay!" 

■'  What  can  touch  you  thai  ^l^le^  Uol 
touch  ine,  Seigneur.-"  cried  .Marmoiite! 
w  itb  a  shake  in  his  voipe  ;  '•  and  what  am  I 
.Old  mine  here  for  but  that  you  ami  \cjiirs 


lylive.-" 
"  Kemember 


rlheie; 


chain  but  curbed  baik  In   the  atreiigih  ut 
the  links. 

liidding  the  guard  unlock  a  pusiern  ;ind 
clu-e  it  fast  behind  him  again.  Iteaufov  «ent 
luo  yards  furward  alone,  and  then  i.au.Md. 
.•^(1  for  the  time  the  tH<i  stood  sil.'iil,  llie 
mob  and  the  one  man  facing  ii.  silent  cMeju 
fur  mutterings  and  that  subtle,  liarmless 
sound  thai  aiwavs  eonies  from  muiibers. 
In  spite  of  their  uidelv  differing  Mrength, 
each  knew  and  resjiected  the  other's 
powers,     Tt  was  the  man  iibo  spoke  first. 


io6 


TTIK    IfKAUVOY   ROJIAXCES. 


■■ -My  children - 

But  from  the  mass  bclnw,  black  utid 
solid  in  the  quick  growth  of  the  night,  there 
came  back  a  sharp  snarl  like  the  outcry-  of 
a  kennd  uf  hounds,  and  above  the  uproar 
a  voice — a  woman's  voice — answered  clear 
and  shrill  one  word,  and  one  only — 

"  Hangman! " 

"Come  back,  Seigneur,"  cried  Marmontcl 
softly ;  "  come  back  and  U't  us  |jarlcy  ;  ihcy 
mean  murder." 

Bitt  Bcaufiiy  h'Mv  no  heed,  i.r,  it*  he 
heard,  his  answer  was  to  go  tiirwanl 
•nnotlier  ten  paces dir.in  the  s1o[h',  'Chen 
those  behind  him  saw  him  fling  his  upon 
hand  up  and  hold  it  there  commandinji; 
silence,  and  when  he  spoke  again  there 
was  that  in  his  voice  compelling  obedience. 
It  was  no  longiT  the- father  to  the  children, 
hnt  the  master  to  the  servants.  1-or  live, 
seven,  icn  minutes  he  went  on,  and  when 
he  ceased,  those  who  hsti-ned  had  heard 
the  tale  of  false  witehcraft,  of  .Marie  Bische. 
and  of  Jeanne  fringe  fully  I'jhi. 

"Now,"  cried  he,  when  he  had  m.ide 
an  end  of  the  telling,  "  hearken  you,  men ; 
for  to  you  I  speak,  and  not  to  these  sillj- 
women  who  understanii  reason  no  more . 
than  does  a  sheep.  What  is  it  you  wan! 
that  Beaufoy  ean  give  }  " 

From  right  and  left,  and  here  and  there 
in    the   shadows   of  the   crowd,  eanie  the 
e  Laiige,  the  witch  !  " 


■'  Wo 


one. 


Beaufoy  ;  "  and,  what  is  more,  you  koov 
she  is  no  witch.  But  I  asked  you  '  What 
ean  Ueaufoy  give  .' '  Beaufoy  cannot  give 
Jeanne  Langc,  for  Jeanne  I.,ange  stands 
for  Beaufoy 's  honour.  I  and  minen-ill  die 
lirst.     .\nswer.  Beaufoy's  men  !  " 

And  a  voice  shrieked  out  of  tti<-  darkness. 
"  ("live  yimrself,  murden-r!" 

"  A  woman  again  !  "  said  the  Seigneur. 
■'  Does  she  speak  for  lou,  Beaufoy's  men  .- 
Do  you  lake  Kaimond  de  Beautby  m 
quittance  for  Jeanne  I^nige  .'     Good!" 

Drawing  his  suoril,  lie  snapp<-d  it  acn>!>> 
his  knee  and  flniig  the  halves  behind  him. 
riien  he  strode  down  the  slope. 

Kroin  below  came  the  sudden  buzz  uf 
many  voices,  and  through  the  gloom  the 
Seigneur  could  see  the  black  mass  of  the 
(Towil  heave  and  sway  in  its  agitation. 
I'hen  it  broke  in  the  centre  to  let  him 
pass,  and  closed  in  behind,  thronging 
him  :  but  the  hands  that  grasped  him  were 
friends'  hands,  and  the  arms  flung  about 
him  were  frientls'  arms,  and  the  roar  that 
tilled  the  night  was  as  of  one  voice,  "  l-ong 
live  Beaufoy!" 

"  I^[y  children,  my  children  I "  he  cried  : 
"  now  and  always  the  children  of  my  love  1 " 

'I'hencefonvard,  if  what  the  chronicler 
says  be  true,  there  was  no  more  talk  of 
witchcraft  within  the  four  comers  of  the 
Suzerainty.  Beaufoy  had  cast  it  out  the 
night  he  oflTered  his  life  for  that  of 
J.anne  I.ange. 
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By  A.  W.  JARVIS. 


w 


ilKN  Mr. 

Iiniit, 


rt-anls.  ;i  Tmkvy  in<-r- 
ihc  middii-  of  thi> 
introduced  lo  lii> 
.I'c  made  from  "  iIil- 
coff.-o,"  1h-  i>rol.aI)!y 


which  it 


udu. 


ill  tiK'  social  lift- 
of  ttu-  people,  par- 
licuJarly  in  the  life 
of  old  London. 
Tiic  fame  of  the 
new  decoction, 
however,  spread 
rapidly ;  and  callers 
liecamc  so  frequent 
in  consequence 


order 


Ihc 


himself  of 
invcnience 
if  the  too  numcr- 
lus  visits  of  curi- 
isiti',  the  merchant 
st'ahlisho.l    his 

iaKusinn    youth 


Kosei-along  with 


his  son-in-law,  in 
(icorgc  Yard, 
Lombard   Street. 

Thi-re.   in    1651,  ihcy  opened  the  firsl  .if 
ihi-  old  London  coffee-houses. 

By  the  omi  of  the  first  decade  <.f  the 
(ighloenlh  century  the  cutfec  -  houses 
iiumliered  well  over  a  thousand,  and 
were  the  resort  of  "all  sorts  and  con- 
ditions   of    men."      In    them    clergymen 


ed  thi'  latest  ecclesiastical  items, 
tod  churchmen  talked  of  the  last 
ahlc  sermon  ;  the  gossi|)  retailed 
est  witticism  or  Court  scandal  ; 
coteries    debated    on   bcH>ks ;  and 


nr»'estfa.shional)l.' 
folly.  Ihcy  served, 
loo.  as  consultinj;- 


ILlgs  , 


"lhr< 


mc  thither, 
r  a  dish  of 


iif    the     safety     of 
Minic  lonK-"vor»!ue 


all  rU-  Ih.y  «ur 
llii' ii:eeting-])laLi 


,  of  opinin 


Ili< 


d.ii 


lid 


discnssed. 

In  those  davs  not  a  fe«  «\  th.-  jilni>  and 
schemes  of  llie  dis;dfected  raiiu^  fr..m  ih.- 
innocent-looking  c<.ffce-hc,u>cs.  (If  this 
the  (jovemment  was  fully  aware,  hut  the 
matter    required    delicate    handling.      In 
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line  of  the  earliL-st  cufTcc- houses.  Tniuhi'- 
js  afloat ;  but  it  must  not  be  supposed  iKar 
ihesc  places  were  badly  conducted.  L'sually 
ilii'  reverse  was  the  case.  From  a  c»ipy  ■•: 
the  versified  rules  of  one  establishment  u. 
learn  that  swearing  was  to  be  punished  h\ 
:i  tine  of  one  shilling,  and  the  first  to  begi:, 
:i  ([uarrel  "  Shall  give  each  man  a  dish  [•■i 
lolVer]  t"  atone  the  sin."  Wagers  were  !■■ 
lie  limited  to  live  shillings,  and  it  h;i- 
gently  suggested  that  the  winnings  shv>iil<: 
hi-  spent  for  the  good  of  the  house. 

Having  given  some  idea  of  the  insn- 
tmiiin  ul"  the  subject  of  our  artiele,  ive  uill 
now  take  a  peep  at  some  of  tho  more 
tainous  of  the  old  London  coffee- houses. 
Aniciiig  notable  City  hous«.-s  esp<rciallv 
I'romineiil  were  Lloyd's — from  whictt  Rrt-n 
the  great  shipping  corporation  of  to-dar — 
(iarraway's,  and  Jonathan's.  .\t  the  seconil 
house  tea  was  first  sold  in  Kngland  "at 
from  sixteen  to  fifty  shillings  ]tvT  pound": 
and  sahs  "by  the  candle"  u.sed  U»  lake 
plai  e  —  />.,  when  the  gooils  had  been 
iiescribed,  a  piece  of  candle  about  an  inch 
I.nig   was    lighted,    and    the    last     bidder 


M.;,  iharW 

M.    took    the    eslrei 

r   >W\> 

of  rloMng  il 
being     "sem 
.■tfeil    of  this 

all    London 
-ueh  a  storm 
re-LiIatio.i    » 

■111  ail.  hv  |.r<iilama 
naries    ol'    se.liiion." 
onliT  Has  ihr  parah 
ocial  life   and    die   ra 
..f  liroleststliallheob 
[■>  ainiosi   innneiliale 

Tlu- 
-.ing   I.) 
sing  ol 

■  with- 

high-ha.ked  Utile  lio\e>.  mu.h  likr 
ishioned  jieHs.  All  eiitranie-fee  ol 
:.e]inv  was  made,  and  another  !»<.' 
-  proeurrd  a  dish  ..f  cotfee  ..r 
Smoking     wa>    geiu-rallv    all..«id, 

■s  :      and       al     all      ol       liiem      letter- 

l»«riii.nor  re.vU.d  bv  MMoni.T>. 
lar  patronv  had  iheir  allMttrd  seal-: 
in  the  rarb  .  ..ir.e-liMn-i-.  «e  sre  lli.- 
H|.e  of  III.-  (11.. re    aiiibil.Klls  ,hibs   ol 

v:  and.  m  a  l.ir.i;.'  manner.  \n  ili.ir 
kd  social  and  p.-iiti.  al  eliara.  I.t  tbev 

li.e  pla.c.f  nindeni  j..nriialism. 

one  of  -mr    lllu-lrati..ns  h,-   lia>e  a 
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Iii't'on-  the  lifflit  went  out 

[lurdiascr.      Swift     inimi 

liouso  ill  his  ballad  on  t 

S.a    Hubble.      It    was, 

Aiiuaicil    in    Changt;   Alley,  auti  naturally 

mufli  fR'(]uenl<:(i  by  the   half- maddened 

>Iii'riilal()rs  lUirinjf  ihc  fearful  excitement 


was  dt'L-larcil  the  chair.  SuniiMvliai  further  off,  standing  in 
irtalis<-d  the  old  thi-  middle  of  ihe  rnom,  was  a  keen-eyed 
lie  rascally  South  lawyer,  t-nuniing  on  his  fingers  the  prob- 
like  Jonathan's,  able  results  of  a  certain  speculation  in 
human  hair,  to  which  a  fresh -colon  ret  I 
farmer  from  St.  Allwins,  on  whose  boots 
the  muii  <)f  thiT  cattk-markct  was  not  dry. 
listened  with  a  face  of  stolid  avarice. 
iiUier  gives  us  a  word-iiicluro  iif  chitehing  the  staghoni  handle  of  his 
illian's  when  this  national  mania  was  thonged  whip  as  vigorously  as  if  it  were 
s  heighl.      "Ala  table  a  f.-iv  yard>;  off      llie   wealth    he    coveted.     There   strode   a 


sat  a  L-ouple  of  men  engaged  in  the 
discussion  of  a  newly  started  scheme. 
I'bntging  his  hand  imj>aiiently  under  the 
die[>  silver- but  toned  flap  of  his  frock-coat 
>  if  cinnamon  cloth  and  drawing  out  a  paper, 
the  more  business-looking  of  the  pair 
lommenccil  eagerly  to  read  out  figures 
intended  to  convince  the  listener,  who 
took  a  jewelled  snuff-box  from  the  deep 
jKicket  of  the  green  brocade  waistcoat. 
»hich  over-flapped  his  thigh,  and,  tapping 
the  lid,  enjoyed  a  pinch  of  perfumed 
Turkish  as  he  leaned   back  lazilv  in  his 


(1H41;, 


Nonconf.)rmisi  divine,  with  S.S.S.  in 
every  line  of  his  fnr<-.  greedy  for  the 
gold  that  pcrisheth  i  here  a  bishop,  whose 
inier  place  was  (Jarraivay's,  edged  hi-; 
cassock  through  (he  crowd;  sturdy  ship- 
captains,  whosi-  niaiiiiers  >niacked  <if 
blustering  bree/e,.  and  hIio  liail<-d  th.ir 
ac(]uaintances  as  if  tliroiigh  a  speakiug- 
irumpet  in  a  slcrni  :  buokM-iUT-"  liaek^ 
from  Crub  Street;  Jews  .,f  .■v.-ry  grade. 
from  the  thriving  promoter  of  a  company 
for  importing  ashes  from  Spain  or  I'xtraci- 
ing  stearinc  from  smilloner- .seeds,  to  the 
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seller  of  sailors'  slops  from  \\'apptng-in- 
the-Wose,  come  to  look  for  a  skipper  who 
had  bilked  him  ;  a  sprinkling  of  well-to-do 
merchants,  and  a  host  of  those  flashy 
liangers-on  to  the  skirt  of  commerce  who 
brighten  up  in  days  of  maniacal  specula- 
tion, and  who  arc  always  ready  to  dispose 
of  shares  in  some  unopened  mine  or  some 
untried  invention — passed  and  repassed 
with  continuous  fhaiiKe  and  murmur." 

Long  conspicuous  among  the  more 
exclusive  houses  for  fashion  in  ilress. 
phrase,  and  criticism  was  Man's,  which 
stood  near  the  water-side  in  Scodand 
Yard.  It  was  named  after  its  founder. 
Dr.  Alexander  Man ;  and  its  history  is 
vi-rj'  fully  dealt  with  in  an  able  paper  on 
"Coffee-Houses  of  the  Restoration,"  to 
which  we  are  indebted  for  the  following 
particulars :  "  The  i>rincipal  room  was 
apjiroached      through      a     dark      entry. 


spot  from  plebeian  intrusion.  Their  snebi 
and  frowns  warned  away  all  who  had  not 
an  habitual  enlrfe,  the  newest  embroiderv 
on  their  habits,  and  the  latest  scent  In 
their  'snush.'  They  swore  their  masters' 
oaths,  aped  the  peculiar  accent  of  fashion- 
able speech,  and  fenced  and  paraded  wiilt 
the  torches  that  were  to  enlighten  thr 
sparks'  unsteady  steps  when  the  hour  of 
ten  struck  the  legal  time  for  closing.  h\ 
the  end  of  the  passage  a  few  steps  led  to 
an  old-fashioned  room  of  a  cathedral 
tenement  furnished  like  a  knight's  dining- 
room,  with  clean  and  polished  floors  and 
nut-brown  shining  tables,  on  which  stood 
rows  of  steaming  dishes  of  coffee  and  wax- 
candles. 

"The  crowd  that  divided  its  attention 
between  these  and  their  boxes  had  but 
little  to  spare  fur  political  discussion. 
Their  news  was  generally  scandal,  anrf 
their  onlv  prejudice  against  cropped  hair 
and  sad-'colour.  Their  leaders  of  pany 
were  till'  men  who.  wearing  the  newest 
wig  from  the  last  levi^-e,  enlightent-d  th> 
>;i!irL>ts  and  gave  law  to  pcrriiquiiTs.  The 
beaux'  ■hief  occupation  was  to  ffuiter 
about,  Iiearing  their  hats  in  their  hands. 
nut  of  care  fur  the  forctops  of  their  wigs, 
bowing  10  their  most  distinguished 
aci[uaintances  with  the  greatest  noveltv— 
a  salute,  and  Ituckingham's  own  toss  of 
the  smird  ;  humming  the  Whitehall 
uets  and  borics  ;  and  in  the  perpetual 
iilcrehanging  of  snuff;  chatting,  in  what 
:ir  Koger  North  styles  '  the  Court  tune,' 
r  llie  perjileNilii-s  of  the   '  I'aapish  plaat,' 

ia/ettes,  and  ulber  topics  less  innocent." 
The  rank  of  its  freipienters  entailed  a 
:irge  foll<iwing  of  "place-hunters,"  bribe- 
i.vrrs,  and  "  Puritan  -  haters."  French 
geuis   and    mvsterious    messengers,     for 


.'  especial   I 
,ed :  and  wr 


e  side  r. 


adsides. 


s  the  •'  Fops'  Cuffee-h 


snes   oi     ine    nay,    wno   consiiiuiea   a 
St  efficient  guard  of  the  sanctity  of  the 


Will's    for 

many  years  held  the  foremost  place  as 
the  great  resort  of  men  of  letters  and  the 
wits  of  the  period.  Dryden's  patronage 
brought  the  house  into  fashion.  Here 
I'ope,  when  a  lad  of  twelve,  first  saw  the 
great  poet  of  his  boyish  vcneralion.     The 
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•*  Wits'  C'offeo-housc'*   was  at   tlu-  corner 

of  H(nv  Street,  where  for  many  vears  has 

Stood  a  well-known  ham  and  beef  shop. 

Mr.  Pepys  walked   in  there  one  ni^ht,  on 

the  way  to  fetch  his  wife  home.      He  tells 

*is    in    \\\^    *' Diary/'    under  date    Feb.    3, 

i(»();-(>4:   ••  1   stopped  at  the  great  coffee- 

housi- there,  where  I  never  was  l)efore:  where 

Drydrn   the   poet  (1  knew  at  Cambridge^ 

iind  all  the  wits  of  the  town,  and   Harris 

ihr   player,   anil 

-Mr      Hoole     of 

-mr       C'olleLCe.  1 

And  iiad  I  timr 

thi'n,    or    couKI 

•it    other    times,  ! 

it    will    br    i(ood  ' 

«    o  in  p  a   n   y 

t  h  it  h  t-r,     for 

there,  I  perceive, 

i^  very  wittv  and 

pleasant     dis- 

«oiirsr." 

V  li  e  w  i  t  s' 
room  was  on 
tin-  tirst  Hoor. 
;in»I  here  the 
J)oil  had  the 
>rat  of  honour 
b\  thf  fireside  in 
ihr  winter,  and 
«»n    the    balcony  i 

in  the  summer: 
what  h<*  whim- 
snally  called  his 
u  1  n  t  r  r  an  d 
--ummrr  seats. 
DiirinijDrvilen's 


/•..:.."2> 


,■'  J 


f'  rs. 


iihlimr  Will's 
mainiaini'd  its  supremacy;  but  aft»T  his 
^Ii-alh  it  was  transferred  to  Button's,  in 
Kussrll  Street,  which  stood  nearly  opposite 
\\  ul's.  and  on  part  f»f  tlu'  site  of  the 
}  i  umnmnis  I  lotel.  Huiton,  the  proprietor,  it 
>.rrm<,  hail  been  a  servant  to  Addison ;  and, 
thanks  to  his  old  master's  infhieni  e  and 
patn»naj;e.  his  house  l)ecame  the  fashion- 
iibli-  ri'sort  of  inttdlectual  London.  Here 
tin-  w  its  of  the  day  deli«i:hted  to  assemble — 
I'ope.  Steele.  Tickell,  Swift,  Arbuthnot, 
Amlirose  Philips,  antl  other  kindred 
'•pirits.  Here  it  was  that  Philips  hung 
lip,   in   the   common-room,   a   bircli-rod 
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with  which  he  threatened  to  thrash  Pope 
for  some  **  biting  epigram."  Another 
frequent  visitor  was  Jimmy  ^laclaine,  the 
fashionable  highwayman.  Here,  too, 
Addison  had  fitted  up  the  famous  lion's 
head  letter-l)ox  for  the  Guardiafi,  It  was 
modelled  after  the  one  at  the  entrance 
to  the  Doge's  Palace  at  A'enice.  What- 
ever the  lion  swallowed  was  to  be  digestetl 
for  the  use  of  the  })ublic.  Addison  par- 
ticularly begged 
that  Ids  corre- 
spondents would 
diet  the  animal 
on  wholesome 
and  substantial 
food,and  desired 
that  thev  wouUl 
not  gorge  him 
with  either  non- 
sense (jr  obscen- 
ity, and  insisted 
that  his  mouth 
should  not  be 
defiled  with 
scandal. 

W  i  t  h  i  n  a 
stone's-throw  of 
W  i  1  r  s  an  d 
Button's  was  the 
scarcely  less 
c  c 1 e  brat  e  d 
Tom's.  It  was 
named  after  its 
first  proprietor. 
Thomas  West, 
who  in  1722,  in 
a  fit  of  delirium, 
tlireu  himself 
from  the  second-lloor  window,  and  died 
immediately.  'The  aristocratic  foll«)winLC  ol 
this  establishment  is  thus  referred  to  in 
the  *'  Journey 'Through  Knglaiul  "  1714.  : 
**  After  the  play  the  best  company  generall) 
go  to  Tom's  or  Will's  cotVee-houses,  near 
adjoining,  where  there  is  i)lay  at  j)iiiuet 
and  the  best  conversation  till  iniilnighl. 
Here  you  will  see  blue  and  green  ribbons, 
with  stars,  sitting  familiarly  and  talking 
with  the  same  freedom  as  if  thev  had  left 
their  quality  and  degrees  at  home;  and  a 
stranger  tastes  with  pleasure  the  univers<il 
liberty  of  speecli  of  the  Knglish  nation." 
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In  176+  Tom's  was  converted  into  a 
I  lub,  and  had  a  membership  of  over  seven 
hundred,  which  included,  we  arc  told,  the 
n<)bilily,  foreign  Ministers,  Kentrj'*  and  the 
men  of  genius  of  the  age.  It  was  closi'd 
in  1814. 

As    with    ihe    modern    elub,    so   it    was 


the  sword-point.    One  poor  fellow  was  run 
through  the  body,  and  died  on  the  spot. 

Some  of  the  important  coffee-house!. 
were  immortalised  by  Steele  in  the  first 
number  of  the  Tathr,  and  in  his  intro- 
ductory notice  he  indicates  their  respective 
spheres ;  "  All  accounts  of  ^Uantri. 
;ilea!iure,  and  entertainment  shall  be  muter 


v.,..,:::""!;:; 

ir^wv,.,. 

pror.s>iMii,.  trades,  .tc-,  had  tbeirown  |..ir- 

ill.-   ariide    of    While's    thoeolatc-hous*' : 

tieular  bouses.     I'lie  <1,tkv  went  loTnibv-s 

poetry  under  that  of  Will's  Coffcc-house  : 

(irCliild^:  the  ;,rtisls  f,m-salbered  ai  did 

U'ariiing  luider  the  title  of  the  (Irccian  : 

Slaughter's,    in   Si.    .Martin's    Lane,   .where 

toreigii    and    domeslie   news  yon  will   havi- 

llugjirth   Has  a   freijueiit  visitor:  Scdlrh- 

from  St.  James's  Coffee-bouse."     The  last 

mcii  melat  lliv  liriiish.in  Cik  kspiir  Sirri'l. 

was  a  famous  Whig  house  from  thi'  time 

and    l-r.-n.hmen  al   Si.  (liles's.      For  the 

of  (.)ueen   Anne    till    Inte   in   the   reign    ol 

r,.-l,u:,  iliiTe  was  Di.ri  Sahero's.  at  Chelsr... 

Ceorge  ML  :   whil..  the  ebief  baunt  of  the 

with    jt-  «,.iiderlLil   niu-.-um  of  .uri.isitie,. 

[on.-s  was  tin-  ("..e.w  'Ir.T  :  both   houses 

wberr     Kiebard     Croinwell     de!ig!ile<i     to 

being     in     Si.    Jame.s's     Street.     The     St. 

sjjend  a  c[iiiet  hour.     The  lirecian.  one  of 

lames'-  was    used  Xw  Swift.     It  is    espe- 

ihi'  earliest,  was  l!ie  favourite  resort  of  \\\f 

eially  memorable  as  tlie    bouse  at  which 

learned,  and  mi.rh  nM-d   l.v  Fellows  of  the 

originated  the  famous  poem  "  Keialiaiion." 

k..*al    ,<.ui.lv       This   hist  Has   one   nigbl 

It    secm.s    (Jnldsmitb    was    one  of   a   little 

th<-  M.ne  of  a  stormy  di,-.pin.>  I.eHveeti  (w«i 

eoterie  that  made  a  pracliee  to  dine  then' 

g.iitl.-meii  as  to  th>-  aeeent  of  some  (ireek 

together  from  time  to  time.    The  jiiK't  was 

Hord.      On    the    matter  they    lost    tlii'ir 

generally  the  last   to  arrive,  and  one  day 

iem])ers  and  stepped  outside  into  Devereu.\ 

it  was  suggested  that  the  company  should 

(.'oiiri,  where    the    quarrel   was    settled  at 

write    epitaphs    on    him    as    "the    late 
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Dr.  (ioMsmith."  The  idea  was  hailed  wilh 
amusement;  and  among  others,  (larrick, 
who  was  one  of  the  set.  hit  off  the  following 

couplet — 

Here  Iks  i>o<:(  Go]<]smi(h.  for  shonnevi  cnlleil  Xoll ; 
He  wmti-  like  an  angel,  but  talkol  like  poor  Poll, 
(ii'ldsmlth  was  very  angry;  and  smart- 
ing under  the  sarcasm,  he  in  retaliation 
wrote  the  poem  of  that  name. 

In  St.  James's  Street  was  also  White's 
Chocolate- house,  which  was  established  in 
idgS.  Ihe  first  house,  located  on  the 
west  siile,  five  doors  from  the  bottom.  «as 
liunil  down  in  1733;  and  the  club  was 
moved  in  1755  to  its  present  site.  "The 
incident  of  Ihe  fire,"  says  Cunningham, 
"  was  made  use  of  by  HoRarth  in  plate  vi. 


In  its  early  days  White's  had  a  most 
unenviable  reputation  for  its  high  play  and 
iluels,  and  was  looked  upon  as  "  the  most 
fashionable  hell  in  London."  Swift  was 
veiy  severe  in  his  denunciation  of  it.  *' 
ha\'C  heard,"  he  says,  "  that  the  late  Kai 
of  Oxford,  in  the  time  of  his  :\Iinistry, 
never  passed  iiy  White's  Chocolate -house 
(the  common  rendezvous  of  infamous 
sharpers  and  noble  cullies)  without 
he.stowing  a  curse  on  that  famous 
academy  as  the  bane  of  half  the  English 
nobility."  Here  Lord  Carlisle  lostj^io.ooa 
in  a  single  night;  and  Walpole  tells  us 
that  Sir  John  Bland,  of  Kippax  Park,  who 
shot  himself  in  1755,  on  another  o 
at  one  point  of  the  play,  had  lost  £11, 


of  the  '  Rake's  Progress.'  represeniing  a 
room  at  White's.  The  total  abstraction 
of  the  gamblers  is  well  expressed  by  their 
utter  inattention  to  the  alarm  of  the  fire 
given  by  the  watchmen,  who  are  bursting 
open  the  doors.  Plate  iv.  of  the  same 
pictured  moral  represents  .i  group  of 
chimney-sweepers  and  shoe-blacks  gam- 
bling on  the  ground  over  against  White's." 
No  100      May  iqoo 


ihouRh  he 


ered  ih. 


of  it 


.^t  White's  any  diftVrenc-  ol  .,pini.m 
invariably  ended  in  a  bet,  uhirh  was 
entered  in  a  hook  specially  kept  "n  the 
table  for  that  purpose. 

To  Hogarth's  inimitable  pencil  we 
are  indebted  for  a  peep  at  a  famous — or 
rather     infamous  —  old     Covent     Garden 
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FHE  DREAM  OF  HIS  LIFE. 


By   GEORGE    GAMBLE. 


**  T  T  7K  all  of  us  haw  a  life-dream.'* 

VV       *' A  lifc-ilrram  ? '' 

**  Some  idra,  plan,  hope — vision,  if  vou 
lik.'." 

*'  Not  all.     I  haven't  one.'* 

•♦  WVll— ncarlv  all." 

Thus  Arthur  Santon  and  his  friend 
Stephen  Hloyn,  as  one  Januar}*  cveninj; 
in  the  early  'eighties  ihey  sit  in  a  C(>sy 
room  before  a  blazing  fire. 

About  six  years  previously,  these  still 
youns,'  men  had  met  as  classmates  at  thi- 
Academv  schools.  And  because  thev  were 
excellent  correctives  one  of  the  other, 
anil  yet  had  many  similar  loves  and 
hatjfds,  thev  had  become  firm  friends. 
Afierward*^,  they  had  drifted  apart :  not 
through  design,  but  through  the  common 
accidents  of  life.  And  thev  had  met  no 
more  till  that  evening,  when  Stephen 
had  chanced  upon  his  old  chum  while 
crossing  Kuston  Road ;  and,  having  taken 
him  to  his  studio  at  Hampstead,  had  maile 
him  comfortable  in  the  sitting  -  room 
adjacent. 

Insitle  is  light,  warm,  and  cheerful  : 
outside  is  dark,  cold,  and  depressing. 

A  lung-destroying  fog  prevails — a  fog 
that  seems  to  rise  from  the  chinks  in  the 
pavements,  from  the  gratings  in  the  gutter, 
and  from  the  sewer  -  ventilators  in  the 
road.  To  speak  of  it  as  a  winding-sheet, 
or  as  wrapping  things  round  with  ghostly 
garments,  would  be  to  speak  of  playful 
fancies  ;  but  to  speak  of  the  death-dealing 
microbes  with  which  it  abounds  is  to  speak 
of  aggressive  realities.  In  such  plenty  d(» 
they  swarm  that  underfoot  is  nlimy  with 
their  mangled  millions :  the  thickened 
atmosphere  reeks  witli  tlie  evil  odour  of 
them  :  and  the  ver}'  fog  is  as  a  vapour  from 


their  bodies.  These  unavoidable  pests 
fasten  themselves  on  to  objects  moving 
and  objects  still.  'I'hey  scale  layer  after 
layer  of  stone  and  l)rick  from  street  and 
building  ;  chip  flake  after  flake  from 
public  statues ;  anil  eat  the  gold  from 
gilded  signs,  pawnbrokers'  globes,  and  the 
emblazoned  names  over  shop  -  fronts. 
There  are  decillions  feeding  like  one. 
With  loathsome  persistence  they  force  their 
way  into  living  things'  eyes,  up  their  nostrils 
and  down  their  throat  ;  frighten  them, 
sicken  them,  and  kill  them — or  worse. 

Among  those  who  sufl*er  most  is  .\rthur 
Santon.  And  because  he  finds  great  relief 
in  **  waging  a  rough-voiceil  war  against  the 
dooming  stars,"  he  has  been  using  that 
alleviative  with  much  force  and  frequency. 
Hut  he  has  afterwards  grown  calmer ;  and, 
following  a  few  preliminary  remarks,  has 
made  the  assertion  recorded  above. 

**  Well,"  said  Slepiien,  **  you  staled  that 
we  (i//  have  a  life-ilream.     What  is  yours  .•' " 

In  place  of  a  direct  answer  Arthur 
begins  a  rambling  pnhide,  as  if  to  excuse, 
or  justity.  what  he  might  say  hereafttT. 

**  You  're  aware,  for  1  've  told  you.  that 
1  'm  only  a  photographer's  assistant ;  and 
that  mostly  my  heart  is  heavy  ;  and  that 
always  my  purse  is  light." 

Bloyn  flicks  the  a>h  from  his  cigarette 
ami  nods. 

'*  Vou  're  also  aware  that  mv  ht\'dth  was 
never  of  the  most  robust  order.  Well, 
lately  I  *ve  been  getting  worse — disord<Te<l 
stomach,  overstrung  nerves,  and  so  forth." 

**  How  're  the  lungs  r  " 

*•  Fair." 

**  What !  No  consumption  ?  Very  un- 
romantic,  very  unconvincing !  ^ly  dear 
boy,  there  *s  no  sympathy  for  disease  below 
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the  diaphragm.  You  must  have  an  inter- 
esting cough  and  a  blood-flecked  hand- 
kerchief —  something  to  show  for  your 
pains." 

**  Stephen,  despite  my  manifold  miseries 
of  mind  and  body,  I  've  still  something 
that  sustains  me — that  comforts  mo :  my 
life-dream.  This  I  use  as  a  kind  of  *  just, 
subtle,  and  mighty  opium.'  At  times  it 
dazzles  me — drugs  me.  But  when  I  once 
more  see  clearly,  when  1  awaken,  I  sufi'er 
all  the  pangs  of  reaction.  Though  I)e 
Quinceyan  visions  are  denied  me,  yet  1  'm 
often  plunged  into  the  darkness  of  despair 
and  misery  of  the  unattainable." 

IMoyn  smiles.  "Well,  that's  some- 
thing. As  for  the  visions,  I  should  tr}- 
cold  pork  and  i)ickles  —  after  Fuseli. 
Visions  are  worth  capturing,  if  only  for 
their  commercial  value.'' 

This  time  Santon  smiles.  And  after  a 
pause — during  which  he  coughs,  and  twice 
curses  the  fog — he  continues — 

"  One  minute  I  'm  shouting  on  the  hill- 
top ;  the  next,  1  'm  moaning  in  the  valley. 
Sometimes  the  two  seem  to  exist  togellur. 
Then,  the  moaning  figure  watches  the 
shouting  one  with  a  smile — half  derision, 
half  pity.  It  knows  that  soon  the  other 
must  walk  soberly  down.  And  that 's 
where  the  curse  of  it  comes  in  !  " 

"  Please  don't  hurry,"  remarks  Stej)hen 
fifood-humouredlv.  **  But  vou  haven't  vet 
told  me  your  life-dream." 

**  I  'm  coming  to  it,"  says  Arthur,  con- 
tinuing his  explanatory  prelude.  *'  1  'vc 
no  splendid  impossible  scheme  for  the 
amelioration  of  mankind.  My  idea  con- 
cerns only  myself." 

"Now  (Imt  say  you've  an  infallible 
svstem  for  breaking  the  ring  at  l*'psoin,  or 
the  bank  at  Monte  Carlo.  1  couldn't  fnar 
it  !  " 

"No.  If  others  don't  bmtTit,  at  least 
others  don't  suffer." 

*'IIa!  I've  guessed  it!  Vou  desire 
to  (barter  a  ship,  and  recover  treasure- 
trove*  known  to  be  buried  somewhere 
within  the  Antarctic  Circle." 

**  Your  invention  was  always  good.  But 
you're  again  wrong." 

*•  Then  you  want  that  blue-eyed  girl 
you  used  to  speak  of" 


**  She  is  dead — of  your  romantic,  con- 
vincing consumption." 

The  silence  that  follows  is  broken  by 
Santon. 

**  What  I  desire  is  quite  simple  and  quite 
common." 

**Well.?" 

**  ]My  life-dream  is  health." 

"  Is  that  all  }  " 

**  Yes.     Freedom  from  bodily  pain." 

"What's  your  open-sesame  to  that 
delectable  state  }  " 

"  Money.  ...  I  want  to  get  away  from 
this  cursed  ever-changing  climate  to  some 
more  fortune-favoured  reliable  one.  A 
place  where  the  sun  is  a  glorious  yellow, 
not  a  dull  red,  seen  only  through  a  sombre 
mist.  I  want  warmth,  which  is  life.  I 
want  to  go  south." 

**  Don't  forget  that  south  lies  cholera,. 
fever,  dy.sentery.'* 

**  Xor  that  north  lies  consumption,. 
coughs,  colds " 

**  Stop ! "  cries  Bloyn,  with  comic 
•entreaty.  **  Where  do  you  wish  to  go  .•* 
Mentone }  Algiers .''  Or  do  you  want 
to  be — like  (joldsmith's  naked  negro — 
*  panting  at  the  line'  }"' 

*'  Xo.  Mv  Lotusland  is  the  Canarv 
Islands."  He  lingers  upon  the  name  as- 
a  lover  upon  his  sweetheart's.  ***The 
Fortunate  Isles,'  *  The  Isles  of  the  Blest/ 
'The  (iarden  of  the  Hesperides,'  *  The 
Place  where  (iolden  Apples  (irow' — the 
golden  apples  of  hi'allh.  Prince  Ahmed's- 
apples." 

*'  Remember  the  apples  of  Lstkabar — 
one  side  sweet,  the  other  bitter." 

"  I  '11  chance  tho.se." 

**  And  so  that  is  to  W  attained  bv  means 
of  the  root  of  all  evil — the  blighter  of 
man's  soul,  but  the  comforter  of  his  body  .''  " 

**  Yes.  ...  I  've  been  pinching  and 
scraping  for  the  last  two  years,  (iave  up 
being  a  drawing  master,  and  became  an 
assistant  to  a  suburban  photographer, 
because  it  was  surer.  (Jnce  got  to- 
Ycntnor — the  farthest  south  I  've  ever 
been — but  it  was  so  expensive.  Besides,. 
1  want  to  go  to  the  other  place — the 
Canaries  ;  I  've  set  mv  mind  on  it.  .  .  . 
I  've  enough  money  to  take  me  there,  but 
not  enough  to  keep  me  there — at  least,  for" 
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any  length  of  time.  Vou  sec,  I  couldn't 
limi  work — nothing  to  be  done,  1  imagine. 
liui  just  a  few  pounds,  and  I  could  got 
away  from  such  climatic  curses  as  this  lifc- 
*lcstr(iyinjj  fog.     Just  a  feu'  pound-s,  and 


rises  and  paces  the  room.      Bluyn  watches 
him — watches  him  sympathetically. 

"  Vou  'ri-  sure  that  health  would  conic .'  " 

"As  .sure  as  that  one   day   death    will 

come.     Don't  try  to  dispel  my  illusion — 


Bhwa  a-atchfi  hi  it 


how  much  !     Minus  that  few,  and f  )h, 

damn  it !       Wilh  that  few  I  could  hask  in 

the  sun  all  day.    Then  I  should Well, 

happiness,  t    know,  is  not  lo  he  bought , 
but  1  fancy  licahh  is.    Ah.  Sieplun,  old 
man,  only  think  of  it ! " 
His 


oxygen    to   my    heart's    hloml. 

It's    the 

dream  of  mv  lift-.     No  doidil  \> 

in  consider 

m.-   a   bit   ol"  a   crank.      \V,1I. 

we're  all 

cranks,  more  or  less — most  of  n 

s  more.      1 

want  health,  and    1    know  wIm 

■re  it's   to 

be    found.      Therefore,    1  "in   t 

oijinff  and 

ii8 
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scheming  to  save  enough  to  take  me  to  our 
own-time  Eden.  If  I  get  but  three  months 
there,  I  can  live  upon  the  accruing 
memories  for  all  the  years  to  come.  .  . 
Such  is  the  dream  of  my  life— a  dream 
that,  God  willing,  I  shall  one  day  trans- 
form into  reality !  '* 

When — the  fog  having  partly  cleared — 
his  friend  had  gone,  Stephen  Bloyn,  **  cynic 
ami  idler,'*  sat  communing  with  himself. 

**  Here  am  I,"  he  thought,  "a  young 
fellow,  blessedly  cursed  with  a  moderate 
competence.  There  he  is,  an  old  friend, 
suffering  from  a  score  of  nervous  com- 
plaints— some  real,  some  fancied.  Desires 
to  reach  a  certain  place,  where  he  more 
than  hopes  to  find  health.  Holds  the  idea 
in  front  of  himself,  as  the  donkey  in  the 
ma<nc-lantern  slide  holds  the  carrots.  .  .  . 
No  money  to  go  on  with.  Problem — get 
him  there.  It's  little  use  offering  him  the 
needful  under  cover  of  a  loan.  He  's  one 
of  those  rare  idiots  who  might  refuse  such 
a  thing.  And  that  would  si)oil  all.  ...  By 
the  way,  it 's  good  that  I  didn't  tell  him  of 
my  aunt's  timely  death.  When  he  knew 
me,  I  was  as  i)oor  and  proud  as  himself. 
And  he  's  still  unaware  of  the  contrary  :  so 
I  can  do  it  without  him  knowing  the  truth. 
He  mustn't  feel,  beneath  the  wool-warm 
glove  of  friendship,  the  stone-cold  hand 
of  charity.  .  .  .  Stone-cold  hand — wool- 
warm  glove.  That 's  rather  good — for  me. 
I  '11  try  to  think." 

When  next  he  saw  his  friend,  he  told 
him  the  outcome. 

**  Well,  my  old  hypochondriac,"  he  said, 
**  I  've  been  pondering  over  your  little 
fad — vour  heart's  desire.  And  I  dreamed 
that  I  was  a  passing  millionaire  who, 
struck  by  your  resemblance  to  the  man 
that  took  away  his  wife,  had  formed  a 
likinir  for  vou.  But  I  awoke  to  find  mvself 
only  the  hard-up,  done-nothing  f)ainter." 

Then  naughty  Stephen  told  good  Arthur 
a  wicked  lie.  He  informed  him  that  a 
firm  of  steam-ship  owners,  awakening  to 
the  possibilities  of  the  Canaries  as  health- 
resorts  tins  was  in  the  t-arly  \'ighties,  be 
it  rtniembered,  was  about  to  build  hotels 
in  the  chief  towns  ;  and  that  the  said  firm 
had  commissioned  one  Mr.  Bloyn  to  voyage 
to  those  favoured    islands    to  sketch  and 


photograph  them,  to  write  of  them,  and  to 
make  a  book  about  them.  * 

**  In  short,  my  boy,"  clapping  him  on 
the  shoulder,  **  advertisement  in  the  guise 
of  Art  and  Literature." 

Thus  it  was  that  Arthur  Santon  saw 
happiness  through  another  man*s  eyes. 
But  yet  a  little  while,  and  what  he  saw  was 
a  reflection  of  his  own. 

**  I  'm  to  have  an  assistant,"  said  Bloyn. 
'*  I  don't  know  of  anyone  likelv  to  suit. 
Can  you  recommend  a  man  }  " 

Being  aware  that,  when  both  children 
and  adults  desire  something  greatly  and 
have  it  offered  them,  they  are  apt  to  ques- 
tion the  good  faith  of  the  presenter. 
Stephen  obtained  verisimilitude  for  his 
untruth  by  the  judicious  use  of  much 
corroborative  lying.  And  owing  to  his 
unlimited  and  fearless  invention — coupled 
with  a  little  concealed  expenditure — it 
came  to  f)ass  that,  three  weeks  later,  the  two 
friends  were  listening  to  the  music  from 
the  Alameda,  at  Santa  Cruz,  Teneriffe. 

Nothing  could  be  a  greater  contrast  to 
the  weather  that  a  while  ago  had  prevailed 
in  London  than  the  weather  that  now 
prevailed  in  Tenerifil'.  Instead  of  the 
pestiferous,  depressing  fog  was  a  health- 
ful, exhilarating  sunshine.  The  warmth, 
and  the  air,  and  the  colour  that  had  for- 
saken the  bereft  citv  seemed  to  have 
floated  across  the  seas  and  enzoned  the 
tlesirable  island. 

**  Well,  it  has  been  a  beautiful  day,"  said 
Santon  happily. 

"  Not  bad,"  remarked  Bloyn  ;  **  only 
beautiful  things  are  often  deceitful." 

*'  Xot  bad  }  Why  the  thermometer  has 
been  eighty  in  the  shade  !  And  is  likely 
to  be  for  some  weeks  to  come:  so  they 
tell  nie.  There  's  no  dece|)tion  about  it. 
This  is  life  as  it  should  be !  " 

"  Yes.  Bv  the  wav,  I  saw  a  funeral 
this  morning.  Shall  we  mention  that  in 
our  book  .'' " 

"Then  people  <i"  die  here,"  said 
Santon  almost  seriously. 

*'  1  believe  so — thank  ( iod  !  "  was  the 
equally  serious  rejoinder. 

Santon  shivered.  He  seemed  to  be 
chilly.  **  Ah  !  someone 's  walking  over 
my  grave,"  he  murmured.     *'  Never  mind. 
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I  vi>iL'  we  go  to-morrow  to  the  Church 
of  the  Con  caption  and  view  Nelson's 
flags,  as  the  hotel-keeper  advised  us.  We 
can  thus  begin  on  the  book." 

Bloyn  then  wished  that  he  had  not  lied ; 
or.  rather,  that  he  had  done  so  in  a 
diOtTunt  way.  It  would  have  saved  him 
trouljlc — muscular  and    moral.     Not   that 


"  This  is  rather  a  bother,"  said  the  sick 
man  to  his  kindly  chum,  who  insisted  on 
looking  after  him.  "  But  I  shall  get 
better  soon,  I  must  have  brought  the 
infernal  thing  with  me.  Thank  OotI, 
we're  far  from  the  City  of  Dreadful 
Weather !  Before  next  week,  my  lioy, 
we'll    he   as   busy  as  a  couple  of  'Appy 


ilo' 


greatly  perturbed.  "  If  the  wor".l 
he  thought,  "  having  got  him 
can  tell  him  the  truth.  He  wfin't 
onif,"  But  tilings  being  as  they 
L-  merely  s;iid,  "  WV  "II  go  hilir  cm." 


,   the* 


ili.l 


fi"- 


Th.-  dav 


following,  Santon  was  less  well  ih, 
sh..uM  have  l>een.  Two  .lays  after,  he  was 
diiwii  with  a  kind  of  fever;  and  the  doctor 
that  was  called  in  speculate<l  gravely  as  to 
liis  getting  'ip  again. 


t'f  .Ul  and  Lit. 


'.\mpsicad     phij|ngra])!n;rs     uii     a     Bank 
Holiday." 

Before  next  wrek  Arthur  Pantoii  was 
deiiriou-;.  babbling  </  gn-cn  fi.-tds  and 
smoky  towns.  Among  the  thousand  and 
ten  fancies  that  arose  from  hi-  fevireii 
brain,  Ihe  one  most  [lecuii^ir  aixi  per- 
sistent was  that  he  was  still  in  London. 
Springing  up  from  the  bed  and  struggling 
with  his  patient  friend,  he  would  cr)*  nut : 
"Take  me  to  where   the   golden    apples 
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grow — the  goldt-n  apples  of  healtli !  \\'hy, 
in  (fod's  name,  arc  yuu  holding  me 
back  ? "  Now,  raising  his  voice  lo  an 
authoritative  shriek  :  "  Damn  jou  !  Let 
me  go !  This  filthy  place  is  killing  nie ! " 
Then,  lowering  it  to  an  entrcative  moan  : 
"Lei  mc  go,  old  chap.  It's  thf  dream 
of  my  life  to  get  there.  . 
flesh  off  my  bones  for 
pounds,  and  I  can  bask  i 
Oh,  Stephen,  make  ow  n 
Even    in    his    saner   i 


work  the 
t  a  fcH' 
n  the  sun  all  day. 
1  happy  !  " 


Ju. 


deep  fur  tears.  .\iid  although  his  watchful 
friend  strove  to  comfort  him,  his  laughter 
was  long  and  loud. 

Just  before  rela{>sing  into  the  awesome 
state — which  is  neither  life  nor  death — 
that  men  call  delirium.  Arthur  grew  calm, 
and  s[H>ke  almost  cheerfully. 

"Well,  I'm  ready.  The  world  wasn't 
so  bad,  aftLT  all — and  I  met  you.  .  .  . 
Stephiin,  my  friend,  you  've  been  a  good 
man  to  me.  .  .  .  Now  lake  warning !  Gei 
out   of  this   aauised   huU   at  once!      As  a 


possessed  r>f  a  devil  telling  him  thai  his 

last    favour 

fever — which   he  kiiew  he  had  contracted 

the   plavful 

on  the  island— was  indii,'enous  to  th<-  i>Iaci'. 

you  are  saf 

and  existent  niiwhere  else.     His  apjiies  of 

Arnund    1 

Prince    Ahmed    had    In-come    apples    of 

desired  bre 

Istkahar;  and   he  had  eaten  of  the  hitter 

and  vig<,ur  ; 

aide  first— which  was  not  fair. 

darkcn.-d    r 

"  Oh,  my  (Jod,  what  a  find  !  "  he  once 

giiinjijoy  a 

said  in  a  shocking  moment  of  clearness. 

him.    .\nd  ; 

"  Death    triekcd    out    in    the     robes     of 

churchyard 

Health  !  And  grinning  at  his  joke- 
practical  joke  !  "  Then  the  humour  oi 
thing  impelled  the  victim  to  laughter- 
laughter   born    of    thoughts   that    lie 


e  silk  man's  bed  sang  his 
;e  :  giving  relief  and  comfort 
liut  not  to  him.  Oniside  the 
m\  shone  his  desired  sun ; 
.1  health  and  life  ;  but  not  to 
on  he  for  ever  lay  in  a  quiet 
ivhere  death  seemed  only 
sleej..  Hut  he  was  dead— ns  dead  as  if 
buried  in  London.  For  the  "  playful 
gods"  had  decreed  the  thirsting  traveller 
his  drink — in  a  poisoned  cup. 


s.--'- 
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AN    INFERNAL    REGION. 

By  FREDERICK  DOLMAN. 

New  Zeaiaitd,  besides  Its  many  beautyspots,  hta  the  weirdest  piece  ol  countir 
In  the  world,  and  this  is  described  and  Illustrated  In  the  folIowlDg  paffes. 
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this  ar<'a  is  given  ovi-r  to  I'lutonic  ti-rror 
On  thf  contrary,  some  of  it  is  verj-  beauti- 
ful, with  lakt;  ami  mountain  scenerj-  wliich, 
in  its  way,  rivals  that  of  Cumberland  or 
Killanii-y.      Hut  those    pretty   views    only 


raiKl.-u 


hv 


<if  s. 


demoniacal 

of  the  groups  of  gcj-sers 

an<[  fumaroles  which 

are    to    l»e    st-on    in 

their  midst. 

Kiir  concentrated 
awfiilnoss  'I'ikitere 
must  ho  mentioned 
first.  Tikitore  is  a 
liozcn  mill's'  drive 
from  Kotorua  over  a 
pumice-  slonc  road, 
ivhii'h  al  times  ^ves 
llu'  .Aniorii'an  biiggj-, 
ill  whiih  the  journey 
is  usually  undertaken, 
i|iiiio    a    yacht -like 

liuman    habitation  is 

eomernod.    Tikitere 

i-onsisis    of     half    a 

ilii/<'ii    or    so    Maori 

u-/,.,r,s—  small 

ih  li>»',  slojiin^  roofs.    It 

(vhii-h  fail  In-  seen  afar 

liiuil  of  vuljihurous  steam 

ih.'  >i>il  i-^  saiuraled.  and 

<[uaKiiiir<'  '>f  hiack  mud. 

iliiij;  laki-.  iiiviilc<I  from 

arrow  jii<i<'  i>t'  land,  and 

ii-ival.!.'  Ii.mi  -.f  volranic 


'jeorf,i-  Aufruslus  Sala  \ 


of  the 
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first  English  visitors  to  this  spot,  and  his 
verba!  inffcnuity  was  severely  taxed  to 
-christen  its  most  appalling  features 
properly.  He  called  the  bridge  between 
the  two  lakes  "The  Gate  of  Hades," 
there  being  on  the  other  side  a  volcanic 


water  of  Rotokawa  reflects  a  perfect  green, 
which,  with  the  harmonious  foliage  of 
the  bank,  forms  a  picture  of  paradisiacal 
contrast. 


U'hakarewarewa  ii 
most  vividly  suggest; 


bog  which  no  one  has  yet  vfnuircd  to 
explore  thoroup;hly.  A  great  gt-yser  which 
throws  uj)  black  mud  fifty  feet  and  more 
received  the  title  of  "  The  Infi-rno."  and 
■"Hell's  Gate"  was  bestowed  upim  a  little 
hillock  from  which,  in  a  favourable  wind, 
you  could  look  down  into  the  depths  of 
this  awful  chasm.  A  deep  pool  of  inky 
blackness  contiimes  to  be  known  as 
"  The  Devil's  Blow-Hole,"  while  "  Satan's 
Delight"  well  describes  a  solfatara  from 
ivhich  the  fumes  are  almost  suffocating. 

Looking  around,  as  one  stands  on 
ground  which  seems  at  times  to  quiver 
and  palpitate,  and  in  which  iniernal 
rumblings  are  distinctly  audible,  it  is 
<juite  easy  to  jjive  way  to  the  illusion  of 
having  already  entered  the  nether  regions. 
On  a  gloomy  day  there  is  nothing  to 
break  the  desolate  horror  of  the  scene  as 
the  eye  passes  over  dark-looking  bush 
and  greyish  pumice-stone  plain  until  it 
reaches  the  sombre  aspect  of  distant 
mountains.  Yet  it  is  only  a  few  minutes' 
walk  through  the  bush  to  reach  the  beau- 
tiful cold  lake,  Rotokawa.     The  pellucid 


bv    the    doi 
Within  an  a 
are    half  a  do/.-n 
spout  forth    coluii 
which    varj'    fr()ni 


.  another  name  which 
;  Hades  to  my  mind. 
It  wants  the  desola- 
tion of  Tikiterc,  how- 
ever, two  or  three 
hundred  Maoris 
living  there  and  an 
Knglish  hotel  having 
been  established  a 
year  or  two  ago  con- 
tiguous to  the  awe- 
inspiring  phenomena 
of  which  il  is  the 
scene.  The  village, 
which  is  alwut  three 
miles  from  Rotorua, 
contains  an  epitome 
of  some  of  the  most 
sinister  fascinations 
of  the  Hot  l^kes 
District,  with  the 
strange  incongruity 
given  to  the  scene 
■Stic  life  of  the  Maorios 
a  of  about  150  acres  there 
i/i-n  or  more  geysers  that 
of  steaming  water, 
do7en    to    nearly    a 


hundred  feet  high,  all  having  Maori 
names,  such  as  Te  Wairoa,  Pohutu,  and 
Kereru  ;  cauldrons  of  boiling  water,  con- 
stantly bubbling  and  surging  ;  mud  lakes, 
and  other  features,  repulsive,  yet  alluring, 
similar  to  those  of  Tikitere,  although  on 
rutlier  a  smaller  scale.  One  of  the  geysers 
discharges  itself  helow  a  little  river,  and  ts 
called  "  the  Torpedo,"  because  the  terrible 
noise  it  occasionally  causes  resembles 
nothing  so  much  as  a  torpedo -discharge. 

Fur  all  (his  tiiahlen,-  of  nature  the 
Mauris  show  the  iudilTercnce  which  conies 
from  familiarity;  they  smoke  and  lounge 
about,  cat,  drink,  and  sleep  in  the  midst 
of  the  most  impressive  manifestations  of 
Titanic  power.  In  fact,  llu^j-  have  come 
t(i  regard  the  copiims  supply  of  heat  as  a 
favour  of  the  {^ods  to  their  inveterate 
indolence ;  the  women  of  Whakarewarewa 
wash  the  clothes  in  the  hot  pools  and  cook 
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the  food  ill  the  hot  earth.  Men.  women, 
and  children  arc  constantly  disportini; 
themselves  in  open-air  baths.  'I'hc  Maoris 
seldom  carr>'  this  feeling,  however,  lo  the 
piiint  of  contempt  for  the  perils  of  their 
surroundings.  One  or  two  who  have  done 
so  in  recent  years  have  been  swalk)wed 
up  in  a  lake  of  mud,  or  met  a  similarly 
horrible  death  in  a  boiling  crater. 

An  e.xiinet  crater  at  Whakarewarewa. 
which,  whh  ils  mound  of  decomiKised 
geyserile,  has  a  very  uncanny  look,  is  called 
by  iho  -Maoris  the  "  Brain  Pot,"  in  allusion 
to  a  celebrated  cannibal  orgie  of  which  it 
was  once  the  scene.  It  is  "  tapu."or  sacred, 
and  any  violence  done  to  the  crater 
by  in(|uisitive  strangers  uould  probably 
be  strongly  resenteil  by  tlic  villagers. 

A  neyser.  called  'I'e 

Warn,  which  has  now 

been  <|uie  scent  for 
manv  years,  was  a 
shi>rt  time  ago  the 
subject  of  a  rather 
daring  experiment. 
Two  or  ihree  adven- 
turous visitors  entered 
a  hole  several  feet 
w  ide.  and  endeav- 
oun-d  til  penetrate 
inli)  the  interior  of 
the  geyser.  They 
desceniled  to  a  depth 
of  about  fifteen  feel 
and  reached  a  small 
cavern,   when  a  rush 


U'aiotapn  Valley,  which  is  about  twenty 
miles  from  Kotorua.  This  valley  is 
memorable  for  its  "explosion  craters,"  as 
they  are  called.  They  are  a  series  of  deep, 
circular  pits  about  sixty  feet  wide  on  the 
average,  and  separated  from  each  other  by 
the  narrowest  of  paths,  which  it  requires 
coolness  and  self- posse s.sion  to  traverse 
safely.  Across  one  of  the  largest  of  these 
craters  is  a  natural  bridge  of  rock,  and 
looking  from  this  little  foothold  into  the 
impenetrable  blackness  of  the  swirlingmass 
below,  one  could  scarcely  wish  for  a  more 
realistic  picture  of  the  Bottomless  Pit. 

There  are  more  than  twenty  in  this 
series  of  explosion  craters,  and  from  one 
or  two  of  them  detonations  can  be  heard 
which    resemble    the    muflled     sound    of 


of  s 


drc 


;  them 


kick  and  prevented 
any  further  explora- 
tion c)f  the  interiur 
of  this  infernal  region. 

A  little  tract  of 
land  iHtwecn  Whaka- 
rewarewa  and  Lake 
Kotorua,  black  and 
desolate  and  steam- 
ing with  sulphur,  has 
somehow  or  other  got 
the  name  of  Sodoin 
and  (lomorrah. 

Another  day  of 
tremulous  pleasure 
can  be  obtained  in  the 
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musketry-  -  firinj^.  From  otticrs  proceed 
the  sounds  of  hissing  and  gasping  waters. 

The  Waiotapu  Valley  also  contains  the 
biggest  of  the  mud  gej-sers,  an  eruptive 
centre  which,  by  its  eccentric  action,  lias 
given  strange  fantastic  shapes  to  the  dark 
soil  for  some  little  distance  nround.  It  is 
only  occasionally,  when  the  Jielivity  of  the 
ijeyser  is  relaxed,  that  yon  can  approach 
near  enough  to  view  the  chasm  from  which 
tin-  stream  of  mud  proceeds.  To  this 
scene  a  striking  contrast  in  colour  is 
afforded  by  a  blood-red  pool  near  by,  the 
water  acquiring  this  hue  from  vegetable 
and  mineral  causes. 

One  could  go  on  enumerating  many 
mure  similar  manifestations  of  the  fas- 
cinatingly terrible  to  be  seen  about  the 
district.  Some  may  suggcsi  the  Brocken 
scene  in  "Faust":  others,  the  Witches' 
Kitchen  in  "  Macbeth."  Hut  they  all 
belong  to  the  several  types  1  have  men- 
tioned, and   it  is  undeniable  that  after  a 


numbers  would  find  more  discomfort  in 
their  surromidings  at  that  township,  cam> 
paratively  peaceful  as  they  are.     As  it  is, 

ihey  derive  new  health  a'ld  strength  from 
the  healing  waters,  little  troubled  by 
thoughts  of  the  scenes  of  weird  phenomena 
from  which  those  waters  are  derived.  To 
some  of  them,  this  wonderful  bit  of  coimtry, 
so  far  from  presaging  the  wrath  to  come, 
signifies  probably  a  successful  flight  for « 
few  years  from  any  such  terrors. 

Unly  once  during  the  British  occapt- 
tion  of  the  islands  has  anything  occuned 
in  this  "  infernal  region  "  of  New  Zetr 
land  to  justify  the  fears  which  it  may  so 
well  inspire,  although  there  are  Maori 
traditions  of  whole  villages  being  de- 
stroyed by  supernatural  forces.  I  refer, 
of  course,  to  the  Tarawera  eruption  of 
Juno  188&,  when  the  famous  Pink  and 
White  'I'orrjices  were  effaced,  and  over  a 
hundred  lives  were  lost. 

It  was  of  a  spot  where  the  worst  eliiects 


to  becoim 
Hut    foi 

invalid.s  V 


<l;iel.-  begins      of  this  i-nijition  were  felt— the  little  island 
of   I'uai,  on    Roiomnhaiui    Lake— that    a 
l>le   tlial    the      (ierman  traveller  stnne  years   before  had 
11  iiiireiising      uTitlen  the  following  prophetic  words — 
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"  I  believe  that  anyone  wlio  did  not 
knou-  thai  persons  have  liccd  here  for 
several  weeks  would  only  with  great 
(lilhculty  be  persuaded  to  remain  here  even 


rained  for  hours  miles  around,  tlie  village 
of  Wairoa  was  partly  buried,  while  several 
;\Taori  settlements  were  coniplett-ly  ovir- 
ivhclmcii.      No   loss   of  life  occurred   at 


for  one  nif;ht.  The  conlinnal  roarinj;. 
nishing,  singing,  bu/zing,  boiling  winii.l 
inspires  a  feeling  of  lerror.  .  .  .  The 
island  is  nothing  but  a  lorn  and  frnciun-ii 
rock,  decomposiul  and  softened  by  steam 
ami  gases,  which,  almost  boileii  lo  soft- 
ness, may  at  any  moment  tumble  to  pieces 
an,l  vanish  in  ll'ie  hot  water  of  tlic  lake." 

On  that  terrible  night  in  lune  n<it  (iril\ 
<li.l  I'uai  disappear,  but  (he  face  of  ibi- 
whole  country-side  was  changed.  For  a 
few  hours  the  terrific  forces  of  ibis  region, 
of  which  geyser  and  fimianile  usually  give 
but  impressive  glimpses,  uere  let  l.iose. 
'nie  Tarawera  mountain  was  lorn  asuiui.r 
from  end  to  end,  forked  lightning  played 
about  its  peaks,  and  v()lcanic  (ire-balls 
burst  in  brilliant  showers. 

This  was  but  the  overture  to  the  tragedy 
which  followed.  lu  the  mud  and  stones 
shot    forth    fnim     the    mountain,    which 
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destroyed,  had  e 


lurlied.  f<.r 
least  twu  hundred  vears.  On  the  uhol 
therefore,  the  visitor  to  N.'w  Zeaiaiie 
"infiTnal  regions"  mav  enjoy  his  ■■sen> 
tions"to  the  full  in  fairly  gimd  seeurU 
well  knowing  ihal  at  any  moment  1 
may  be  swallowed  up  in  the  fiery  de[)tl 
around  htm. 


RIVERSDALE    JUNIOR. 

By  G.  B.  BURGIN. 


THKV   niarriid    h_v    way   nf    :i    j.jkt.  liis  iiioustaclic.     "  Vou  descn-e  a  < 

altliouffli,  as   Ik-skflii  cNplainci]  lo  vour  own,"  ho  said. 
Evelina,  matrimony  was  no  Jiikc — cxicpt  Ami     then     Kvulina     became 

for  thi'  people  who  cami'  tci  tln'  wi'diliitfr.  j>er.sona[  about  the  bald  i)atch  on  thel 

That    was    a    little     iin|ilea.saiit    way    of  of  his  head. 

Hesketh's:  he  insisted  uiH)ti  jukin;;  about  "Oh,  but  it's  the  silver  lining  to-l 

subjects  in  whiih    the   average  woman —  ihtud,  caused  by  the  eclipsing  ] 

particularly  when   she  is  newly  married —  ihu  llashwuod  sirl." 
does  not  see  any  humour.     But   Kvelina  He  smiled  sardonically,  thus  i 

did  not  cousiderhersflf  an  auTa;,'e  wiunun;  her  an  opiiortiinitv  of  retorting  about^ 

for  she  had  critically  studied  her  iiwn  m-x.  clouded  bndn. 

and  was  inwardly  certain  thai  she  was  tlie  "flimded    brain,   have    I?       You    : 

salt    which    leavened    its   affecialicm    ;iiid  reverence,  and  no  ionijcr  sit  at  my  i 

frivolous  insincerity.  Me  paused  lo  look  at  her  with  i 

Other  women  seemed  to  lier  a  mistake,  (jrey-greeu    eyes  —  eyes  which  ought  to 

They  were  all    so  aii\ious   to  uuike  li>ve  have  liehmged    to   a    cat,   and    not   to   a 

to  Hesketh  that,  in  self-defence,  she  look  human  bein;i  al  all. 

him  awav  everv  summer  to  a  liule  bouse  "  There  is  clay  on  them,"  said  she,  with 

bv  the  New  Kiver,  wljcre   ihev  «er,>   both  a  swc^pinR  curlsey. 

desperiuely  b.wd  and  ,]uarr,dl.>d  all  day  '■  Marriajte,"  he    audibly  reflected,    "i» 

hmK-    .\s  Hesketh  said,  if  the  river,  which  the  only  real  method  of  showing  a  maa 

ha<l  been  rolling;  alon;.;  fur  cenlitries.  called  »bat  an  admirable  husband  he  might  tlMltt 

itself  •■  New,"   the   p.'o|.le  whom  lli.y  met  be.ome  to— to  soni<-.uie  else's  wife." 
in     society    were     noiliiti);     hot     human  "  It    is    also    the    means,    Hesketh,    of 

mushrooms.  shouinj;  a  woman  what  a  );ood  wife  sh* 

'■  Vou  slHnihi  lake  the  K.'cli.rN  advice."  mij;hl  have  been  lo— to '" 

Kvelina    .saiil    lo      Ilesketb     >everety    one  '■Some   other   woman's   husband.'      Oh 

morniuf,' when  lie  had   provi'd  himself  l.j  yes.    that '.s    obvious   cnouRh.     Hut    doat 

Ih'  more   disconcert  in;;  than   usual.      "  If  you    think,     Kvelina.    that    the    husband 

you  wish  to  become  a  lU'w  man   in    the  ought  to  be  /Ar  person  in  the  house.-"' 
Church,    have    iioihins    to    do    with    ilic  "  /'/;<  person!     Whv ;  vou  are  nothing 

•New     W.iman'    in    bloom,  rs.      1    don't  but  a  middle-aRed  epiBran'i."     She  looked 

a|>|)rove  of  \oiir  cyrlin.i;  with  that  horrid  at  him  muliiiou.-ly.     "Oh  yes,  ihe  person 

Dasliwood  ;,'irl.  when  lou  know  I  am  not  lo    be   avoided,"    and    made    her    escape 

siriiUf,'  enon;,'h  In  jjo  wiih    »ou.     She    is  before  he  i<inld  tnanufacturean  appropriate 

so— -o   uni.jue    that    1    d.m'i    liki>   u.u  to  epigram  in  reply. 

be  seen  with  her.     Cohiey  I  latch  .\sylum  "Women   have    no    honour,"  he  called 

is  so  close  to  us  that  people  are  sure  to  after  her.     "  Thi-y  thnist  and  run  away. 

draw   pointed  conclusions."  1  'II    show   you  who  is  i/ii  person  in  the 

JJeskelh    smiled,  and    ironically  curled  house.     What  a  pity  wv'u-  no  children! 
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One  could  alnays  jiim 
till'  contfsl  bflivt-cn  us 
and  escape  umii-r  cuvi 
shall  have  to  asM-rt  myonu  iiidtvutualily. 
'I'licre  is  something  in  that  i<lca  about 
children  acting  as  buffir  bc-tuecn  husband 
A'o.  too    May  igoo 


ridod  liy  bis  im|)ortJn;;  a 
liabc  ami  ])rcsi-n[inj;  it  to  the  disgusted 
Evflina  with  Rreat  (lolituiicss. 

"  \Vc    \osc     WH    VcTftV^^    v'^'^'^-'^'i    ^:5^ft». 
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because  we've  nothing  to  distract  our 
attention  at  the  critical  moment,"  he  said  to 
her.  *  *  A  pity,  I  think.  Here 's  the  remedy— 
a  young  aristocrat  I  Ve  borrowed  to  keep 
the  peace  between  us — Riversdale's  hopeful 
son  and  heir.  Riversdale  goes  abroad  for 
a  month.  Let  us  take  his  man-child  to 
our  hearts  and — eh — cherish  it ;  that  is  to 
say,  you  *d  better  do  the  cherishing,  and 
I  *11  form  its  manners.  I  told  Riversdale 
we  didn't  want  to  be  bothered  with  its 
,  nurse,  so  he  let  me  bring  the  cub  away 
myself.  Got  any  plaster  in  the  house  ? 
He's  bitten  my  thumb  nearly  in  two. 
Riversdale  seemed  to  be  awfully  pleased 
to  think  we  'd  look  after  his  son  and  heir 
Yes ;  it 's  our  duty  to  cherish  him.  Looks 
as  if  he  wanted  it,  doesn't  he  ?  " 

Evelina  was  disgusted.  "  Cherish  a 
little  outrage  like  that ! "  she  said  scorn- 
fully. **  Look  at  his  low  face  ;  it  resembles 
a  door-knocker.  Why,  there  's  *  bruiser* 
written  all  over  it." 

"  Henceforth  it  shall  be  changed  to 
*  healer  '  —  the  healer  of  our  domestic 
discords.  Riversdale  junior  is  the  only 
son  of  his  father,  who  is  a  widower.  In 
the  circumstances,  Riversdale  junior  must 
be  cherished  for  a  month.  We  can't — 
eh — argue  with  that  between  us." 

Evelina  looked  at  Riversdale  junior  in 
disgust  as  he  sat  on  the  carpet,  then  rolled 
stealthily  over,  seized  the  kitten's  tail 
between  his  teeth,  and  drew  blood  at  the 
first  bite. 

•*  Couldn't  it  be  put  in  the  aviary  ?  If  I 
Jive  in  the  house  with  it  I  shall  go  mad," 
she  cried. 

"  I  think  not.  Riversdale  wouldn't  like 
it  if  we  didn't  keep  him  in  the  house. 
Besides,  the  birds  might  object.  He 's 
delightfully  ugly ;  more  like  a  bull-pup 
than  a  human  being." 

Evelina  went  away  to  her  bed-room  and 
.  shed  bitter  tears.  This  squat  -  faced 
atrocity  was  worse  than  Miss  Dash  wood. 
Like  the  poor,  he  would  be  always  with 
them.  She  must  provide  herself  with 
some  sort  of  an  antidote  to  mitigate  the 
effect  of  such  concentrated  ugliness.  But 
how  ?  Something  suddenly  occurred  to 
her,  and  she  rushed  up  to  town  without 
waiting  for  lunch. 


"  You  have  always  told  me  that  I  might 
do  exactly  as  you  did,"  said  Evelina  that 
afternoon  when  she  returned  from  town. 
**  Well,  I  've  imported  a  female  'child  just 
to  make  a  contrast  to  Riversdale  junior. 
She  is  as  lovely  as  he  is  hideous.  Now, 
don't  lose  your  temper  and  say  nasty 
things  in  the  crown  of  your  hat.  You 
must  have  found  it  rather  tr>'ing  to  have 
him  in  here  all  this  time.  Why — ^the  little 
demon  ! " 

She  flew  at  Riversdale  junior  and  cuffed 
him  soundly,  for  he  had  given  the  woman- 
child  a  severe  blow.  To  Evelina's  intense 
surprise,  however,  when  blue-eyed  little 
Eweretta  had  recovered  from  the  shock, 
she  toddled  across  the  carpet  to  her 
persecutor  and  hugged  him  to  her  baby 
breast  in  a  perfect  passion  of  unrequited 
affection. 

Riversdale  junior  flung  her  aside  against 
the  wall,  and  straddled  off  after  the 
kitten. 

"Where  did  you  get  her?"  asked 
Hesketh.  "  She  's  beginning  well.  What 
a  perfect  little  beauty  !  " 

"  Oh,  I  borrowed  her  from  a  *  Home,' 
and  took  her  to  Regent  Street  to  be 
properly  *  outfitted.'  I  suppose  I  shall 
have  to  look  after  Riversdale  junior  myself. 
It 's — it 's  rather  a  trial,  but  I  *11  do  my 
share  without  grumbling." 

"  Thanks,  yes,  unless  you  would  like 
Jenkins  to  try  his  hand.  I  keep  him  pretty 
busy  looking  after  me  as  a  rule.  However, 
if  you  want  him  for  the  nursery  you  can 
have  him." 

*'  Oh,  Jenkins  had  better  take  the  boy — 
he  looks  more  like  a  demon  than  anything 
human  —  and  keep  him  from  the  New 
River.  We've  another  month  before  we 
return  to  town.  Do  you  think  you  can 
stand  Riversdale  junior  for  a  month  ? 
Of  course,  you  never  thought  of  taking 
him  on  approval  ?  " 

*'  N— no  ;  didn't  think  of  it.  But  that 's 
all  right.  I  could  stand  it  for  an  eternity, 
if  he  wouldn't  grow.  I  've  an  odd  idea 
that  if  he  were  grown  up,  he  'd  cut  our 
throats.  Riversdale  prudently  clinched 
the  arrangement  before  I  could  get  a  good 
look  at  his  offspring.  Now  I  understand, 
why  Riversdale  was  so  cautious.    The  bor 
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does  look  like  a  murderer,  doesn't  he  ?  that  he  couldn't  get  at  the  kitten  and 
Wonder  whether  he 's  someone  else's  throttle  it  ;  but  the  kitten  had  taken 
child,    and    Riversdalc    palmed    him    off     refuge    under    a    writing-desk,    and,    with 


E-utrttla  hull  before  him  with  dasped  hands,  sarin:;  her  /•lay.n. 

■on    us   as  a  )okt' !      1  'm  sure   he  'd  like  commendable    w  isdom,    refusi'd   m    tome 

to  murder  me,  now  that  he  's  tasted  my  out  10  be  mauled. 

blood."  Ew  eretta  and  Kiversdale  junior  could  not 

Rivcrsdale  junior  looked  up  and  nodded  have  been  n:voitlhatvftNc-stv«'iiA4.  VCv;«'s- 

surly  acguiescesce.     He  was  disappointed  dale  juniOT\\ai.\av*^\'VY^^^"*^'^®''^'^^*'^'^'^^ 


'J^ 
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by  curved  Icj^s  ihmiigh  which  a  sm; 
barrow  might  ha\e  been  passed  with  eai 
His  Imv  forehead,  slanting  head,  narrc 
red  eyes,  and  snub  nose  betokened  that 
a  previous  state  nf  existence  he  had  e' 
dently  received  an  "  honourabli 
at  some  prehistoric  local  dog-i 


Shf  followed  him  round  at  all  hours  of 
the  day  and  night  with  ardent  affection, 
and  declined  to  cat  anj-thing  unless  he 
sliared  the  dainty  with  her.  When  Rivers- 
dale  junior  was  hungry,  his  idea  of 
Chesterlieldian  jioliteness  was  to  knock 
down  Eweretta  anil  steal  her  food.     The 


r/icir  hands 

hands  were  beefily  red  ;  he  was  fat,  and 
one  looth  did  its  best  to  curl  over  his 
upper  lip.  The  whole  expression  of  his 
countenance  was  brutally  low  When  little 
Eweretta,  a  miracle  of  childish  loveliness, 
approached  him,  he  would  scowl  and 
order  her  to  go  away 

It  was  impossible  to  keep  the  children 
apart,  for  Eweretta  found  a  fatal  fascin- 
Mtian    in    Riversdale    junior's     contempt. 


llie  citfin. 


more  he  knocked  Eweretta  about  the  more 
she  loved  him,  as  if  he  had  treated  her 
with  the  same  brutality  in  some  pre- 
historic sltmi  and  the  force  of  associa- 
tion still  remained.  He  was  her  deity, 
when  she  thought  no  one  was  look- 
ing, she  sang  "  Rock  of  Ages "  to 
him  in  a  sweet  little  quavering  voice 
(boggling  over  the  words'!,  which  made 
Evelina  sob  and  wish  that  Hcsketh  would 
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not  manuKcture  epigrams  for  home 
consumption. 

One  day,  when  the  month  was  nearly 
up,  Evelina  came  into  the  <lining-room 
.and  found  Riversdalc  junior  importantly 
sitting  on  a  cushion.  Ewcretta  knelt 
before  him  with  clasped  hands,  saying 
her  prayers. 

"  What  are  you  making  her  do,  you 
wicked  boy  ?  "  asked  Evelina,  snatching 
np  her  darling. 

"  Do  away,"  said  Rivcrsdale  junior 
importantly,  "  I  'ni  Dod  "  ,  but  he  looked 
more  like  a  devil. 

The  two  children  kept  Hesketh  and 
Evelina  so  busy  that  they  forgot  to  quarrel. 
Even  Hesketh  found  himself  furtively 
storing  up  hairbrushes  in  his  coat -pocket 
in  order  to  throw  them  at  Riversdalc 
junior  when  he  ill-treated  Eweretta  more 
than  usual. 

There  was  no  doubt  whatever  that 
Eweretta  bored  Riversdalc  junior  ex- 
tremely. She  loved  him  with  a  consuming 
passion,  smilingly  accepting  blows  and 
stripes,  provided  they  came  from  her 
beetle-browed  persecutor.  At  last,  even 
Evelina  gave  up  trying  to  protect  I'Averetla 
from  the  consequences  of  her  mad  passion. 
She  wanted  the  child  all  to  herself,  to 
dress  in  dainty  costumes,  to  hug  and  kiss 
And  make  her  forget  the  emptines.s  of  her 
own  starved  mother-heart.  Rut  Eweretta 
^ve  Evelina  perfunctory  kisses,  and  then 
slipped  off  her  lap  to  accompany  Rivers- 
Jale  junior  in  his  agricultural  researches 
and  vain  quest  of  a  rat  which  occupied  a 
hole  in  the  New  River  bank. 

Hesketh  testified  at  the  coroner's  iiuiucst 
his  firm  belief  that  Riversdalc  junior 
pushed  Eweretta  into  the  river  to  get  rid 


of  her  importunities.  There  was  certainly 
an  ugly  mark  on  her  sweet  baby  face 
when  Jenkins  (he  had  fallen  asleep  on 
the  bank  instead  of  looking  after  the 
children  properly)  fished  her  out  of  the 
water  and  carried  the  poor  little  dripping 
body  to  Evelina,  leaving  Riversdalc  junior 
stolidly  hunting  for  the  rat. 

Of  course  everyone  —  wise  after  the 
event — said  it  was  just  what  might  have 
been  expected  from  so  mad  an  experi- 
ment. Hesketh  and  Evelina,  standing  on 
each  side  of  the  little  white  coEn,  felt  that 
Eweretta  would  presently  sit  up  and  stretch 
out  her  waxen  fingers  towards  Riversdalc 
junior,  who  was  pla3ing  outside  on  the 
landing. 

"  1  '11  bring  him  in,"  said  Evelina,  just 
before  the  coffin-lid  was  fastened  down 
and  the  little  flowerlike  face  for  ever 
hidden  from  human  view.  "  Surely  he 
will  be  sorry  now!  " 

"  If  he  isn't,  I  'II  kill  him,"  said  Hesketh 
fiercely.  "  Shall  I  fetch  the  little  brute 
for  you  ?  " 

He  went  outside  and  brought  back 
Riversdalc  junior,  who  bit  and  kicked 
and  scratched  with  all  his  might. 

Evelina  took  Riversdalc  junior  in  her 
arms,  and  held  him  over  the  little  white 
coffin.  "  Say  you 're  sorry.  Kiss  her  good- 
bye,"  she  whispered,  b ro ken- heart edly. 

Riversdalc  junior  yelled,  and  tried  to 
strike  the  little  dead  face  with  the  wooden 
block  he  held  in  his  clenched  fist. 
Hesketh  flung  him  with  a  crash  to  the  other 
end  of  the  room,  and  rang  the  bell. 

"Take  him  away,  Jenkins.  Take  him 
away,  or  1  '11  kill  him  !  " 

ficskelh  and  Evelina  pantingly  looked 
at  each  other  ;  their  hands  met  over  the 
ccffin  ,  they  knelt  beside  it 
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somenhat   strange  that  an  age     Toutin,  of   Chateau-Surr, 
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like  our  oun,  which  has  such  a  fancy 
for  novelty  and  "  preltiness."  as  apart  from 
real  solidity  and  usefulness,  in  our  furni- 
ture and  belongings  generally,  should  not 
have  brought  into  fashion  again  the 
practice  so  common  in  the  early  part  of 
last  century  and  the  later  portion  of  the 
previous  one,  of  having  the  backs  of  our 
watches  decorated 
with  charmingly 
coloured  enamel    pic- 

The  relics  to-day  of 
this  curious  fashion  of 
that  period  may  be 
seen  in  many  places, 
and  there  are  yet  in 
existence,  in  the  hands 
of  private  owners  of 
old  country  houses  and 
baronial  halls,  many 
splendid  specimens  of 
what  seems  to-day  to 
be  almost  a  lost  art  as 
regards  the  outward 
ornamentation  of  watcbcs-  Whether  this 
change,  not  for  the  better  in  many  ways, 
has  ariseft  from  the  desire  of  the  people 
during  the  reign  of  our  present  Sovereign 
to  have  their  goods  at  as  cheap  a  price 
as  possible,  and  so  to  patronise  inferior 
rather  than  very  expensive  work,  or  not,  it 
is  hardly  the  place  here  to  inquire.  But 
there  can  be  no  doubt  that  something  of 
the  kind  must  be  the  reason  why  the 
practice  of  enamelling  the  backs  of  watches 
with  beautiful  pictures  of  all  kinds  has 
fallen  into  absolute  disuse. 

The  art   arose    in    France    about  the 
middle  of  the  seventeenth  century.    Jean 


goldsmith,  well  known  throughout  all  his 
district  for  fine  and  original  work.  He  it 
was  who  first  conceived  the  idea  of 
decorating  the  backs  of  the  gold  watches 
he  made  with  such  pictures.  He  was  a 
beautiful  painter  of  miniatures,  as  well  as 
a  goldsmith,  and  he  thus  was  enabled  to 


bring  his  ideas  ti 


i  perfection  that  might 
have  been  lacking  in 
the  work  of  many 
another  man  who 
might  have  had  a 
similar  idea,  but  little 
facihty  or  ability  for 
carrying  it  out. 
Toutin's  process 
consisted  in  putting  on 
the  enamel,  by  apply- 
ing it  to  thin  gold 
plates,  in  thick  colours 
of  different  tints,  such 
that  thej-  would  melt 
with  fire  and  yet  n 


lu 


He 


himself,  almost  from 
the  firsl,  met  with  complete  success  in  his 
operations,  and  his  watches,  thus  adorned, 
became  immensely  popular- 

Of  course  the  demand  for  them  raised 
up  new  workers  and  originated  a  variety  of 
work.  A  regular  "  school  "  for  this  special 
business  began  to  become  famous' at  Blois, 
in  France,  and  from  this  place  came  for 
many  long  years  all  .the  most  celebrated 
of  the  enamel -painters  on  the  backs  of 
watches.  Of  these  the  chief  were  Henri 
Toutin  (brother  of  Jean),  the  famous  Paul 
Viet,  Morli^re,  and  Charti^re.  The  last 
named  gained  a  renown  which  has  never 
been  surpassed  for  his  marvellous  skill  in 
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painting  all  kinds  of  flowers  in  this  way, 
and  some  fine  specimens  of  his  clever  work 
to-day  testify  to  his  skill.  Dubie,  of  the 
Louvre,  Vaugner,  Camille  Andrd,  and 
last,  but  not  least,  Huand  le  Puisn^,  were 
other  great  artists  of  the  class  of  which 
we  arc  speaking. 

Huand  Ic  Puisne's  great  speciality  was 
figure -pain  ting,  a  department  in  which  he 
has  had  no  rival  cither  before  or  since,  as 
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regards  work  in  enamel.  Many  of  his 
examples  are  wonderfully  well  done,  and 
the  tints,  as  well  as  the  drawings,  are 
beyond  what  one  could  believe  possible 
in  such  a  small  compass.  The  work  was 
evidently,  however,  a  labour  of  love  to 
these  skilful  artists  as  mlich  as  a  means  of 
gaining  a  livelihood.  With  all  our  improve- 
ments to-day  it  is  doubtful  if  we  could 
equal  their  work,  and  we  certainly  tould 
not  surpass  it. 

Those  who  wish  to  see  for  themst-lves 
scveralspecimcnsoflhisbeatitifulniiniaturc- 
painting  in  enamel  on  the  backs  of  old 
watches  in  England  should  pay  a  visit  to 
the  tiritish  JMuseum,  or  to  the'  South 
Kensington  Museum,  or  to  the  Guildhall 
Museum,  all,  of  course,  in  London.  In 
each  of  these  places  there  are  examples, 
and  several  such,  of  most  charming  work 
by  the  watchmakers  of  the  seventeenth 
and  eighteenth  centuries,  and  among  much 
that  is  worthy  of  all  praise  for  originality 
and  design,  there  will  be  found  none  to 
excel  these  enamelled  backs  of  watches. 

Only  one  English  goldsmith  seems  to 
have  ever  gained  much  renown  for  his 
skill  in  this  kind  of  work,  and  he  was 


D.  Bouquett,  whose  shop  was  in  the  City, 
and  who  became  a  famous  painter  of 
flowers,  after  the  style  of  Charti^re,  upon 
the  watches.  But  even  his  name  suggests 
that  he  was  either  himself  from  France,  or 
that  his  family  had  in  the  first  instance 
come  from  there.  The  delicacy  of  touch, 
the  especial  artistic  faculty  needed  for  the 
work,  seem  not  to  have  been  a  part  of  the 
English  watchmaker's  natural  outfit  in  life. 
The  miniature  and  its  development  in 
most  forms  of  artistic  work  have  ever 
chiefly  appealed  to  France  and  Frenchmen, 
just  as  it  does  to-day,  when  Paris  is  still 
the  centre  from  which  come  most  new 
designs  and  methods  of  carrying  them  out 
in  the  world  of  Art. 

It  is  difhcult  to  pick  out  examples  for 
description  from  the  number  of  such 
watches  whose  backs  are  pictured  with 
various  beautiful  scenes  that  we  have 
now  in  this  country.  But  some  few,  taken 
indiscriminately  from  various  museutps 
and  collections,  may  not  prove  uninterest- 
ing. We  cannot  do  better  than  commence 
with  a  royal  one,  since  that  is  our  national 
way  to-day  as  much  as  ever,  the  land 
being  nothing  if  not  loyal  to  the  reigning 
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family.  There  is  a  beautiful  watch  with  a 
I>ortrait  of  King  George  III,  enamelled 
upon  its  back,  and  a  jK-digree  of  alt  his 
family  round  the  portrait.  Seeing  how 
many  sons  and  daughters  this  monarch 
had,  one  can  readily  allow  that  the  painter 
of  this  miniature  had  no  light  task  to  get 
in  all  his  information.  But,  as  will  be 
seen  from  the  picture  here  given  of  this 
watch-back,   the  wotkmasi  Va&  &tnw^  ^»& 
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task  estremely  well,  for  all  the  pedigree  is 
most  legible.  Of  course  this  example, 
^th  which  we  first  deal  here,  is  a 
comparatively  modem'  one,  seeing  that 


it  was  done  late  in  the  reign  of  the  King, 
whereas  the  decoration  of  the  hacks  of 
watches  in  this  form  had  much  declined 
before  the  commencement  of  the  present 
century. 

Now  very  different  was  it  when  the 
accompanying  picture  of  the  notable  Sarah 
Jennings,  Duchess  of  Marlborough,  was 
painted  upon  the  back  of  the  watch  which 
her  husband,  as  a  token  of  love,  no  doubt — 
and  perhaps  as  a  propitiation  after  some 
"  outbreak "  of  hers !  —  gave  to  that 
estimable  lady.  The  fashion  of  having 
such  watches  was  then  at  its  very  height. 
The  eighteenth  century  had  just  begun, 
and  the  land  was  ringing  with  the  victories 
at  Blenheim,  Malplaquet,  and  Ramillies. 
All  noble  ladies  were  having  their  minia- 
tures painted  on  the  backs  of  gift-watches, 
and  Sarah,  Duchess  of  Marlborough,  knew 
a  good  thing  when  she  saw  one,  ami  was 
"  never  happy  till  she  got  it."  Hence  we 
can  well  imagine  the  esteem  in  which  she 
would  hold  this  watch. 

There  is  in  the  case  of  enamelled 
watches  at  the  Guildhall  a  fine  specimen 
of  a  watch  that  evidently  belonged  to  the 
noted  actor  David  Garrick,  and  has  on  its 
back  a  capital  cameo  bust  of  him,  wig  and 
all,  just  as  we  are  familiar  with  in  his  portrait 
to-day.  Though  not  done  in  the  colours 
so  vividly  and  beautifully  shown  on  some 
other  watches  close  by,  this  watch  is  one 
of  the  very  finest  examples  of  its  class — the 


white  bust  on  a  chocolate  backgroond — 
and  is  well  worthy  ihe  visitor's  attention. 

Here  also  may  be  sEen  a  watch  by  Betts, 
whose  decorated  l^k,  on  the  interior 
side,  is  painted  with  a  lovely  landscape, 
and  its  exterior  backwith  flowers.  Another, 
and  perhaps  almost  the  best  of  the  Guild- 
hall specimens,  is  a  portrait  of  the  Duchess 
of  .\ngoul6me,  the  work  of  Lepine,"  of 
Paris,  who  had  acquired  a  great  fame  for 
his  skill  in  the  art  during  last  century. 
This  beautiful  miniature,  so  perfect  in  its 
colouring,  is  surrounded  by  gold  and 
emerald  decoration,  and  must  be  exceed- 
ingly valuable.  The  same  case  contains 
a  specimen  of  the  unique  work  of 
Conyere  Dnnlop,  who  was  fond  of  paint- 
ing scenes  with  a  touch  of  war  in 
them,  and  who  carried  out  such  designs 
most  successfully.  A  youth  is  seen  here 
going  to  or  returning  from  battle,  and 
though  there  are  some  four  or  five  figures 
introduced  into  this  very  small  picture, 
each  is  as  carefully  drawn  and  finished  in 
colour  and  detail  as  though  it  alone  were 
the  chief  figure. 

Among  others  of  our  own  nobility  who 
patronised  the  watchmakers  of  the  City, 
and  then  had  their  portraits  thus  enamelled 
upon  the  backs  of  the  gold  watches  they 
bought,  were  the  Duchess  of  Ancaster, 
the  Countess  of  Waldegrave,  the  Cauatess 
of  Coventry,  Lady  Selina   Hastings,  and 


others  Of  these  watches  we  give  here 
many  examples  We  only  regret  that  it 
is  manifestly  impossible  to  do  them  fall 
justice  m  such  a  magazme  as  this,  since 


THE  PICTURE-BACKS  OF  OLD   WATCHES. 


■  '37 


the  greatest  beauty  and  charm  of  the 
v^ole  work  lies  in  the  exquisite  colouring 
and  drawing  of  the  miniature,  and  the 
first  of  these  it  is  not  possible  for  us  to 
reproduce  for  the  reader.  Just  as  their 
descendants  to-day  are  painted  by  our 
great  artists  to  adorn  the  walls  of  the 
Royal  Academy  each  May,  and  various 
positions  are  chosen,  according  to  the 
whim  or  fancy  of  the  sitter  or  artist  for 
showing  off  the  charms  of  the  lady  to  the 
greatest  perfection,  so  these  miniatures  on 
the  backs  of  old  watches  exhibit  the  ladies 
in  several  different  positions.  Full-length 
portraits  are  rather  uncommon  ;  the  head 
and  bust  are  the  rule.  But  while  some 
prefer  to  sit  with  full  face  opposite  to  the 
artist,  others  think  Ihcy  look  best  from  the 
side  point  of  vieiv. 

The  wntch-back  showing  Lady  Selina 
Hastings  has  often  been  considered  one 
of  the  best  of  those  well  known,  though 
many  people  think  that  the  miniatures  of 
the  Duchess  of  Marlborough  and  of  the 
Dochess  of  Ancaster  run  it  close.  That 
of  the  Countess  of  Coventry  has  rather  a 
*'scraney"  appearance,  as  the  Irishman 
would  say,  from  there  being  too  much  of  the 
neck  and  bust  exposed,  and  consequently 
the  head  being  thrown  too  high  up  on 
the  miniature.  Lady  Charlotte  Johnson's 
picture  shows  better,  though  even  of  fuller 
length,  simply  because  the  proportions  an; 
better  kept  in  the  drawing. 

Sometimes  we  find  these  enamel 
portraits  and  pictures  surrounded  by  other 
marvellously  fine  work.  Wreaths  of  llowers, 
such  as  decorate  the  portraits  here  given 
of  Lady  Ancaster  and  Lady  Charlotte 
Johnson,  were  not  at  all  uncommon.  Ivy, 
for  "  Remembrance,"  was  much  in  vogue 
as  a  circlet  of  this  sort,  especially  when 
the  watch  was  a  present  to  the  lady  from 
a  husband  or  admirer.  In  many  cases  we 
find  repoussd  work  of  extreme  delicacy 
and  charming  design  covering  the  whole 
space  not  taken  up  by  the  enamel-work. 
Occasionally,  but  not  often,  the  surround- 
ing surface  of  the  watch-back  is  quite 
plain,  as  is  the  case  with  this  one  of  the 
Lady  Selina  Hastings. 

It  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  the 
"  of  the  time,  as  apart  from  the 


aristocracy  and  nobility,  were  going  to 
be  left  out  in  the  cold  when  a  fashion 
like  this  enamelling  of  watch-backs  was 
in  vogue.  If  there  was  anything  belong- 
ing to  the  fashionable  world  that  these 
ladies  did  not  patronise,  or  their  admirers 
for  them,  it  would  be  interesting  to  know 
of  it.  Accordingly,  the  Miss  Gunnings 
and  Miss  Nelly  O'Brien,  and  others  of 
that  ilk,  had  their  portraits  done  in  this 
style,  and  they  were  vastly  pleased  with 
them,  as  we  learn  from  their  remarks  in 
letters.  \\'e  arc  fortunately  enabled  to 
give  two  reproductions  of  these  with  this 
article,  both  of  which  are  excellent.  Miss 
Gunning's  picture  is  certainly  one  of  the 
best  of  her  that  we  possess  to-day,  and 


the  circlet  of  hearts  that  surrounds  it  here 
is  very  suggestive  of  the  manners  and 
doings  of  the  time  when  she  was  the 
reigning  beauty  and  conquered  all  hearts. 
There  is,  too,  jusi  that  suspicion  of  a  smile  ■ 
upon  the  lovely  face  of  Miss  Nelly  O'Brien 
which  her  admirers  knew  so  well,  and  which 
gives  her  picture  here  an  added  value.  The 
artist  could  not  have  caught  the  expression 
better  if  he  had  tried  for  a  month. 

So  far  we  have  dealt  chiefly  with 
portraits  in  speaking  of  these  enamelled 
pictures  on  the  backs  of  old  watches. 
This  is  because  such  are  generally  most 
interesting  to  those  who  have  heard  of, 
or  read  of,  the  persons  portrayed.  But 
quite  a  number  of  these  watches  had 
regular  scenes  of  places  and  events 
painted  upon  their  backs.  A  most  lovely 
sylvan  view  adorns  one  of  those  in  the 
Guildhall,   and    a    similar  view   may    be 
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leen  on  a  watch  at  the  British  Museum. 
Another  watch  has  the  pictare  of  a 
lady  in  classical  gannents,  and  looking 
across  the  blue  sea  at  her  feet.  Probably 
this  is  intended  to 
represent  Britan- 
nia, at  a  period 
when  the  picture  we 
are  so  familiar  with 
to-day  had  not  been 
conceived.  A 
Turkish  scene 
ornaments  a  watch 
at  South  Kensing- 
ton, and  there  is 
an  Ea-stem  scene  . 
on  one  at  the 
Guildhall  Museum. 
Altogether  the 
variety  is  much 
greater  than  might 
be  either  supposed 
or  expected,  con- 
sidering the  very  limited  space  at  the 
disposal  of  the  artist  and  the  exceedingly 
difficult  nature  of  his  work.  If  portraits 
are,  perhaps,  in  the  preponderance  on  sucli 
watches  as  wc  have  described,  it  is  doubt- 
leas  because  the  person  who  made  anyone 
a  present  of  such  a  watch  considered  a 
portrait  of  the  owner  the  most  desirable 
picture  to  be  painted  on  it  in  an  age  when 


photography  was  piacticaliy  unkncnrii,  and 
drawing  far  from  comoKW. 

The  delicate  nature  of  these  enaioelled 
pictures  suggested  to  the  man  who  had 
painted  them,  and 
to  the  lady  or  gai- 
tleman  who  owned 
the  watch,  some 
need  of  a  protec- 
tion for  them. 
Hence  came  into 
use  the  "  watch- 
case  "  we  know  so 
well  to>day.  In 
the  examples  we 
have  given  the 
case  was  generally 
of  gold,  sometimes 
silver,  and  had 
much  fine  repooss^ 
work  upon  it. 
But  other  mateiaals 
for  cases  were 
not  uncommon,  since  we  find  numerous 
instances  where  leather,  tortoise-shell, 
and  light  thin  stone  have  been  brought 
into  requisition.  As  early  as  1687  these 
coverings  for  the  watches  had  comte 
into  general  use,  for  we  are  told  that  the 
daughter  of  James  II.  had  a  notable  one 
of  fine  camelian  stonu,  of  which  she  was 
very  proud. 


:^^^ 

^1^ 

^^ 

^m 

^^r 

^w 

UISS  KEU.V  c 


THE  ADVENTURES  OF  ARCHIBALD  P.  BATTS, 

MILLIONAIRE. 

No,  L—THE    ADVENTURE    OF    THE    SPECIAL    TRAIN. 

By   EMERIC    HULME^BEAMAN. 

Author  of  "  The  Prince's  Diamond,''  "  The  Faith  thai  Kills,"  etc.,  etc. 


ONE  evening  early  in  July  I 
encountered  my  old  friend  Archi- 
bald P.  Batts  unexpectedly  in  the  recep- 
tion-room of  Lady  Meredyth's  West-End 
mansion.  I  had  not  seen  him  for  several 
months,  and  did  not,  indeed,  know  that  he 
was  in  London.  But  these  inter\'als  of 
absence  were  not  uncommon  in  our  inter- 
course ;  and,  as  for  Batts,  he  hardly 
seemed  conscious  of  them — he  would 
greet  me  always  after  them  as  though  we 
had  parted  but  yesterday.  He  was  a  man 
of  a  strangely  self-contained  disposition, 
and  nobody,  not  even  I  (who  was  perhaps 
his  most  intimate  acquaintance),  had  ever 
been  able  to  discover  the  source  from 
which  he  derived  his  great  wealth.  This 
hint  of  mystery  added,  it  may  be,  to  the 
interest  with  which  he  was  regarded  by 
society.  He  was  a  tall,  slight  man  of  some- 
thing over  thirty  and  less  than  forty  years 
of  age.  His  face  was  dark  and  of  an 
imperturbable  calmness,  and  in  repose 
there  seemed  to  dwell  upon  it  a  perpetual 
shade  of  melancholy.  The  features  were 
delicate  yet  firm — the  nose  straight,  the 
mouth  determined  under  the  dark  mous- 
tache, the  chin  displaying  that  upward 
juncture  with  the  jawbone  which  is  the  true 
indication  of  an  inflexible  will,  the  eyes  large 
and  sleepy,  but  full  of  a  latent  fire.  He 
^poke  in  a  quiet,  deliberate  tone  of 
voice — at  times  almost  a  drawl — yet  with 
none  of  those  inflections  of  intonation 
which  we  have  come  to  regard  as  dis- 
tinctively American ;  indeed,  in  spite  of 
his  name,  I  was  never  able  to  determine 


whether  Batts  was  by  birth  an  American 
or  an  Englishman.  If  his  name  sug- 
gested the  former,  his  speech  and  manner 
disclaimed  it.  1  never  inquired,  and  he 
never  told  me.  For  some  months,  as  I. 
say,  I  had  lost  sight  of  him,  and  it  was  not 
till  this  particular  evening  of  which  I  have 
spoken  that  I  accidentally  ran  up  against 
him  again.  It  was  the  occasion  of  a  large 
ball.  In  the  crowd  of  guests  I  felt  a  quick 
touch  on  my  arm,  and,  turning  round,  was 
confronted  by  Archibald  P.  Batts. 

**  Do  you  see  that  man  talking  to  Lady 
Meredyth  over  there  ? "  he  asked  in  a 
hurried  undertone,  and  without  any  pre- 
liminary greeting. 

I  glanced  across  to  the  end  of  the 
room  indicated,  and  perceived  a  gentle- 
man in  conversation  with  our  hostess. 

''Observe  him  carefully,'*  proceeded 
Batts,  *'so  that  you  may  recognise  him 
again.  Then  join  me  in  the  cloak-ro6m 
downstairs,"  and  without  another  word  he 
twisted  quickly  on  his  heel  and  dis- 
appeared. 

I  was  familiar  enough  with  Batts's 
moods  to  be  aware  that  he  was  a  man 
who  never  acted  without  a  definite  pur- 
pose. I  permitted  myself,  therefore,  to 
betray  no  surprise  at  his  abrupt  address. 
On  the  contrary,  I  fixed  my  gaze  upon  the 
stranger  whom  he  had  commissioned  me 
to  scrutinise,  and  felt  satisfied  that  his  face 
was  sufficiently  impressed  upon  my  memory, 
before  turning  also  and  making  my  way  to 
the  cloak-room.  Here  I  found  Archibald 
P.  Batts  alone. 
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"Well,"  I  said,  "I  shall  know  the 
gentleman  again." 

Baits  faced  me  with  a  smile.  His 
manner  had  regained  more  than  its  usual 
tranquillity. 

**  1  am  a  great  believer  in  chance,"  he 
observed  calmly.  **  Indeed,  experience 
has  taught  me  that  it  is  more  often  to  be 
relied  upon  than  human  effort." 

*'  So  much  for  the  preamble,"  I  re- 
marked.     "  Now  let  *s  get  to  the  point." 

"  The  point  ?  The  point,  my  dear 
Bertram,  is  that  to-night  chance  again 
places  me  under  an  obligation.  It  has 
been  my  wish — almost  my  sole  wish — for 
two  years  past  to  meet  a  certain  man.  I 
may  say  that  I  have  searched  continents 
for  him  in  vain,  and  behold !  this  evening 
chance  brings  him  to  me  Hfere  in  a  London 
ball-room  ! " 

**  It  appears  to  me,"  I  retorted,  "  that, 
so  far  from  wishing  to  meet  him,  you 
desire  rather  to  avoid  him.  I  assume  that 
you  are  referring  to  the  gentleman  whom 
you  pointed  out  to  me  upstairs.  Why  did 
you  dodge  out  of  the  room  so  quickly  just 
now  ?  " 

He  smiled  again. 

**  I  have  said,  my  dear  Bertram,  that  I 
wished  to  meet  him — not  that  he  wished 
to  meet  me.  Observe  the  distinction, 
please !  You  will  be  able  to  single  him 
out  again  from  the  crowd,  you  say  ?  " 

"  Yes.   His  face  is  not  an  ordinary  one." 

"  Nor  is  its  owner.  That  man  was  once 
my  friend." 

*  And  now ?  " 

Batts  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"Friendship  is  hardly  the  term  that  I 
should  select  to  describe  the  relations 
between  us — now,"  he  remarked,  with  a 
queer  look.  Then  he  turned  to  me  with  a 
sudden  change  of  manner.  "  I  am  going 
home,"  he  said;  "do  you  know  what  for?" 

"  I  've  no  idea." 

"  To  fetch  a  revolver." 

"  What — my  dear  man  ! — ^you  surely 
don*t  intend  to  shoot  anybody  in  cold 
blood!"  I  cried.  "We are  in  London " 

"  Credit  me  with  sufficient  intelligence 
to  appreciate  that  fact,"  he  answered 
quietly.  "I  don't  intend  to  commit 
murder,  my  good  Bertram.     But  at  the 


same  time  I  don't  intend  that  my — friend 
should  escape  me  again.  Hence  my 
precautions.  Now,  are  you  with  me  in 
this  adventure  .^•"  he  asked  abruptly. 

"  Certainly,"  said  I,  without  a  moment's 
hesitation.  "  Though,  let  me  add  that  I 
am  quite  ignorant  of  the  nature  of  it." 

"  I  will  enlighten  you  soon.  Meantime, 
go  back  to  the  ball-room,  and  on  some 
pretext  or  other  make  the  acquaintance  of 
the  man  I  pointed  out  to  you.  Lady 
Meredyth  will  introduce  you,  if  necessar}'. 
•^eep  your-ffjfC  on  the  fellow  till  I  return. 
Don't  let  him  out  of  your  sight — mind ! 
At  the  same  time  don't  be  obtrusively 
observant,  or  he  may  suspect.  I  shall  be 
back  in  half  an  hour."  And  before  I  could 
frame  another  question  to  guide  my  con- 
duct, Batts  had  disappeared  from  the  room. 

Slowly  I  made  my  way  upstairs.  The 
ball-room  was  full  of  swaying,  whirling 
couples ;  the  waltz  was  at  its  height. 
Unnoticed,  I  took  my  stand  by  the  door- 
way and  watched  the  dancers.  Presently 
there  came  swinging  towards  me  a  gentle- 
man and  a  lady,  and  as  in  the  circuit  of 
the  dance  the  face  of  the  former  was 
turned  to  me,  I  immediately  recognised 
our  man.  At  the  6ame  moment  Lady 
Meredyth  came  bustling  up,  full  of  the 
amiable  officiousness  of  a  conscientious 
hostess. 

"You  are  not  dancing,  Mr.  Bertram. 
May  I  introduce  you  to— let  me  see  ;  yes, 
there 's  Miss  Chaldecott  over  there !  She 
is  really  a  charming  girl,  almost  pretty, 
plenty  to  say  for  herself,  and  between 
ourselves,  Mr.  Bertram,  she  will  come  into 
her  uncle's  property  some  day — old  Mr. 
Blenkinsop,  you  know !  Perhaps  an  . 
introduction '•' 

I  interrupted  her  with  a  gesture  of  appeal. 

"But,"  I  observed,  "I  should  be 
obliged  if  you  would  introduce  me  to 
somebody  else."  And  I  nodded  in  the 
direction  of  the  passing  couple. 

"  What !  the  girl  in  mauve  ?  "  inquired 
Lady  Meredyth. 

"  No,  the  man  in  black,"  I  replied. 

"  Her  partner  ?  " 

"  Precisely.  His  face  interests  me.  You 
know  it  is  my  trade  to  study  faces  and 
character  1 " 
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Lady  Mei 
(teiitleman's 
again. 


(lyth  smiled  and  touched  the 
inn  wit))  her  fan  as  he  passed 


'  Mr.  Eldridg*?,"  said  she. 


Never  in  my  life  have  I  seen  so  singular 
a  change  pass  over  a  man's  features  as 
that  which  transformed  the  face  of  Mr. 
Kldridgc  at  Lady  Mercdyth's  concluding 


r  tilihi!; 


The  stranger  Stopped  and  half  turned.  words.     Tlie  convent iim.-tl  smik'  fro/c  on 

*•  I  want  to  introduce  you  to  this  gentle-  his  lips  ;    he  turned  suddenly  white  and 

mail :    1  daresay  you  know  him  hy  name—  his  teeth  snapped  ;  the  pujiils  of  his  eyes 

Mr.     Bertram,  a    great     friend    of    Mr.  seemed  to  contract,  and  his  whole  countcn- 

Ardiibald  Batts!"  ance  assutncd  iVc  cw^Tv^-^viTv  ot  ■a.Vxsw*^ 
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animal.  But  the  transition  was  momentary. 
He  bowed  to  conceal  his  discomfiture,  and 
the  next  instant  had  regained  his  self- 
possession.  In  my  heart  I  cursed  the 
indiscretion  of  my  hostess  in  having  so 
■completely  betrayed  me.  Mr.  Eldridge  had 
undoubtedly  penetrated  my  motive.  He 
met  my  gaze  with  a  cold  though  defiant 
smile. 

**The  name  of  Mr.  Bertram,"  said  he, 
"is  of  course  familiar  to  all  readers  of 
light  fiction."  There  was  an  unmistakable 
sneer  in  the  emphasis  he  placed  upon  the 
word  **  light,"  and  in  his  glance  there  was 
also  a  certain  challenge. 

"  You  'flatter  me,"  I  said,  disregarding 
both  the  sneer  and  the  challenge.  **  You 
bear  a  strange  likeness,  Mr.  Eldridge,  to  a 
man  I  once  knew.  It  is  on  this  account 
that  I  begged  for  an  introduction." 

**  My  compliment  is  more  than  re- 
turned," said  he.  He  bowed  again  and 
was  about  to  withdraw  with  his  partner, 
while  Lady  Meredyth  turned  to  speak  to 
another  of  her  guests,  but  I  detained  him 
a  moment  to  say — 

**  Perhaps,  when  you  are  disengaged, 
we  may  continue  our  acquaintance,  Mr. 
Eldridge  ?  " 

**  With  all  the  pleasure  in  life,"  he  made 
reply,  and  casting  a  smile  at  me  over  his 
shoulder,  he  piloted  his  companion  through 
the  crowd  and  was  speedily  beyond  speak- 
ing-range. It  was  not  my  plan,  however,  to 
let  the  gentleman  escape  me.  I,  too,  made 
my  way  through  the  throng  of  dancers,  and 
keeping  my  eye  on  Mr.  Eldridge,  followed 
him  at  a  distance.  I  saw  him  disappear 
into  the  refreshment-room,  and  then,  as 
luck  would  have  it,  some  garrulous  old 
gentleman  buttonholed  me  on  the  stair- 
case and  engaged  me  in  an  interchange  of 
inanities  for  quite  five  minutes*  before,  in 
common  politeness,  I  could  rid  myself  of 
his  company.  I  hurried  as  fast  as  I  could 
to  the  refreshment -room,  but  the  inter- 
vening space  had  become  meanwhile  so 
crowded  as  to  render  progress  slow  and 
difficult.  When  I  at  length  reached  the 
room  and  looked  round  the  company 
assembled  in  it,  Mr.  Eldridge,  to  my 
chagrin,  was  not  present.  I  hastened 
hack  to  the  ball-room.     He  was  not  there 


either.  While  debating  with  myself  what 
to  do  next,  I  ran  up  against  Archibald  P. 
Batts  in  the  hall.  He  had  that  moment 
returned. 

**  Well .?"  said  he.     "  You  have  not  let 
the  fellow  out  of  your  sight,  Bertram  ?  " 
In  a  few  words  I  explained. 
A  hard  look  came  into  Batts's  face,  but 
he  did  not  by  word  or  sign  reproach  me 
for  my  inefficiency. 

"We  have  no  time  to  lose,"  was  all  he 
said.    **  Come  with  me  to  Lady  Meredyth. 
What  name  do  you  say  he  was  introduced 
to  you  by  }  " 
"  Eldridge." 

**  Eldridge— ah  !  That 's  not  his  real 
name ;  no  matter." 

I  followed  him  to  the  side  of  our  hostess. 

"  Lady  Meredyth,"  began  Batts  without 

preliminary,  **  there  is  a  gentleman  here  in 

whom  Mr.  Bertram  and  I  are  both  deeply 

interested.     He  is  Mr.  Eldridge.     He  has 

been  taken  suddenly  unwell — he " 

"  What !  "  cried  Lady  Meredyth,  "  you 
don't  mean  that  he  has  fainted,  or  had  a 

fit,  or " 

**  Nothing  of  the  kind,"  interrupted 
Batts,  **  I  assure  you.  But  he  has  gone 
home.  It  is  important  that  I  should  see 
him,  as  I  have  a  message  of  consequence 
for  him,  and  I  may  be  obliged  to  leave 
town  to-morrow.  I  learnt  that  he  would 
be  here  to-night.  Will  you  oblige  me  by 
giving  me  his  address  }  " 

**  His  address — dear  me,  Mr.  Batts ! 
you  don't  imagine  that  I  keep  the  addresses 
of  all  these  people  at  my  finger-tips !  " 
Batts  bowed  and  smiled. 
**  If  without  violence  to  your  memory 
you  could  recall  Mr.  E.Mridge's  address. 
Lady  Meredyth,  you  would  be  doing  me 
an  inestimable  service  ! "  he  said  suavely. 

**  Why,  really  now — let  me  think !  " 
replied  Lady  Meredyth,  knitting  her 
brows.  **  Mr.  Eldridge — somewhere  in 
Rothesay  Gardens,  Kensington,  I  believe, 
or  is  it  a  flat  in  the  Edgware  Road  ?  It 
is  so  difficult  to  remember.  Why,  of  course, 
Mr,  Eldridge  is  the  gentleman  who  lives 
in  chambers  in  Oxford  Street.  I  recollect 
now.  Siich  an  odd  sort  of  place  to  live  in, 
isn't  it  ?  Yes,  Oxf(  rd  Street." 
**  The  number  } '' 
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"I   don't   know,  but   it's  next  to  an 
A.B.C.  shop.     I  remember  his  telling  me 
that.    Not  far  from  Oxford  Circus." 
"  Which  side  of  the  Circus  ?  " 
"  The  Hyde  Park  side^  I  believe." 
•*  Thank  you.    You  can't  recollect  the 
number  ?  " 

**  No.  Two  hundred  and  something ; 
but  I  don't  know  what." 

"I  must  contrive  to  find  out.  Good- 
night, Lady  Meredyth." 

**  You  are  going — already  ?  " 
**  It  is  imperative  that  I  should  deliver 
my  message — to-night." 

He  bowed,  but  already  our  hostess  was 
deep  in  conversation  with  someone  else, 
and  had  forgotten  our  existence. 

"  Come  along,"  said  Batts  to  me,  and, 
regardless  of  the  protests  of  the  crowd 
through  which  he  elbowed  his  way,  he 
descended  the  staircase  hurriedly,  and 
swiftly  reached  the  front  door.  His 
brougham  was  outside.  "  Get  your  hat, 
<juick,"  he  cried,  **  and  jump  in." 

When  I  took  my  place  beside  him  he 
had  already  issued  his  directions  to  the 
•driver,  and  we  bowled  along  towards 
Oxford  Street  at  a  pace  that  would  have 
threatened  disaster  to  the  traffic  had  the 
hour  been  earlier. 

**  There  is  an  A.B.C.  shop  on  the  left- 
hand  side  of  Oxford  Street,"  said  Batts  to 
me,  **not  a  couple  of  hundred  yards  from 
the  Circus,  and  its  number  should  be  *  two 
hundred  and  something.'  We  will  try  that 
first,  Bertram." 

In  ten  minutes  we  had  reached  this 
•establishment.  Batts  jumped  out,  with 
myself  at  his  heels.  A  rapid  scrutiny 
.apprised  us  that  the  number  of  the  house 
was  "  262."  To  the  right  of  the  shop  was 
.a  private  door,  pregnant  with  the  sug- 
gestion of  apartments.  Batts  touched  the 
-electric  bell,  and  the  door  was  presently 
•opened  by  a  hall-porter. 

"  Mr.  Eldridge  in  ? "  inquired  Batts, 
-drawing  his  bow  at  a  venture. 

"  Noi  Sir,"  said  the  man.  "  Went  out 
half  an  hour  since." 

Batts  glanced  at  me,  and  in  the  gleam 
•of  the  lamplight  his  eyes,  I  fancied,  wore  a 
triamphant  expression.  But  the  triumph 
was  of  short  duration. 


"  When  will  he  be  back  ?  "  asked  he. 

"  I '11  inquire.  Sir." 

The  man  disappeared,  and  two  minutes 
later  returned. 

"Mr.  Eldridge  has  gone  out  of  town. 
Sir,"  he  said.  "Drove  to  St.  Pancras 
Station.  He  left  a  note.  Sir.  Is  your 
name  Batts  .^" 

"It  is,"  said  Batts,  reaching  out  his 
hand. 

"  Then  this  note  is  for  you.  Sir." 

Batts  seized  the  envelope  and  tore  it 
open.      By   the    light    of   the    lamp   he* 
was  enabled  to  read  its  contents.    When 
he  had  done  so,  he  looked  up  sharply. 

"  Did  Mr.  Eldridge  take  any  li^gage  ?" 
he  demanded. 

"  Only  a  handbag,  I  believe,  Sir." 

"And  you  are  sure  that  he  drove  to 
St.  Pancras  ?  " 

"  That  was  the  direction  he  gave  to  the 
cabman." 

"  Thank  you.    Get  in,  Bertram." 

"  What  next  ?  "  I  asked,  as  once  again 
the  brougham  drove  rapidly  off. 

"  Read  this  note,"  said  Batts,  handing 
me  the  piece  of  paper  and  striking  a  wax 
match. 

I  read  as  follows — 

Dear  Batts — 

So  sorry  to  have  missed  you.  In  case  you 
should  chance  lo  call,  I  leave  this  hurried  scrap 
to  inform  you  that  by  the  time  you  peruse  it 
I  shall  be  at  Liverj)ool  en  route  for  America — 
or  possibly  Australia.  My  kind  regards  to  your 
friend,  the  eminent  novelist,  who  was  good  enough 
to  take  so  deep  an  interest  in  me  at  Lady 
Meredyth's  ball !      And   so,  au  rezmr  ! — Yours, 

Charlie  Dainborough. 

I  returned  the  note  to  Batts. 

**Well,"  I  repeated,  "what  do  you 
propose  to  do  now  ?  The  fellow  has 
given  you  the  slip  !  " 

"The  Scotch  mail  starts  at  11.30.  It  is 
now  11.20.  We  jnay  reach  St.  Pancras  in 
time  to  catch  it." 

"  Do  you  think  he  will  travel  by  that 
train  }  " 

"  Probably,  if  he  travels  north.  But  he 
may  not  go  to  Liverpool  at  all.  The  pro- 
position is  in  all  likelihood  a  blind.  He 
mav  double  on  his  tracks  and  return  to 
town  in  the  hopes  of  sending  me  off  on  a 
wild-goose  chase.     I  don*t  think  he  could 


144 


ADVENTURES  OF  ARCHIBALD  P.  BATTS,  MILLIONAIRE. 


have  caught  any  other  train  within  the  last 
half-hour,  and  in  this  case  if  he  is  at  St. 
Pancras  we  shall  find  him  on  the  platform. 
He  miscalculated  the  rapidity  of  my 
pursuit !  "  concluded  Batts  grimly. 

At  this  juncture  a  block  in  the  traffic  at 
the  northern  end  of  Portland  Road  caused 
us  several  minutes'  delay,  and  when  at 
length  we  dashed  on  to  the  platform  at  St. 
Pancras  Station,  it  was  only  in  time  to  see 
the  tail  of  the  Scotch  express  disappearing 
round  the  bend  of  the  line. 

**  The  question  is,"  exclaimed  Batts, 
looking  after  it,  "  is  he  in  that  train  or 
not  ?  " 

As  he  spoke  he  turned  and  made  his  way 
to  the  booking-office. 

**  Oblige  me,"  said  he  to  the  clerk,  **  by 
informing  me  if  many  passengers  booked 
to-night  by  the  11.30  for  Liverpool  or 
Kettering" 

**  Kettering  ?  "  I  exclaimed  in  an  under- 
tone. 

**  Yes,"  said  Batts  meaningly.  "  Ketter- 
ing, my  dear  Bertram,  is  the  first  stoppage. 
Do  you  perceive  ?  " 

**  You  mean  he  might  get  out  there  ?" 

*•  Nothing  more  probable." 

**  Can't  remember.  Sir,  exactly," 
answered  the  clerk.  **  About  half-a-dozen 
only  to  Kettering,  I  fancy.  The  usual 
number  to  Liverpool  and  the  North." 

**  Do  you  happen  to  recollect  noticing, 
among  those  who  took  tickets,  a  gentle- 
man of  tall  appearance,  clean-shaved,  with 
a  scar  on  his  right  cheek  ?  " 

**  I  believe,  now  you  mention  it,  I  did 
notice  a  gentleman  of  that  description — 
but  I  can't  be  sure." 

"  Did  he  book  to  Kettering  ?  " 

"  Don't  remember." 

.*'  The  information  is  rather  vague  !  " 
said  Batts,  turning  away  ;  **but  I  am  going 
to  assume  that  Dainborough  is  in  the  train. 
It  is  a  chance,  at  all  events ;  and  the 
slendef^st  chance  is  worth  following  up." 

**  Hut  the  train  has  gone." 

•*  I  shall  follow  it,"  said  Batts  briefly. 

**  Where  are  you  going  now  ?  " 

**  To  the  station-master's  office." 

I  began  to  perceive. 

"Will  he  be  there,  do  you  think?"  I 
asked. 


**  I  hope  so,"  said  Batts.  "  In  any  case, 
he  must  be  found.  There  is  the  telephone. 
I  know  one  of  the  company's  directors 
well,  and  I  shall  communicate  with  him 
if  necessar}'.     Here  we  are." 

The  station-master  had  (fortunately  for 
us)  been  detained  late  at  his  office  that 
night,  and  we  reached  the  door  just  as  he 
was  in  the  act  of  emerging  from  it. 

"  Good  -  evening,  Mr.  James,"  said 
Batts. 

"  Good-evening.  I  haven't  the  plea- 
sure ?  "  replied  the  station-master  with  an 
inflection  of  inquiry. 

*'  My  name  is  Batts — Archibald'  Batts  : 
and  1  m»st  have  a  special  train  in  ten 
minutes." 

"  Impossible,  Sir  !  " 

"  Nonsense  !  "  said  Batts. 

**  A  special  train  in  ten  minutes  !  My 
dear  Sir ! " 

**  If  we  waste  five  minutes  in  talking 
about  it,  it  may  be  difficult,"  observed 
Batts  placidly.  **  To  be  brief,  I  must 
catch  up  the  Scotch  express  before  it 
reaches  Kettering.  Name  any  price  you 
like  ,  but  that  special  train  has  to  be  ready 
for  me  in  ten  minutes,  even  if  I  buy  up 
the  whole  line  !  "  ^ 

The  station-master  stared  at  Batts  for  a 
moment  in  mute  astonishment. 

**  Are  you  acting  for  Government,  Sir  ?  " 
he  inquired.  "An  escaped  criminal ?" 

**  No.  A  private  matter.  A  whim,  if 
you  like.  But  that  is  beside  the  point ;  I 
can  afford  to  pay  for  my  whims.  Pray  do- 
not  delay." 

**  I  can't  do  it  on  my  own  responsi- 
bility." 

"Telephone  to  Mr. ,  one  of  your 

directors.     He  is  a  friend  of  mine.     You 
can  connect  with  his  house  ?  " 

"Yes." 

"At once,  please." 

"At  this  hour.  Sir.?" 

"At  (?fij'  hour!  We  have  wasted  two- 
minutes  already." 

The  station-master,  with  some  reluct- 
ance, rang  up  the  telephone  and  con- 
nected it  with  the  house  of  the  director 
named. 

The  director  was  on  the  point  of  going: 
to  bed. 
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"  Tell  him  I  want  to  speak  to  him — 
Archibald  P.  Batts,"  said  Batts. 

Then  he  put  his  ear  to  the  funnel. 

"  Are  you  there,  Batts  ?  "  came  back  a 
voice. 

"Yes,  Authorise  jrour  sution-master 
to  put  me  on   a  special  train  instantly. 


"  Sir! "  said  the  station-master,  putting 
bis  ear  to  the  tube. 

"  Carry  out  Mr.  Batts's  instructions." 

The  station  -  master  shrugged  his 
shoulders. 

"  Excuse  me  I  must  see  the  mght 
traffic  supenntendent,  gentlemen    said  he 


fioH.mailff  statdi  at  ilaii!  fi/r  a 


I  will  pay  the  company  any  price  it  likes. 
I  want  to  reach  Kettering  as  soon  as  the 
mail  that  started  five  minutes  ago.  It's 
a  private  matter  of  extreme  urgency. 
You  know  I  don't  act  without  a  motive." 

"  Certainly,"  replied  the  director,  "  if 
thr  line 's  clear  and  a  train  can  be  put  on." 

"  It 's  jo/  to  be  put  on,"  answered  Batts. 
"  Instruct  the  staUon-master,  please." 

"  Mr.  Jame*  I "  came  the  director's  voice. 
Ko.  200.    Huj  tgoo 


In  three  minutes,  ho  rejoined  us. 

"  The  engine  of  the  Manchester  express 
has  Just  been  uncoupled,"  he  said. 
"Luckily  for  you,  it  has  got  sii-aiii  up. 
It  can  start  in  five  minutes — if  you  have 
no  objection  to  travelling  in  the  cab  ?  " 

"  None  whatever." 

"  It  will  save  time.  Vou  must  look  out 
for  the  signals.  I  will  wire  all  doitn.  ^.Va 
line  to  keep  \t  cVmi  fcn  ijom,— Xwx  ■».  ^wsw 
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passenger-train  is  between  you  and  the 
Scotch  express  at  present.  It  will  have  to 
shunt." 

Another  five  minutes  and  a  heavy  engine 
steamed  alongside  the  platform. 

"  The  price  ?  " 

**  A  hundred  pounds,"  said  the  station- 
master. 

Batts  took  out  his  pocket-book. 

**  No  time  to  write  a  cheque,"  he 
observed,  and  thrust  ten  notes  into  the 
station-master's  hand.  I  clambered  on 
to  the  engine.  Batts  was  beside  me  in 
an  instant;  another  instant  and  the  engine 
moved  slowly  out  of  the  station. 

"  You  know  what  you  \e  got  to  do  ?  " 
said  Batts  to  the  driver. 

**  Get  up  full  steam,  Sir,  and  go  ahead. 
Those  are  my  instructions." 

**  You  *ve  got  to  run  a  dead-heat  with 
the  Scotch  express,  my  friend,  and  it  has 
twenty  minutes*  start,"  replied  Batts. 
"You've  got  to  run  us  into  Kettering 
Station  with  your  buffers  against  the 
tail  carriage  of  the  express.  Can  you 
do  it  ?  " 

**  It  will  mean  stiff  going.  Nearly  a 
hundred  miles  an  hour,  Sir,  at  times !  " 

**  Will  the  engine  keep  the  rails  ?  " 

**  It  *s  a  heavy  engine.  Yes,  it  *11  keep 
the  metals  all  right." 

**  You  shall  have  a  hundred  pounds 
each  if  you  do  it,"  said  Batts. 

The  engine-driver's  stolid  face  betrayed 
neither  surprise  nor  gratification,  but  his 
eyes  gleamed  slightly. 

**  I  '11  do  it.  Sir.  But  you  gentlemen 
will  have  to  hold  on  pretty  tight.  Stoke 
her  well,  Bill." 

Batts  lit  a  cigar.  I  leaned  against  the 
rail  of  the  cab.  The  engine  gathered 
speed.  We  passed  through  Kentish  Town 
at  a  quite  respectable  rate,  and  whistled 
shrilly  through  Haverstock  Hill  tunnel ; 
but  it  was  not  till  Pllstree  was  passed  that 
the  chase  began  in  earnest.  So  far,  we 
had  been  travelling  slowly;  but  now  the 
engine  leapt  forward  into  the  night, 
leaving  behind  it  a  lurid  track  of  smoke 
like  the  tail  of  a  meteor.  The  glare  and 
roar  of  the  furnace  struck  hot  upon  eye 
and  ear.  The  stoker,  bending  down  to  his 
work,  looked  like  some  grim  denizen  of 


the  lower  world.  With  his  hand  on  the 
steam-valve  and  his  eye  on  the  distant 
signals,  the  driver  stood  motionless, 
impassive.  I  clutched  the  handrail ;  Batts 
did  the  same.  We  flashed  through  a 
station  and  plunged  headlong  into  the 
black  mouth  of  a  tunnel :  it  seemed  to 
me  that  we  were  tumbling  over  endless 
precipices,  with  the  din  of  a  thousand 
shrieking  demons  round  us.  Once  again 
we  dashed  into  the  open  air  and  breathed. 
The  engine  rocked  with  its  increasing 
speed,  but  I  was  beginning  to  get  accus- 
tomed to  the  motion  and  to  find  my  feet. 
Batts  leaned  towards  me. 

**  Ever  been  on  an  engine  before  ? " 
he  asked. 

*'  No." 

'*  A  curious  sensation,  isn't  it  ?  Pre- 
sently, when  we  begin  to  move,  you  will 
have  to  hang  on." 

When  we  begin  to  move ! 

**Why,  what  are  we  doing  now.^"  I 
said. 

**  Fifty  miles  an  houi  about,"  he  replied 
calmly. 

As  he  spoke  the  whistle  of  the  engine 
shrieked,  and  the  driver's  hand  was  on  the 
brake.  I  looked  at  Batts.  He  shrugged 
his  shoulders  and  pointed  forwards.  Out 
of  the  darkness  I  saw,  a  mile  in  front  of  us, 
the  tail-lights  of  a  train. 

"  What !  the  express  ?  "  I  exclaimed. 

The  driver  shook  his  head,  with  a  smile. 

**  The  slow  down.  Sir !  "  he  replied.  **  It 
hasn't  shunted  out  of  our  way  yet." 

**  Where  can  you  pass  it  ? "  inquired 
Batts. 

"  Not  before  St.  Albans." 

Gradually  the  pace  of  the  engine 
diminished,  but  the  lights  grew  nearer. 
In  five  minutes  we  were  within  a  hundred 
yards  of  the  passenger- train. 

**  This  will  delay  us  1 "  observed  Batts, 
biting  his  moustache.  The  driver  said 
nothing,  but  turned  to  the  indicator.  A 
few  minutes  more  and  we  were  running 
close  behind  the  train,  with  slackened 
speed.  The  driver  pointed  to  some  distant 
lights.  **  St.  Albans,"  he  said  laconically, 
and  almost  the  next  moment  the  train 
curved  into  the  station,  with  our  engine 
touching  the  rear  van.     Hardly  had  we 
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ranged  along  the  platform  when  the 
station-master  came  up  to  us. 

"  You  're  the  special  ?  "  he  said. 

•*  Yes,  Sir.  We  want  to  shunt  past.  Is 
the  line  clear  to  Luton  ?  " 

•*  We  have  wired  down.  The  signal- 
boxes  are  expecting  you.  Everything 
clear,  I  think.  You  knew  this  train  was 
in  front  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Sir.  I  ran  past  the  last  signals, 
and  slowed  down." 

"  Shunt  away  !  "  said  the  station-master. 

Five  minutes  later  found  us  once 
more  steaming  out  of  the  station. 
Batts  and  I  leaned  back  side  by  side 
against  the  tender  -  board.  Presently 
Batts  took  his  cigar  from  his  lips. 

"  You  are  naturally  anxious  to  learn 
more  about  this  business,"  he  began.  "  I 
owe  it  to  you  to  satisfy  your  curiosity. 
We  have  a  little  time  now  to  talk,  and 
a  few  words  will  suffice  to  put  you  in 
possession  of  the  facts." 

He  paused,  and  I  nodded. 

*•  Go  on,"  said  I ;  **  I  am  listening." 

•*  Well,"  proceeded  Batts,  "  this  man 
Dainborough  forged  my  name  for  some- 
thing over  ;^  10,000." 

••  Phew ! "  I  whistled.  "  That 's  why  you 
want  him  ?  " 

**  By  no  means.  He  was  once  my 
friend.  The  money  is  nothing  to  mc.  I 
held  my  hand,  though  I  had  the  proofs 
and  could  have  sent  him  to  penal  servitude. 
Indeed,  I  could  do  so  now,  if  I  wished — 
hence  his  desire  to  avoid  me.  He  has  a 
guilty  conscience  ;  but  it  does  not  arise 
from  a  sense  of  his  financial  delinquencies. 
In  the  States  there  lives  an  old  gentle- 
man— I  will  specify  neither  name  nor 
place.  He  was  a  dear  friend  of  mine  ;  as  a 
boy  he  had  befriended  me — indeed,  he 
was  almost  more  than  a  friend,  nearly  a 
father,  to  me.  He  had  an  only  daughter. 
I  knew  her  when  she  was  a  child.  She 
grew  into  a  beautiful  girl,  and  I — I  loved 
her.  I  hoped  one  day  to  make  her  my 
wife.  Last  year  I  returned  to  the  home  of 
my  old  friend — and  then  I  learnt  the  news 
which  has  shattered  his  life  and  happi- 
ness— andy  I  may  add,  to  an  extent  has 
embittered  my  own.  This  scoundrel  Dain- 
borou^  (a  mutual  acquaintance  of  ours) 


had  induced  the  poor  child  to  elope  with 
him.  One  evening  without  warning  they 
both  disappeared,  and  from  that  moment 
to  this  (in  spite  of  advertisements,  and 
every  effort  and  exertion  that  money  and 
affection  could  devise)  no  trace  of  the 
girl  has  been  discovered — nor  any  trace 
of  her  villainous  abductor.  Dainborough 
knows  where  she  is,  and  by  God  !  "  con- 
cluded Batts,  **  Dainborough  will  tell  me 
within  the  next  twenty-four  hours,  if  I 
find  him,  or  else  spend  the  rest  of  his  life 
in  a  felon's  prison  !  " 

Batts's  teeth  closed  on  his  cigar.  For  a 
moment  I  was  silent.  In  these  few  brief 
words  of  his  I  read  the  tragedy  of  a  heart, 
and  I  found  excuse  now  for  the  pistol.  The 
engine  rocked  on  the  metals.  I  put  out  my 
hand  to  steady  myself — it  touched  Batts's. 
Instinctively  I  grasped  it ;  our  eyes  met. 

**  I  understand,"  said  I  ;  theii  a  question 
forced  itself  to  my  lips.  **  Would  you 
still  marry  her  ? "  I  asked,  and  the  next 
moment  cursed  my  want  of  tact.  He 
turned  sharply  away. 

**  No,"  he  answered  slowly.  **  No.  I 
would  not  marry  her — now." 

**  Look  out,  gentlemen  ! "  cried  the 
engine-driver. 

I  started  back.  With  a  sudden  whirl- 
wind of  flashes  and  din  a  passenger-train 
rushed  past  us,  taking  my  breath  away. 
Again  I  steadied  myself  with  difficulty. 
Our  pace  seemed  to  increase  with  every 
yard.  A  terrific  roar,  a  quick  kaleidoscope 
of  lights,  and  a  shriek  from  the  whistle 
marked  our  passage  through  a  station. 
The  driver  pointed  to  a  wooden  stool  let 
into  a  niche  of  the  cab. 

**  You  W  best  sit  down,  Sir,"  he  said. 
"  We  're  getting  up  speed." 

I  did  so,  planting  my  feet  firmly  on  the 
platform,  and  felt  more  secure.  Then 
followed  such  a  twenty  minutes  as  I  never 
remember  to  have  gone  through  before. 
We  had  indeed  **  begun  to  move "  :  my 
brain  seemed  to  reel  with  a  very  delirium 
of  motion  ;  the  air  swept  in  a  fierce  tornado 
past  us ;  the  roar  of  the  locomotive,  as  in 
great  bounds  it  leapt  over  the  metals  like 
a  live  thing,  stunned  my  senses.  Batts 
with  both  hands  was  clinging  to  the  rail, 
his  head  bent  to  the  rushing  wind.     The 
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driver,  with  ere  pressed  to  the  look-oat 
glass,  swayed  from  side  to  side  of  the 
platform — his  feet  planted  wide  apart,  one 
hand  clutching  the  rail,  the  other  still  on 
the  steam -valve.  The  stoker  crouched 
under  the  lee  of  the  tender,  watching  the 
furnace.  A  loud  shriek  from  the  whistle, 
and  the  engine  hurled  itself  into  a  tunnel. 
For  ten  seconds  nothing  but  the  lurid 
glare  of  the  furnace  and  a  dense,  close, 
rushing  blackness,  filled  with  a  thousand 
horrible  noises ;  then  the  fresh  air  smote 
again  upon  our  faces,  and  we  became 
sensible  of  objects  flying  past  us  dimly. 
From  Luton  the  gradient  falls,  with  a 
gradual  incline,  to  Bedford.  We  had 
now  reached  the  steepest  i>ortion  of  the 
gradient,  and  the  sensation  of  speed  was 
almost  paralysing. 

**  We  shall  l>e  off  the  line  !  "  I  shouted 
to  Batts.     **  Hadn't  we  better  slacken  ?  " 

Batts  shook  his  head  and  looked  at  the 
driver.     **  How  fast .'' "  he  asked. 

**  Near  ninety-five  miles  an  hour,  Sir," 
called  back  the  engine  -  driver,  without 
moving  his  head. 

**  Will  the  engine  keep  the  metals  't " 

**  Lor'  bless  you.  Sir,  yes  !  But  I  '11 
shut  off  steam  a  bit." 

My  heart  beat  fast,  a  hideous  sense  of 
impotence  assailed  me — any  moment  we 
might  be  hurled  into  eternity ;  at  least 
it  seemed  so  to  me,  for  I  did  not  share 
the  driver's  confidence.  Now,  however, 
there  came  a  gradual  diminution  of  speed. 
We  roared  over  an  iron  bridge  spanning  a 
river,  blundered  into  a  maze  of  signal- 
lights,  and  a  second  later  were  hurtling 
past  Bedford  Station. 

**We  ought  to  be  near  the  express," 
cried  Batts  a  little  anxiously.  **  How 
many  more  miles  to  Kettering .''  " 

**  PLighteen,  Sir." 

**  Bertram,"  said  Batts. 

"  Well  }  " 

**  Directly  we  touch  the  platform  jump 
out  and  stand  by  the  ticket-collector. 
There 's  only  one  exit — through  the  book- 
ing office.  I  '11  sift  the  passengers.  If  no 
one  alights  and  I  've  not  time  to  examine 
all  the  carriages,  we  follow  on  to  the  next 
stoppage.     See  ?  " 

"  Right,"  I  called  back. 


On  we  tore!  Dark  outlines  of  indis- 
tinguishable objects  swept  past  us  in  an 
endless  panorama  of  spectral  effects  ; 
beyond  us  nothing  but  darkness,  with 
now  and  again  the  far-off  light  of  a 
signal  glimmering  faintly  like  a  star. 
Suddenly  we  swung  round  a  sharp  cur\e 
of  the  line,  and  tfcen — it  seemed  not  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  away — there  glowed  out 
of  the  blackness  two  red  eves.  The  en^ne- 
driver  uttered  an  exclamation,  and  down 
went  the  hand -brake,  while  the  steam 
shrieked,  hissing  from  the  escape-valve, 
and  the  wheels  of  the  engfne  whirred. 
Then  there  was  a  violent  oscillation,  and 
a  shiver  seemed  to  pass  through  the  loco- 
motive. Batts  was  thrown  forward  with 
the  shock,  and  I  caught  him  by  the  arm 
as  he  stumbled  back  to  the  upright. 

**  All  right.  Sir,"  cried  the  dr.er.  and 
while  he  spoke  the  engine,  as  it  were 
with  a  shake,  steadied  down  again,  and 
leapt  onwards. 

**  The  express  !  "  cried  Batts. 

"  Yes,  Sir — that 's  she,"  replied  the 
driver.     "  We  're  on  her  track  now  !  " 

And  indeed  we  were.  Three  minutes 
more,  and  the  red  lights  were  close  in 
front,  and  we  could  hear  the  roar  of  the 
train  as  it  thundered  on  at  sixtv  miles  an 
hour.  Closer  still,  and  the  whirl  of 
the  express  seemed  to  draw  us  into  the 
vortex  of  its  mighty  suction.  Gradually 
the  engine  slowed  down  till  we  were 
travelling  at  exactly  the  same  speed  as 
the  express.  Thus  pursuer  and  pursued 
dashed  madly  through  Wellingborough 
Station,  and  the  air  was  full  of  dust  and 
sparks. 

**  How  much  nearer  }  "  shouted  Batts. 

**  No  nearer,  Sir.  There  *s  a  hundred 
yards  between  us ;  and  Kettering  is  eight 
miles  off." 

**  No  risk  of  running  into  her  if  she 
slackens  suddenly  }  " 

"  I  know  her  speed  to  a  yard !  "  cried  back 
the  driver,  his  eye  fixed  on  the  tail-lights. 
"  Fve  driven  that  express  myself,  Sir  1  I  '11 
tell  you  the  exact  spot  where  she  will  shut 
off  steam,  if  you  like.  There 's  no  '  slacking - 
suddenly '  with  the  Scotch  express.  Sir !  " 

Five  minutes  more  of  breathless  excite- 
ment ;  then  the  driver  cried — 
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"  Xo»  she's  slowing.  Sir!" 

It  was  so  gradual  that  I  did  not  notice  it 
for  at  least  another  minute;  then  there 
was  an  appreciable  diminution  of  out  speed. 
Slowly  we  crept  nearer  and  nearer  to  the 
lights  of  the  express — half  a  minute  more — 
nearer  still— and  then,  with  scarcely  a 
hump,  the  buffers  of  the  engine  closed  on 
the  buffers  of  the  rear  van  of  the  train, 
and  train  and  engine  swept  to- 
gether into  Kettering  Station. 

"  You've  earned  your  hundred 
[>ounds,  my  man  ! "  exclaimed 
Batts,  wiping  the  dust  from  his 
fate  with  his  pocket  -  hand- 
ken- hief. 

".And  eight  .miles  to  spare. 
Sir ! "  answered  the  engine- 
<1  river  grimly. 

"To-morrow  you  shall  both 
be  paid,"  ailded  Batts;  and  Ik-- 
fiire  the  engine  stopped,  his 
foot  was  already  on  the  step. 

"  Make  straight  for  the  exit," 
he  said  to  me,  "  and  keep  your 
eyes  open,  Bertram  !  "  Then 
he  jumped  on  to  the  ]>latform 
and  disappeared.  I  sprang  from 
the  engine,  too.  and  ran  across 
to  the  s|><)t  where  the  ticket- 
collector  was  standing.  From 
this  point  I  was  able  once  more 
to  descry  the  figure  of  Batts 
walking  rapidly  down  the  train. 
The  platform  was  almost 
deserted,  only  three  or  four 
passengers  appeared  to  have 
alighted.  Suddenly  I  perceived  Baits 
stop  and  lake  a  quick  pace  back.  The 
door  of  a  first-class  compartment  opened, 
and  a  man  steppeii  leisurely  out,  yawning. 
It  needed  not  a  second  glance,  even  at 
that  distance,  for  me  to  recognise  him.  It 
was  Dainborough,  alias  Kldridge.  Batts 
had  seen  him  first,  and  before  he  had  time 
to  take  two  strides  Batts's  hand  was  on  his 
shoulder.  I  rushed  towards  them.  Dain- 
borough turned  with  a  start,  and  the  next 
instant  he  struck  out  with  his  closed  fist. 
Batts  dodged  the  blow,  and  I  caught 
Dainborough  by  the  wrist. 

"  Ha,"  he  cried  fiercely,  "  the  eminent 
ittool" 


"  I  have  a  loaded  pistol  in  my  pocket," 
said  Batts  quietly,  "and  I  shan't  hesiute 
to  use  it  if  you  try  to  escape.  A  sign  of 
resistance,  Dainborough,  and  I  give  you 
in  charge  I " 

"  (joing  on,  gentlemen  ? "  cried  the 
guard. 

"  No,"  said  Batts. 

There  was  a  whistle,  and  the  express 


Xh  by  Ih;  u 


moved  swifti)'  out  of  the  station,  leaving 
the  three  of  us  behind  on  the  platform. 

Dainborough  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"  All  right,"  he  remarked.  "  You  have 
won  the  odd  trick  this  time,  Batts.  I  '11 
not  resist.     What  are  you  going  to  do  f  " 

His  voice  was  steady,  but  I  could  see 
thai  his  face  was  as  white  as  a  sheet  and 
his  lips  quivered.  He  was  as  near  fear  as 
any  man  has  a  right  to  be. 

"  We  will  walk  over  to  the  hotel,"  replied 
Batts,  "and  I'll  tell  you.  IMind,  if  you 
try  to  nm  I  'II  send  a  bullet  through  your 
leg.     You  know  me.     I  'm  a  dead  shot." 

"  I   won't  run,   d n   it ! "  muttered 

Dainborough  %vi\V\\\. 
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In  silence  we  pushed  our  way  across  the 
dark  street — Batts  on  one  side  of  Dain- 
borough,  I  on  the  other.  We  found  a 
hotel,  and,  ringing  up  the  night  porter, 
were  shown  into  a  room. 

**  There  is  a  train  back  to  town  at  3.10/* 
said  Batts  to  him.  *'\Ve  are  going  to 
catch  it.  Meanwhile  we  will  remain  in 
this  room.*' 

The  lights  were  lit,  and  the  porter 
retired. 

"  How  thjp  deuce  did  you  know  I  should 
get  out  at  Kettering  ? "  asked  Dain- 
borough,  with  an  assumption  of  non- 
chalance. 

"  I  didn't/'  answered  Batts.  "  I  thought 
it  very  possible  you  might  get  out  at  the 
first  stopping-place  and  double  back  to 
London,  leaving  me  to  imagine  that  you 
had  gone  on  to  Liverpool.  You  guessed 
(and  rightly)  that  I  should  inquire  if  any 
man  of  your  description  had  taken  a  ticket 
to  Liverpool,  and  learning  that  such  a  man 
had  done  so,  would  follow  vou  there.  It 
was  a  pretty  little  coup,  but  you  see,  my 
dear  Dainborough,  you  were  not  playing 
against  a  beginner." 

**  Well,*'  said  Dainborough,  "you  divined 
my  purpose  with  an  accuracy  that  does 
you  credit.  That  was  exactly  the  plan 
that  1  had  proposed  to  adopt." 

**  London  is,  after  all,  the  safest  hiding- 
place  for  criminals  !  "  said  Batts  mean- 
in  gl  v. 

Dainborough  gave  a  slight  shudder. 

"  For  God's  sake "  he  began. 

'*  Stop  !  "  exclaimed  Batts.  **  We  are 
not  going  to  waste  words.  I  don't  care 
twopence  about  the  forgery,  as  you  know. 
There  is  another  crime  for  which  you 
have  to  reckon  with  me.  Where  is  the 
girl  }  " 

**  The  girl !  "  repeated  Dainborough. 

**  Yes,"  said  Batts  ;  **  the  girl  you  have 
ruined,  whose  father  you  have  nearly 
killed,  whose  lover  you  have  defied ! 
Where  is  Ethel  '> " 

**  Ton  my  soul,  I  don't  know,"  answered 
Dainborough  sullenly. 

Batts  got  up  and  leaned  against  the 
mantelpiece. 

"  You  are  a  liar,  Dainborough ! "  he 
said. 


Dainborough  started  from  his  chair, 
then  fell  back  into  it  with  a  gesture  of 
contempt. 

•*  I  don't  mind  your  insults  1 "  he 
exclaimed. 

**  No,  but  you  mind  your  freedom  I  " 
replied  Batts.  **  Either  you  will  take  me 
to — to  her  at  once,  or  to-morrow  you  will 
spend  the  night  in  a  prison  cell.  Make 
your  choice." 

**What!"  cried  Dainborough,  "that 
old  matter  of  the  cheque ;  you  surely 
won't  bring  up  that  again,  you " 

**  You  scoundrel !  "  interrupted  Batts. 
"  You  dare  to  appeal  to  my  forbearance — 
you !  Well,  spare  your  breath.  One 
thing  only  can  save  you  now  from  the 
consequences  of  your  crime.  I  will  even 
stoop  to  make  terms  with  you,  you  see  ! 
Conduct  me  to  Ethel,  and  you  shall  once 
more  go  free.  Otherwise,  penal  servitude. 
There  is  no  middle  course.  I  speak  quite 
plainly." 

Dainborough  fidgeted  uneasily. 

"Do  I  understand,"  said  he,  "that  you 
give  me  your  word  of  honour  to  abstain 
from  prosecution  on  the  sole  condition 
that  I  restore  Ethel  to  you  .^  " 

"It  is  more  than  you  deserve  ;  but,  for 
her  sake,  I  give  you  my  word." 

Dainborough  glanced  at  me. 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Bertram  knows  all  about  it,'* 
said  Batts.     "  He  will  be  my  witness." 

"  Very  well,"  replied  Dainborough.  "  I 
accept  the  terms." 

"And  now,  where  is  she  .^"  demanded 
Batts. 

"She — she  is  in  town,"  stammered 
Dainborough. 

Batts  uttered  a  stifled  exclamation. 

"  The  address  }  "  he  asked  hastily. 

Dainborough  named  it. 

"  She  dared  not  go  back  home,"  he 
explained,  "  though  I  begged  her  to." 

"  You  will  accompany  me  to  this 
house  at  once,"  said  Batts  in  a  hard 
voice. 

"  Can't  you  go  without  me  V  he  whined. 

"  No ;  you  don't  leave  my  sight,  Dain- 
borough, till  you  bring  me  face  to  face 
with  Ethel ! " 

The  next  two  hours  passed  slowly  f 
hardly  a  word  was  exchanged  between  the 
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Hatts  toot  a  ym'ii  i/i-fi  /^r:,--irj.  aiij  h,lj  out  l<.1h  hint 

ilirvc  of  US.     At  IcDf^h  Batts  looked  at  (lescrtcil  ami  as1if|i,  as  «c  ma  l<  uur  »  iv 

liis  watch.  back  to  th«    raiiwav  station  tiiiI    nitinii 

"Come,"    he   said,    "  it 's   time   ti>   bo  thi'  hookinfr-iitlici       DiinboniuKh  accinn- 

getting  across  (o  the  station."  panted  us  IihiIossI}       lie  midi    no  further 

Still  in  silence,  we  left  the  hotel.     The  effort  to  elude  u.i  but  acquit.  «ccd  sullenlv 

dawn  had  brokeo ;  the  town  lay  before  us  in  the  situation.      1  ho   up  tram  steamed 


'52 


ADVENTURES  OF  ARCHIBALD  R  BATTS,  MILLIONAIRE. 


in  to  the  platform  punctually  to  its  time, 
"^wid  we  %ook  our  places  in  an  enipty  com- 
partment. Dainborough  flung  himself 
back  into  a  comer  and  closed  his  eyes. 
I  folded  my  arms  and  looked  out  of  the 
window.  Batts  sat  bolt  upright  and  lit  a 
cigar.  Thus  once  again  we  travelled  back 
to  St.  Pancras — but  with  what  different 
sensations  from  those  we  had  experienced 
in  our  journey  down  but  three  hours 
since  !  Only  he  who  has  travelled  on 
an  engine  can  fully  realise  the  peace 
and  luxury  of  a  cushioned  first  -  class 
carriage.  The  motion  of  the  train  and  the 
lateness  of  the  hour  combined  to  produce 
upon  me  a  drowsy  effect,  and  suddenly  1 
fell  asleep.  A  touch  on  my  arm  awoke 
me.  The  early  sunlight  streamed  into  the 
carriage.  Batts  was  standing  up,  the 
eternal  cigar  still  between  his  lips  and  his 
expression  as  calm  and  placid  as  though 
he  had  just  returned  from  a  quiet  game  of 
cards  at  his  club.  Dainborough  was 
stretching  himself  at  the  other  end  of  the 
compartment. 

**  Here  we  are,"  said  Batts.  **  Wake  up, 
Bertram." 

I  rubbed  my  eyes. 

**  What — St.  Pancras !  "  I  exclaimed. 

**Even  so.'* 

To  my  surprise  I  found  awaiting  us  out- 
side the  platform  Batts' s  own  brougham. 

**  I  wired,"  he  observed  explanatorily. 
Then  he  motioned  to  Dainborough  to  get 
in  and  myself  to  follow  him. 

"It  is  too  early  to  call  at  the  massage 
establishment  yet,"  said  he.  **  We 
will  drive  to  my  house  and  breakfast 
first." 

It  was  nine  o'clock  when  once  more  we 
found  ourselves  seated  in  the  brougham. 
Dainborough  looked  ill  at  ease ;  whatever 
excitement  Batts  himself  may  have  been 
feeling  he  contrived  successfully  to  con- 
ceal ;  for  my  part,  as  a  disinterested 
spectator,  I  preserved  a  degree  of  com- 
posure fitted  to  the  occasion. 

"  Under  what  name  is  she  knov/n  here  ?" 
inquired  Batts,  as  the  brougham  drew  up 
at  a  somewhat  pretentious-looking  house 
in  a  side  street. 

*•  Miss  Bancroft,"  replied  Dainborough. 


Batts  got  out,  Dainborough  followed, 
and  I  came  at  his  heels.  Batts  sprang 
up  the  steps  and  rang  the  bell.  It  was 
answered  by  a  maidservant  neatly  attired. 

**  I  wish  to  see  Miss  Bancroft  at  once," 
said  Batts.     **  Has  she  breakfasted  ?" 

•*  Yes,  Sir.     Come  in,  Sir  I  " 

**  What  name.  Sir,  please  ?" 

Batts  pressed  a  gold  piece  into  the  girl's 
hand. 

**  You  need  not  mention  my  name,*'  he 
said.  **  I  am  an  old  friend.  Say  merely 
that  a  *  friend  *  desires  to  see  her.  Do  not 
add  that  there  are  three  of  us,"  he  con- 
cluded. 

"  I  understand,  Sir,"  said  the  girl  with 
a  very  meaning  smile.  **  But  Madam,  the 
proprietress " 

**  This  card  for  Madam,"  said  Batts,  and 
he  scribbled  something  on  his  card  and 
handed  it  to  the  servant.  "  Tell  Madam  I 
will  see  her  presently.  But  Miss  Bancroft 
first,  understand — and  alone  !  " 

The  girl  vanished  with  a  curtsey.  Five 
minutes  later  and  the  door  again  opened, 
and  a  young  lady  paused  on  the  threshold, 
irresolute,  as  her  glance  encountered  the 
forms  of  three  gentlemen  confronting  her. 

Batts  took  a  quick  step  forward,  and  held 
out  both  hands. 

*'  Ethel !  "  he  exclaimed. 

With  a  strange  cry  the  girl  started, 
stretched  out  her  hand  to  steady  herself, 
swayed,  and  the  next  moment  would  have 
fallen  had  not  Batts  caught  her  swiftly  in 
his  arms  and  borne  her  to  the  sofa. 

Then  he  turned  to  Dainborough,  who 
stood  biting  his  lip  in  the  background. 

**  You  can  go,"  he  said. 

**  And  Ethel  ?"  he  inquired. 

**  Her  safety  shall  be  my  care.  I  shall 
send  her  back  to  her  father.  But  as  for 
you,  Dainborough,  never  cross  my  path 
again,  lest  I  should  repent  of  my  for- 
bearance !  " 

Without  a  word  Dainborough  turned  on 
his  heel  and  slunk  from  the  room.  I  cast 
a  glance  at  Batts.  It  seemed  to  me  that 
this  was  no  place  for  a  stranger.  I  too 
left  the  room.  When,  ten  minutes  later, 
Batts  joined  me  there  was  a  smile  on  hb 
face  and  in  his  eyes  a  happy  light. 


SPORT    IN    MOROCCO. 


By   F,   G.   AFLALO. 


LAISSEK  FAIRK  is  the  ruling  prin- 
ciple of  sport  in  the  Moorish 
Emi)ire  uniler  the  present  regime,  and  a 
verj'  admirable  principle,  so  far  as  the 
visitor  is  concernetl,  it  certainly  is.  Harold 
Fri'di-ric's  old  Duke  might  have  sat  for  the 
patron  saint  of  the  Europeans — tlie  sport- 
ing kaids  have  abundance  of  patron 
saint.,  of  their  own  blood- — who  hunt  the 
boar  or  shoot  the  quail  or  partridge,  for 
their  practice  is  to  kick  the  tenant-farmer 
in  the  stomach  Brst,  and  argue  the  extent 
of  damage  and  terms  of  compensation 
afti'ruards,     'Jalking  of  compensation  to 


Moorish  farmers,  I  recollect  an  anecdote 
related  to  me  by  a  Spanish  nobleman, 
sometime  Master  of  the  now  extinct 
Tangier  F.H.,  which  may  interest  hunt- 
ing-men. Considerable  damage  had  to 
all  appearance  been  done  to  a  field  of 
peas,  and  after  much  parley,  the  Master 
agreed,  should  the  crop  prove  to  have  been 
ruined,  as  alleged,  to  indemnify  the  owner 
to  the  extent  of  twenty  dollars.  Months 
passed  without  a  claim  being  put  in  ;  at 
last,  to  the  credit  of  that  particular  Mus- 
sulman be  it  recorded,  the  agriculturist 
waited   on   my  informant,  not,  indeed,  to 
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claim  the  dollars,  but  to  bring  a  peace- 
offering  of  an  enormous  bag  of  peas  from 
the  very  field  in  question,  which  had  given 
better  results  than  for  years  .past. 

There  is,  then,  no  restriction  on  sport 
m  Morocco,  the  only  protection  vouch- 
safed to  the  game  lying  in  the  indifterent 
weapons  and  marksmanship  of  most  of  the 
natives,  and  the  difficulties  put  in  the  way 
of  visitors  who  seek  to  introduce  arms 
and  ammunition.  Such  obstacles,  it  will 
readily  be  understood,  do  not  tend  to  dis- 
appear after  the  periodic  attempts  to  land 
rifles  and  ball  cartridges  on  the  open 
coast.  The  native  view  of  game  laws  is 
identical  with  the  native  view  of  any 
other  measure  calculated  to  protect 
posterity  against  the  results  of  present 
waste.  The  true  believer  has  the  strongest 
contempt  for  anyone  so  foolish  as  to 
plant  a  tree  that  will  not  give  shade 
until  he  is  snug  in  Paradise.  Forethought 
is  as  strange  to  him  as  patriotism,  a 
sentiment  for  which,  though  I  may  scarcely 
be  believed,  the  language  has  no  word. 
I  recollect  arguing  this  question  of  game 
laws  with  a  mighty  hunter  of  the  Mediuna 
province,  one  Bel  Haj  Kassem,  beside 
whose  ruined  citadel  we  camped  one 
evening  as  the  sun  was  dipping  in  the 
Atlantic  near  by  It  was  when  I  had 
politely  declined  his  pressing  invitation  to 
stay  a  week  within  his  gates  and  shoot 
red-legged  partridges  with  him  (in  May  !), 
on  the  plea  that  the  birds  were  breeding 
and  should  be  spared  a  while,  if  only  out 
of  regard  for  the  sport  of  future  generations, 
that  the  mighty  one  spat  covertly  in  his 
beard  and  thus  delivered  himself :  **  Allah 
will  take  care  of  the  future  generations  for 
which  you  have  such  an  affection.  As  for 
the  birds  of  our  land,  there  are  so  many 
that  may  Allah  never  gather  them  up  !  '* 
With  this  sweeping  assertion,  so  far,  at 
any  rate,  as  I  am  able  to  follow  its  mean- 
ing, I  am  not  inclined  to  agree,  for  while 
riding  over  many  hundreds  of  miles  of 
Central  and  Southern  Morocco,  I  do  not 
suppose  my  horse  put  up  in  all  a  couple 
of  hundred  of  these  wretched  Barbary 
partridges,  ajid  even  if  we  allow  for  twice 
the  number  running  into  cover,  no  very 
great  head  of  game  is  reached.     My  three 


months  in  the  country  afforded  no  sport, 
for  all  the  small  game  had  to  be  left 
severely  alone,  conscience  taking  the 
place  of  a  sporting  legislature,  and  for 
the  famous  aoudady  sometimes  called 
moufflon,  of  the  Atlas  1  was  unable 
to  wait,  my  sole  moufflon  trophy 
having  been  given  to  me  by  the  Khalifa  of 
(jundafi.  I  managed,  however,  the  off- 
season notwithstanding,  to  see  a  little  pig- 
sticking, quail-shooting,  and  angling  in 
both  fresh  and  salt ,  and  on  some  phases 
of  Moorish  sport  1  owe  some  notes  to  a 
couple  of  well-known  sporting  residents  on 
the  coast. 

The  pig-sticking  camp  at  Howara  is 
in  its  way  unique,  if  only  for  the  adven- 
titious interest  attaching  to  the  trans- 
planting of  an  Indian  sport  to  the  threshold 
of  Europe,  a  piece  of  acclimatising  due  to  the 
late  Sir  John  Drummond  Hay,  than  whom 
keener  sportsman  never  rode  to  pig.  The 
redoubtable  Haj  Abdalla,  once  Sir  John's 
right-hand  man  in  all  field  -  sports,  stijl 
directs  the  motley  crowd  of  beaters,  drawn 
for  the  most  part  from  his  own  village  :  a 
great  crowd  of  brigands  in  all  the  glory  of 
shouting,  swearing,  discharging  firearms 
that  are  safer  undischarged,  and  generally 
making  day  hideous  in  the  usually  peaceful 
swamps  and  corkwoods  that  fringe  the 
marsh  of  Charf-el-Akab.  All  this  exertion 
is  cheerfullv  undertaken  in  order  that  the 
accursed  Nsrani,  who  pays  good  Christian 
money  for  the  privilege,  may  spear  the  yet 
more  accursed  pig,  a  sport  enjoyed  under 
the  auspices  of  the  diplomatic  body  which, 
taking  the  name  of  the  Tent  Club,  strictly 
preserves  the  pig,  that  he  may  die  only  by 
the  spear  on  the  broad  lands  granted  for 
the  purpose  by  his  Shereefian  Majesty  the 
Sultan.  This,  about  the  only  instance  of 
preservation  in  Morocco  (though  I  believe 
the  partridges  are  likewise  preser\ed 
in  the  immediate  neighbourhood  of 
Tangier),  has,  up  to  the  present,  worked 
remarkably  well.  Elsewhere  in  the 
empire,  however,  where  riding  is,  as 
a  matter  of  fact,  far  easier  than  around 
Howara,  boar  are  shot.  On  the  verj-  last 
morning  I  rode  in  the  country  we  put  up 
a  fine  boar  and  his  wife  and  family  not 
thirty  miles  out  of  Mogador.  but  the  rifles 
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had  been  pnckcil 
tin-  pin  wi-iii  In-i-. 

aluiig   thi 


■ral.ly  l..-f..r.- 
haii  Rone 
diinn,  iniirwl,  hcfon; 
fuur  in  the  momiiiff, 
that  I  uns  in  time  in 
int.TC.[.t  th;it  one  Ix- 
Intetl  funiilv.  Unless 
voii  stioin  thcst-  iKiar 
on  ihc  flat  hv 
li^ht,  as  pracliseil  by 
Mr.Ratto.ofMoffad.jr. 
aiitl  (.'apiuin  Taylor. 
of  ibo  Omtara,  amonK 
others  it  wuul.l  be 
ncci-ssarv  to  seek  ihcni 
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ovidenci,'  of  llicir  prcswncc  in  a  particular 
spot  at  (laybrciik  is  no  ]>uarantec  t))at  they 
will  be  fuund  within  ton  miles  bv  iniddav. 
The  other  big  game  of  Morocco  is 
less  in  cviilence,  hul  ihere  are  certainly 
leojiards  in  itie  interior,  even  in  the 
latitude  of  Casablanca,  aiitl  lions  arc 
said,  though  on  apparently  slender 
evidence,  to  roam  the  .Moroccan  .^llas. 
Then  there  is,  of  course,  the  afore- 
mentioned iii'iiiliul,  or  moiifllon,  of  the 
mountains,  which  I  might  possibly  have 
shot  in  the  (iundafi  country,  if  ]  could 
have  spared 
twoweekstluTc'  , 
insteail  of  onlv 
a     few-     davs 


r  h  t-  r  e      a  r  ,■ 

i 

ga/elles,  too.  if 

such      graceful 

M 

and  inorrensivr 

J 

CTealures     mav 

m 

rightly      hr 

m 

styled     "  big 

.y^ 

game";  jackals. 

^-^^ 

which    make 

>^      1 

sweet  music  of 

■^          1 

a    night    in     a 

1 

village     iiamed 

1 

in  their  honour 

1 

close     to 

Mogador,    aii<i 

which      sh.MV 

■J 

some  sport  M-ith 

1,    "  ■  MM 

greyhounds  ; 

foxes.whichare 

MV    I 

either  limile<lur 

shot;  wildcats. and 

chneumims.  1  brought 

a   large   and   hands 

ime  ichnruniun    from 

Mogadorandfedhi 

ion  board  ship  on  two 

(iailv  meals  of  egg  i 

tthiih  he  Slicked  fr.Mn 

the  sh.'li  in  a  verv  i 

igenious  manner;  and 

Mrak,  both  raw.  intt 

tiding  to  jiresi'iil   hilii 

Ifi     the     /"..logical 

Carde.is.       1     wish. 

inileed,  iliai    lie    ha 

1    been    ke].!    on    one 

meal   per  dii-ui ;   for 

so  well  did   the   bnile 

thriveth;ilheateliis 

way  tti  liberty  through 

a  verv  strong,  albr 

1   hastily  cimstructid. 

eai:e,' after   which 

xploit,    and  watching 

his  chance,  lie    boll 

d  round  the  saloon  at 

the  pace  of  a  molt 

r-car  going  diiwnhill, 

new  down  Ihe  cmij 

■.Tiiuii,  look  breath  in 

the  ladies'   baili-ro. 

111.  and  i;nall>.   s..  at 

least  it  is  supposed,  leapt  out  of  ao  open 
port  and  into  the  ocean.  No  one  actually 
witnessed  that  last  plunge,  and  there  uas 
in  coiise(|ucncc  some  trepidation  among 
sundry-  nervous  passengers,  who  contem- 
plated the  disagreeable  possibility  of  his 
turning  up  at  dead  of  night  in  their  cabin. 
The  ichneumon  is  about  the  nearest 
^loorish  equivalent  of  our  badger,  and  is 
at)  equally  silent  beast.  Its  bite  would,  in 
fact,  be  a  gooti  deal  worse  than  its  bark. 

Hares  are  fairly  abundant,  and  coursing 

is   widely   practised  by  both  natives  and 

Europeans  with 

-    -.         the  native  grev- 

I         hounds,    or 
sluggi.        M  r. 
(jeorgeFemau. 
of  Casablanca, 
himself     an 
enthusiastic 
follower  of  the 
sport,  told    me 
that   rabbits, 
plentiful     in 
other   parts   of 
the   empire, 
never  did    well 
in    the    neigh- 
bourhood   of 
that    port,    all 
that    w-eu<    put 
down    having' 
disappeared, 
flares,  on   the 
other   hand, 
which  breed  at 
ive,  in  spite  of  unchecked 
iialives,  to  maintain  their 
Leiiiher  encountering,  on 
111  of  a  gri'at  powder-play 
,  a   couple  of  youths  who 
nh  Coursed  a  hare  earlv 
was  not  yet  seven  o'clock 
[I  them — and   fmally  lost 


1  I  .  a 


.■  up. 


which  I 


ide  thei 


hot 


and  angry  and  given  to  cursing  both  the 
hare  and  the  hare's  fatlier.  Coursing  is  a 
very  po]iular  s]iori  indeed  with  ihe  Arabs, 
«nd  is  appantiih-  (udging.  at  any  rale, 
w  the  peniiissioii  ai  corded  in  the  Koran 
respei'ling  the  eating  of  animals  killed  by 
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Of    s|)orting   birds    the  chief  arc   the 
greater  and  lesser  bustard,  fairly  plentirul, 
1  undiTStani),  in  ihe  plains  of  the  interior, 
thoii.irh    I    ki'iit 
a  pretty  careful 
look-out  on  all 
sides,  but  wilh- 

Tlicn  there  is 
the  Harhary 
rcd-legftcd 
panridjie  [not 
identical,  bv  the 
wav,  with  the 
r  e'<i  -leg  of 
northern 
countries)  and 
the  iiuail.  Dut'k 
and-  snipe  may  also  be  found  in  ihe 
marshes  of  I.araiche  and  near  Rabat,  as 
well  as  near  Tetuan.  The  partridge  pack 
in  Northern  Morocco  towards  the  end  of 
January,  iinil  pair  in  Fcbnwrj-.  Sand- 
grouse  hre  also  regarded  as  plentiful   in 


the  interior,  though  I  saw  them  only  here 

and  there,  and  never  within  range.     I  had 

neither   dog  nor  beaters,  but  was  always 

at    such    times 

on    the    march 


limited 
.      The 


with  a 
caravai 
quad,  which,  as 
usual,  vary 
greatly  in  differ- 
ent seasons,  are 


all 


jver     the 


February  and 
March  and  still 
in  the  northern 
districts  in 
April,  uhen 
they  may  be  shot  in  the  wheatfields  a  mile 
or  two  out  of  Tangier.  Anyone  staying  at 
that  threshold  of  Islam  can  at  such  time 
hirer  for  two  or  three  dollars  the  day.  a 
Sjwnish  gunner  and  his  two  dogs,  as  well  as 
a  lad  and  donkev  for  the  lunch-basket,  the 
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laci  looking  after  the  horse  while  the  sports- 
man is  walking  up  his  birds.  The  sport  is 
not  as  a  rule  grand,  for  quail  are  everywhere 
lazy  fowl  once  the  sun  is  up,  and  the  early 
dew  is  too  heavy  in  the  corn  for  the  dogs 
to  work  well  much  before  seven  or  eight 
o'clock,  but  birds  are  usually  struck  within 
half  an  hour's  ride  out  of  the  town,  and 
fifteen  or  twenty  brace  is  not  uncommon 
to  each  gun  on  days  when  the  birds  lie 
well  and  the  scent  is  good. 

A  curious  experience  befell  me  with  one 
bird  which  rather  shook  my  faith  in  the 
decency  of  shooting  quail  on  passage  to 
their  nesting  -  grounds.  There  is  con- 
siderable difficulty,  as  all  know  who  have 
shot  quail  just  before  the  breeding-season, 
in  distinguishing  satisfactorily  the  sex  of 
birds  on  the  wing,  for  the  call-notes  ot 
the  two  sexes  do  not  at  that  period  appre- 
ciably differ,  and  the  black  feathers  on 
the  throat  of  the  male  are  not,  as  he  flies 
from  the  observer,  easily  noticed.  As  a 
consequence,  the  hens  die  along  with  the 
cocks,  and  one  hen,  which  fell  about  eight 
yards  from  where  1  had  hit  her,  dropped, 
just  as  she  fell,  a  full-sized  pure  white 
egg.  Either  the  bird  must  have  been 
going  to  cross  the  Straits  to  its  Spanish 
nesting-grounds  with  an  egg  of  such  size, 
which  seems  to  me  incredible,  or  quail 
must  breed  around  Tangier. 

The  rod  has,  it  must  be  confessed,  con- 
siderably less  work  in  that  country  than 
the  gun.  The  rivers  of  both  mountain  and 
plain  contain  little,  if  anything,  beyond 
barbel  and  eels,  with  water-tortoises  to 
worry  the  bait  off  the  hook  at  every  turn. 
I  make  the  above  reservation  only  in 
favour  of  some  rather  apocryphal  trout, 
which  may  or  may  not  break  the  stillness 
of  Atlas  pools.  I  ascended,  however, 
nearly  six  thousand  feet  above  sea-level 
in  that  range,  and  examined  every  pool 
I  came  to  in  more  than  half-a-dozen 
dashing  torrents,  but  found  no  sign  of 
trout. 

Hooking  a  small  water-tortoise  is  a  novel 
experience  for  those  new  to  the  country, 
and  the  behaviour  of  the  float  is  such  as  to 
prepare  the  angler  for  an  acquaintance 
of  curious  habits.     Moorish  barbel   have 


somehow  or  other  a  reputation  for  great 
size,  and  under  suitable  winter  conditions  of 
food  and  water  they  no  doubt  live  up  to  it ; 
but  I  gave  several  waters  a  good  trial, 
notably  some  locally  renowned  barbel- 
pools  of  the  Tensift  River,  a  mile  or  so 
above  the  bridge  outside  the  Thursday 
gate  of  Morocco  City,  and  never  succeeded 
in  hooking  any  fish  of  more  than  half 
a  pound  in  weight,  though  the  oper- 
ation of  the  net-fishers — all  Jews,  for 
the  Arab  disdains  such  lowly  labour — 
were  usually  interesting,  if  not  always 
productive. 

Far  better  is  the  sea-fishing  up  and 
down  the  coast,  particularly  off  Mogador, 
where  a  former  Vice-Consul,  Mr.  Payton 
(better  known  to  Fie/d  readers  as  **  Sar- 
celle"),  has  angled  so  successfully  for  the 
great  tasergelt,  otherwise,  I  fancy,  the 
**  blue-fish "  of  American  waters.  ]\Iy 
own  acquaintance  with  Mogador  was 
limited  to  four-and-twenty  hours,  but  even 
in  the  hour  that  elapsed  between  my  going 
on  board  the  Orotava  and  her  weighing 
anchor,  I  managed  in  the  course  of  not 
more  than  ten  minutes'  fishing  to  secure  a 
half-pound  grey  mullet,  one  of  an  immense 
shoal  that,  with  a  sprinkling  of  bass, 
played  close  by  the  pumps.  To  catch 
a  grey  mullet,  even  of  half  a  pound, 
in  a  few  minutes  with  a  piece  of 
bread  on  a  hook  fastened  roughly  to 
a  coarse  line  is  sufficient  indication  of 
the  unsophisticated  notions  of  grey  mullet 
in  those  parts  and  of  the  splendid  bags 
that  might  doubtless  be  made  with  proper 
preparation.  At  Casablanca  there  is  at 
times  excellent  fishing,  though  on  the 
'  single  occasion  of  my  taking  a  boat  there 
we  got,  if  I  remember  rightly,  little  beyond 
large  black-mouthed  dogfish,  which  smell 
very  vile,  muraena,  which  are  curiously 
marked  eels  with  long  teeth,  and  one  or 
two  kinds  of  indifferent  sea-bream.  Add 
to  this  miscellaneous  rubbish  a  very  dis- 
agreeable collision  between  my  wrist  and 
the  tentacles  of  one  of  those  handsome 
jellyfish  known  as  **  Portuguese  men- 
of-war,"  which  drifted  past  the  boat  in 
time  to  give  me  intense  pain  for  an  hour 
or  so,  and   it  will  be  admitted  that  the 
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sea-fishing  at  Casablanca  did  not  on  that 
afternoon  come  up  to  the  expecrations 
raised  by  hearsay.  I  should,  on  the  whole, 
prefer  'I'angier  as  a  sea-fishing  station,  for 
the  fishing  from  the  rocks  during  summer 
evenings  is  excellent,  bass,  conger,  and 
many  otticr  kinds  being  taken  in  abundance 
and  of  goo<t  individual  weight  in  the  deep 


amateur  sea  -  fishers  know,  is  a  most 
unusual  catch,  the  recorded  instances  of 
the  capture  of  red  mullet  on  the  hook 
being  somewhat  few.  (This  fish  has, 
by  the  way,  nothing  in  common  with  the 
aforementioned  grey  mullet.)  The  Moors 
are  very  expert  sea- fishermen,  and  one 
enormous    negro,    in   whose    company  I 


pools  round  about  Cape  Spartel.  In  the 
bay,  too,  particularly  near  the  coal-hulk, 
there  is  fishing  of  one  kind  or  another 
throughout  the  year,  the  bait  being  squid, 
ihrimps,  or  sardines,  and  the  chief 
fish  small  bass,  bream,  sea  -  scorpions, 
mackerel,  dory,  and  murxna.  One 
warm  April  afternoon  I  caught  two 
red  mullet  on  the  hook  within  a  few 
minutes,  and  never,  before  or  after, 
saw    another    caught    there.      This,    as 


caught    dogfish    at    Casablanca,    was    as 
skilful  with  the  handline  as  anyone  I  ever 


Morocco  is  perhaps  destined  to  be  far 
more  thoroughly  exploited  by  sportsmen 
in  the  future  than  it  has  been  in  the  past, 
and  it  is  hoped  that  the  foregoing  brief 
notes  on  the  more  easily  attainable  sport 
near  the  centres  may  not  be  devoid  of 
mterest 


AN    ACADEMY    SCANDAL. 

By   WALTER    E:    GRCXJAN. 


WHEN  a  woman  has  suffered  the 
humiliation  of  seeing  her  lover 
detached  from  her  service  and  annexed 
by  her  friend,  she  does  one  of  two  things  • 
she  either  publicly  wears  the  willow,  or 
else  she  lives  for  revenge.  When  ]Mabel 
Armingscourt  saw  Dick  Ml  vers,  who  for 
four  months  had  borne  her  wraps  and  her 
temper,  quietly  and  completely  annexed 
by  Di  Madox,  she  pretended  to  the  world 
that  she  was  freed  from  a  situation  that 
was  growing  intolekiblc,  and  was  ver\ 
affectionate  to  I)i,  even  to  discussing  the 
modes  of  dressing  the  hair,  yet  all  the 
same  she  thought  long  and  minutely  on 
the  ways  of  revenge. 

Dick  Elvers  is  merely  a  peg  in  this 
history.  He  was  a  nonentity  very  neatly 
groomed,  and  with  a  nice  taste  in  clothes. 
He  never  was  anything  more  than  a  pawn, 
yet  he  became  the  centre  of  a  very  prett\ 
fight,  and  that  is  the  only  excuse  for 
dragging  him  into  a  prominence  he 
certainly  never  dcservt'd. 

Mabel  Armingscourt  was  a  character  of 
unusual  strength.  She  was  of  good  family, 
which,  of  course,  is  essential  ;  she  was  an 
artist  of  undoubted  brilliancy,  a  fact  which 
gave  her  family  much  wonderment ;  and 
she  was  a  woman  used  to  having  her  own 
way.  Her  own  way  at  the  period  of  which 
I  write  was  a  decided  preference  for  having 
Dick  as  a  sort  of  superior  footman.  He 
was  certainly  a  well-favoured  man,  and, 
being  fair,  was  a  foil  to  her  dark  strength. 
Strength  is  the  only  word  to  exj^lain  her 
personality.  She  was  neither  beautiful 
nor  plain,  but  she  was  strong — strong 
intellectuallv  and  of  will.  Xobodv  cared 
much  for  her,  exce|)t  those  who  possessed 
souls  a  little  in  tune  with  hers,  and  these 


loved  her  \ery  strongly.  Her  family 
admired  her  ven'  much,  and  understood 
her  very  little.  She  lived  so  long  being 
misunderstood  that  she  began  to  accept  it 
as  a  normal  condition,  and  missed  nothing 
in  the  blatant  emptiness  of  Dick's  con- 
versation. He  on  his  part  was  dazzled 
by  her.  She  was  so  brilliant,  and  her 
name  was  so  often  in  the  papers,  that  he 
felt  a  reflected  triumph  in  being  the  head 
follower  in  her  train. 

*'  She  's  beastly  clever !  '*  he  said  |o  me 
once,  over  a  Schweppe  -  and  -  brandy, 
"  beastlv  clever.  I  don't  understand  her. 
I  'm  all  right  in  the  crowd,  but  I  don'*- 
begin  to  be  a  little  use  on  the  platform. 
But  slu'  is  clever,  and  she  gels,  in  the 
papers  in  the  nice  way,  and  all  that.  I 
don't  understand  why  she  paints ;  but  then 
I  don't  understand  anything  that  she  does. 
Only  it 's  all  right,  and  she  's  good  form 
and  beastly  clever." 

Which  confession  puts  Dick's  position 
nicely,  and  obviates  the  necessity  of 
tiragging  him  into  this  history  again  except 
by  proxy. 

When  this  comedy  had  progressed  some 
little  way,  Di  Madox,  having  successfully 
compromised  herself  with  two  peers  of  the 
realm  and  a  new  tenor,  turned  her  eyes — 
which  were  large  and  soulful,  her  souF 
being  existent  only  in  them — upon  Dick, 
and,  in  the  nature  of  woman,  coveted  him. 
Di  Madox  was  a  handsome  woman.  She 
was  fre(|uently  the  topic  of  conversation  aftei 
dinner  in  the  drawing-rooms,  before  we 
finished  the  stories  Adam  and  the  Serpent 
used  to  tell  each  other,  when  Eve  was- 
away.  1  believe  the  women  talked  openly 
about  her.  This  was,  of  course,  when  Di  wa-s 
busy  at  some  other  function.      Altogether 
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sliu  was  bud,  alwut  as  bad  as  a  woman 
I'.'iii  Ih%  which  is  an  exceptional  dcffrtf, 
ior  women  affect  the  extremes.  She  did 
•  vil  for  the  very  joy  of  doing  It,  and  she 
hail  an  artistic  touch  which  put  -^  false 
li^ht  upon  it,  and  threw  the  blame  upon  the 
.sec  <ind  in  the  affair.  When  wr  told  each 
other  the  little  scandals  and  the  great 
lines  which  followed  in  her  train,  it  always 
seemed  thai  she  had  come  throuj^h  un- 
ar..KK'l'''l-  or  course  we  hi.7.',  and  very 
yinnig  women  who  were  still  trying  lo 
believe  in  marriage  vows  and  the  integrity 
of  their  own  bus- 
bands  were  -iTy 
(i)ul  to  her.  That 
Has  at  lirsi  ;  after- 
wards.   «hen    their 


the  invitation- lists.  There  were  quite  a 
large  numlKT  of  women  who  had  gone 
under  because  of  her,  women  who  had 
played  the  dangerous  game  of  trying 
to  win  iKick  straying  husbands  by  playing 
their  hands,  and  they  never  came  out  of 
the  whirlpool  over  which  Sir  franc  is 
Jeune  presides,  and  into  which  he  dips 
those  wlio  sin  and  are  foun<l  out. 

Hecause  Dick  Klvers  worshipped  in  the 
train  of  Mabel  Armingscourt,  and  Di  had 
come  to  an  end  of  her  cards,  and  had 
been  awarded  the  stakes  by  the  dipping 


of 


broker 


bands 


inailo 


of 


t  of  Di  .Madoi 
;  inchuled  even 
he  inner  holy 
.  ilicy 


kind   I 


ler,  ami  generallv 
kissed  her  twice  oil 

liireting  her  —  dne 
little  ])eck  <in  each 
eheek.  ver>-  KC.itte, 
so    that    the    eon.-  .,       ,         - 

pkxion  mi;;bt  suiter         /       , 
...,.hin,.      Tl,-.n-is      .7,^. 
Iiu  l:iss  so  li-nder  as        f         JJ 
the  kissof  Sotietv. 
.Most    of   Hs    had 
IveU  in  her  Imin  at 

one  time.  V/hen  .lf,ifv/  .■1nnin);.^,-u>i  h 
she     discard  e  d        for  haring  Di.  i-  ai  a 

us,    Ml-  joined    the 

whisjierers  in  the  drawing-rooms.  There 
wire  uiany  s|i)ries  alniut  her  that  were 
never  stale,  and  she  was  Ix-tler  than  the 
latest  novel. 

Such  was  her  character,  which  in  its 
turn  «as  her  nature.  She  could  no  more 
help  liein^  evil  than  an  actress  can  help 
acting  wh<'n  she  is  not  on  the  stag:?,  and 
the  artistic  touch  was  a  device  of  the 
devil  that  she  might  have  freer  scope. 
Vet  though  we  all  knew  her,  and  were 
mon-  or  less  shocked,  the  degree  depend- 
ing upon  our  inherent  hypocrisy,  no  one 
h:ul  ihe  courage  to  rule  her  name  out  of 
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hearted  little  women 
in  the  whirlpool, 
and  the  bankrujit- 
cie.t  of  a  peer  and 
a  young  oflicer  in 
the  <iuards,  she  took 
a  fresh  hand  and 
sat    down    to    play 


for  Dick,     ll  y. 


uld 


be  orthodox  to  say 
that  she  pla)ed  for 
Dick's  soul,  but  it 
would  not  l>e  true. 
for  I  behcve  Dick 
never  possessed  a 
soul,  or,  if  bo  bad, 
he  had  starved  it 
long  before. 


Di     Mai 
Ma  be 


and 


of  being  friends. 
./  .!  ,l,\uleJ  pivf.ic'iuf  That  is,  ihei'  were 
•It  -f  iufviuo-  /.-'fiuiii.  lo  be  seen  much  in 
each  other's  com- 
pany :  lor  Di  loved  success  with  the 
only  iuvi-  she  knew  that  was  not  self- 
centred,  and  Mabel  said  .she  found  Di 
amusing. 

"  Why  shouldn't  one  be  amused  ■•"  she 
said  lo  me,  when  I  told  her  a  fiw  stories 
which  were  more  than  usually  piquant,  and 
quite  ruined  the  characters  of  two  men  and 
dishonoured  the  whole  of  one  family,  and, 
after  we  had  smiled  the  smiles  of  complete 
satisfaction,  had  ventured  lo  hint  the 
possibility  of  seeing  less  of  so  clever  a 
sinner.  "  No,  I  am  not  blind — I  have 
fairly  good  sight — but  as  long  as  I  don't 
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go  her  way  and  she  does,  and  the  story  of 
her  adventures  is  amusing,  why  shouldn't 
I  be  amused  ?  I  have  no  husband,  and 
my  brother  is  grilling  in  Burma — there  is 
no  danger  for  me." 

I'hen  Di  coveted  Dick  and  played  for 
him,  and  there  was  war  between  two  great 
powers  for  the  space  of  three  weeks.  At 
the  close  of  the  third  week  Dick  went  over 
to  Di,  and  she  gave  a  little  dinner  at  her 
place  in  Lancaster  Gate,  and  invited 
Mabel,  who  went,  for  she  was  as  brave  a 
woman  as  any  I  ever  met.  Di*s  little 
dinners  were  celebrated.  They  only  had 
one  drawback,  and  that  was  Di's  mother, 
who  had  a  strong  appetite  for  baccarat  and 
was  a  trifle  expensive.  There  were  some 
men  who  complained  that  the  dinners  also 
were  expensive,  but  this  was  only  to  chosen 
friends  in  the  confidence  begotten  of  long 
drinks,  and  the  friends  had  generally  been 
there  also,  and  knew. 

The  end  of  the  war  was  foreseen  of  all, 
for  it  was  from  the  first  an  unequal  affair. 
Di  had  the  wisdom  which  comes  of  long 
experience,  and,  besides,  had  no  distract- 
ing occupation.  Mabel,  on  the  other 
hand,  had  never  studied  the  art  which  tics 
a  man  hand  and  foot,  had  some  pride 
which  was  inconvenient,  and  a  love  for 
Art.  Above  all,  she  was  honestly  in  love 
with  Dick.  This  was  a  matter  of  which  I 
was  certain  afterwards.  At  the  time  I  did 
not  think  it  possible. 

I  was  present  at  the  little  dinner  in  the 
house  in  Lancaster  (iate.  It  docs  not 
matter  whv  I  received  an  invitation.  I  did, 
and  1  went.  The  reason  for  my  going  is 
obvious.  Dick  sat  at  Di's  left  hand,  and 
Mabel  at  her  right ;  and,  as  Di  sat  at  the 
foot  of  the  table,  it  came  about  that  Mabel 
was  face  to  face  with  the  man  who  had 
been  annexed.  Dick  had  the  graciousness 
to  be  uncomfortable,  but  both  women 
seemed  unconcerned,  and  both  were  more 
than  passing  witty.  There  was  a  strident 
note  of  triumph  in  Di's  voice,  and  there 
sat  a  fever  half  concealed  in  the  eves  of  the 
woman  who  had  lost.  Throughout  the 
dinner  the  two  women  talked,  and  the  talk 
was  a  battle  of  wits,  in  which  there  was 
enough  acid  on  the  part  of  Mabel  to 
give  it   a   rare   flavour.     And  throughout 


Dick  sat  solid,  and  supped  soup  and 
ate  and  drank  steadily,  smiling  nervously 
and  gnawing  his  moustache  in  the  intervals 
of  service. 

When  the  last  entree  was  served,  Di  said 
softly — 

**  You  have  those  seats  for  the  Frivolity 
to-morrow,  Dick?"  And  Dick  growled, 
with  his  mouth  full.  As  the  growl  was  an 
acquiescent  one  we  all  took  it  as  the  crown- 
ing of  Di's  work,  and  the  transferring  of 
Dick  from  the  train  of  Mabel  to  the  train 
of  Di.  Those  who  knew  that  Mabel 
possessed  an  honest  soul,  and  cared  suffi- 
ciently to  consider  the  subject,  wondered 
whether  they  should  be  sorry  for  Mabel  or 
glad.  To  feel  any  emotion  for  Dick  did 
not  enter  into  anyone's  consideration. 

"  Dick  was  always  good  over  tickets," 
said  ]\Iabel  reflectively.  **  So  good  that  I 
have  grown  tired  of  theatres.  I  don't 
think  the  atmosphere  is  good  for  my  work. 
You  see,  painting,  on  canvas  "  —  there 
was  the  least  possible  emphasis  on  the 
last  two  words,  and  a  sweet  smile  at  her 
hostess  and  friend,  *'  needs  a  certain 
freshness  and  natural  truth.  You  will 
enjoy  th6  Frivolity,  dear.  It  is  a  burlesque 
of  *  TannhJiuser,'  and  thev  have  made 
V^enus  a  Society  harpy." 

There  was  so  much  meaning  in  the 
smooth  tones  of  Mabel's  voice  that  Di 
must  have  blushed  if  it  had  been  possible. 
Perhaps  she  did  underneath  the  very 
artistic  work  of  her  maid. 

Mabel  Armingscourt  went  early.  1 
think  the  ev:  :.ing  was  a  strain  upon  her — 
even  though  she  went  through  it  very 
pluckily.  I  know  that  she  looked  plain, 
and  there  were  lines  drawn  strongly  from 
the  corners  of  her  eyes  and  her  mouth 
when  I  saw  her  into  her  private  hansom. 
She  drove  a  private  hansom,  which  would 
have  been  execrable  form  in  any  other 
woman,  and  was  yet  in  accord  with  her 
personality. 

**  My  dear  old  friend,"  she  said — that 
is  the  worst  of  premature  baldness  and  a 
tendency  to  grey  round  the  temples :  it 
gives  to  the*  general  world  a  desire  to  l>e 
confidential  and  to  treat  one  as  of  extreme 
age — "there  has  been  a  pretty  comedy, 
but  the   comedy  is   not   finished.      I  am 
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going  away.  I  have  a  big  work  before 
me.  In  shuit,  I  am  going  to  finish  the 
tunifdy." 

•■  Thtn  the  comedy  will  be  worth  watch- 
ing' until  the  final  curtain,  my  dear  Miss 
Armingstourt.     What  is  the  end  to  be  ?  " 


solemnity  of  Burlington  House.  A  week 
or  so  before  sending-  in  day  I  ivcnl  to 
the  studio  in  which  Mabel  Armingscourt 
worked,  and  found  it  locked,  with  the  dust 
of  days  accumulated  as  an  offering  before 
the    threshold    of    the    door.       Then    J 


"It  is  always  unwise  to  read  the  last 
[i;it:c  of  a  book  before  its  legitimate  [)lacr, 
and  a  knowledge  of  the  tinjsh  of  a  jilay 
damages  its  artistic  worth.  I  proniis.-  you 
that  vou  shall  see  in— h.II,  in  a  few 
weeks." 

The  finish  was  played  before  a  large 
and  interested  audience  in  the  portentous 


remembered  th:ii   she  had   said   tha 

.he 

had  a  big  work  lutore  Ikt.  .-uid  wond 

red. 

The    Private    X'leu    brink's    t.^ijeth 

■r    a 

Si'ethiiig  croH.i  ..f  critics,  jirMle>sioiia 

and 

otherwise,  and  the  staiidar.i  .it  know 

■due 

of  both  classes  is  very  much  on  a 

•vel. 

There  is  a  soft  bablile  of  art  slang  \ 

hich 

is  easy   of   acijuircinent,   a    conside 

able 
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interest  in  millinery,  and  a  large  under- 
lvin<r  element  of  scandal  The  crowd  is 
so  great  that  it  for  the  most  part  effectually 
acts  as  a  curtain  to  the  pictures,  which 
soHM*  hold  to  be  a  boon.  Tor  invitations 
which  admit  to  this  sacred  rite  the 
members  of  smart  Society  scheme  for 
weeks.  To  be  seen  elbowing  ami  push- 
ing and  stumbling  over  the  sprawling 
lounges  is  a  cachet  of  inclusion  in  the 
world  that  is  known 

When  I  had  left  mv  stick  in  tlu»  care  of 
a  flurried  custodian  and  arrived  at  the 
entrance,  1  met  both  of  the  women  whose 
duel  is  the  subject  of  this  history.  There 
were  many  with  tlu'm,  but  I  hardly  noticed 
them.  The  affectionate  friendliness 
between  the  two  was  so  pronounced  as 
to  rivtt  my  attention 

**  Mv  dear  Miss  Armingscourt,  vou  have 
desolated  town  with  your  absence      \'ou 
have  been  abroad  }''  I  askeii. 
•   "1    have  not   been  abroad,  but   I    have 
been  busv." 

"  .\h  !  We  are  to  see  tlu-  fruit  of  that 
t(»-day  ?  " 

"  I  am  exhibiting  the  large  canvas  you 
saw  when  last  vou  honoured  mv  poor 
little  studio  It  has  a  nice  place — just 
over  tlie  line." 

"That  was  linished  then  " 

•*  Ves-  it  was  linished." 

*•  And  you  are  siunving  notiiing  eKe  ?  " 

Di.  behind  whom  followed  Dick,  smilevl 
sueillN 

*'  ( hily  one,"  she  said,  tlourishing  a 
catalogue.  "Dear  Mabel  has  been  cpiite 
idle  tor  the  past  few  montlis.  ( )Me  mii;ht 
almost  imagine  that  the  blind  god  had 
been  shooting  more  than  usually 
awry." 

Dick  flushed  nervously  at  her  words,  but 
Mabel  was  quite  unconcerned. 

'*  No,  Di  dear,"  she  answered,  "nc»t 
quite  idle." 

**.Aml  the  Work  was?"  I  (juestioned 
impertinentlx,   tor  I   was  curious. 

*'  I  have  taken  ^i  lesson  from  the  ":o(is 
and  have  been  pre|)aring  punishment  for 
evildoers." 

'*  It  must  be  very  exhausting  " 

'*  Yes — but  it  lias  its  own  rewards.  The 
consciousness   of    meting    out  justice    is 


exhilarating  It  almost  tempts  one  to 
wade  through  the  deserts  of  playwrxting 
so  that  one  might  have  the  gloriou.s  task 
of  writing  final  acts." 

Di  Madox,  exquisitely  gowned,  exquis- 
itely completed  by  her  maid,  and  renclcrcd 
fit  for  the  insolent  stare  of  well-dressed 
crow  lis,  looking  sweetly  innocent  under  a 
deceptive  hat,  glanced  apprehensively  at 
her  companion.  There  certainly  was  a 
riotous  sense  of  satisfaction  in  Mabel's 
voice. 

In  the  first  salon  it  was-  evident  that 
something  more  than  usually  interesting 
was  on  view.  Men  were  whispering  to 
women,  and  women  were  answering  men 
with  uplifted  eyebrows  and  smiling  also 
And,  above  all,  the  eves  of  cver^'bodv 
seemed  to  drift  in  the  direction  of  the 
ro(mi  on  the  left.  The  doorway  leading 
thereto  was  an  impenetrable  block  of 
frock-coat  and  spring  confection.  P'roni 
the  room  came  unmistakable  titters. 
Suddenly  the  whispering  grew  acute  in 
the  room  in  which  we  were,  and  ihe 
e\('s  drifted  from  the  blocked  doorwav 
and  levelled  themselves  at  Di  Madox. 
There  thev  staved,  staring  unwinkinsrlv 
at  her,  while  Mabel  smiled  serenelv  the 
^mile  of  complete  haj)piness.  At  first, 
Di,  who  was  usetl  to  the  attention  of  the 
world,  sailed  on  supremely  unconscious. 

''There  seems,"  Mabel  .said,  *' to  he 
some  cause  for  ribaM  mirth  in  tlie  r«)(ini 
()p|K>^iie.  Surely  lU'ither  the  President 
nor  one  of  the  elei  t  can  have  caught  the 
fevi'.r  of  French  art  .-'  " 

She  moved  slowh,  vet  definite! v,  to- 
ward.s  the  doorway 

Di,  \aguely  unea.sy  at  the  continued 
stare,  which  was  unlike  the  stare  to  which 
she  was  accustomed,  followed.  Then  one 
or  two  persons  whose  position  in  societv 
was  assured,  and  whose  acquaintance  was 
most  desirable,  deftly  avoided  meeting  her 
glance  The  action  was  not  a  direct  cut, 
but  it  had  that  suggestion  most  insolently 
stamped  upon  it. 

I  looked  at  the  latalogue,  and  finding 
that  Mabel's  canvas  was  in  a  room  in  the 
exact  oj)posite  ilin»(  \\nw  to  that  in  which 
sh(»  was  leading  us,  I  began  to  expect 
some  startling  dhunu^irnt.     For  an  artist 
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cannot  help  walking  to  his  own  picture, 
and  if  this  be  true  of  the  work  of  men,  then 
is  it  doubly  so  of  the  work  of  women. 

Tlie  block  in  the  doorway  dissolved  as 
we  approached,  and  as  we  went  through 
we  found  a  little  lane  prepared  for  us 
through  the  head-craning  crowd.  And  at 
the  bottom  of  the  lane  was  a  large  canvas 
hung  right  on  the  line,  a  canvas  start- 
lingly  framed,  startlingly  conceived,  and 
creating  more  excitement  than  any  picture 
ever  before  exhibited  at  the  Academy, 
and  probably  more  than  any  that  will  come 
after  it. 

One  felt  the  suj)pressed  excitement 
running  round  the  room  like  an  electric 
current,  with  every  now  and  then  sparks 
of  spasmodic  laughter  snapped  shortly 
off.  And  through  it  all  I\Iabel  sailed 
towards  the  picture,  amiably  chatter- 
ing over  her  shoulder  to  Di,  who  saw 
nothing  until  she  halted  before  it.  Then 
she  looked  up,  saw  it,  took  in  its  signifi- 
cance, and  for  a  moment  stood  quite 
paralysed.  H(*r  face  blanched  under  the 
work  of  her  niaid,  her  lips  began  to  look 
dry,  and  she  opened  her  mouth  with  a 
gasp  as  though  she  had  much  difficulty  in 
breathing,  'i'hen  she  gave  a  little  scream 
of  passion  and  hate,  glared  at  Mabel,  who 
smiled  very  sweetly  all  the  while,  and 
bolted — incontinently  bolted. 

The  subject  of  the  |)irture  was  Circe, 
with  the  men  grouped  arinnul  her  in  the 
verv  act  of  transformation  into  hoq-s. 
The  beautiful  voluptuous  nude  woman  was 
gloating  over  them  ;  her  eyes,  large  and 
full,  had  a  light  of  greed  and  cunning  in 
them,  an  unholy  devilish  light  as  the  light 
that  comes  of  satisfied  desire ,  and  beside 
her  were  heaped  jewels  and  gold  which 
the  men,  now  changing  into  hogs,  had 
laid  at  her  small  white,  feet.  And  the 
face  of  Circe  was  the  face  of  Di  Madox, 
and    the   faces  of  the  men-hogs  were  all 


faithful  portraits  of  those  who  had  been 
her  dear  friends  for  the  past  two  years. 
There  was  no  mistaking  the  portraits : 
the  whole  of  the  crowd,  devouring  the 
picture  with  eyes  keen  for  a  new  piquant 
element  in  life,  could  name  them  readily. 
In  the  catalogue  the  name  of  the  artist  was 
given  as  Mr.  Samuel  Smith. 

When  we  left  the  Academy  I  walked  with 
Mabel  to  a  place  in  Regent  Street,  and 
gave  her  tea. 

"  It  is  scandalous  ! "  she  said,  sipping 
daintily  from  her  cup.  **  Those  dear  old 
fossils,  the  hanging  committee,  never  go 
anywhere,  and  never  know  anybody." 

"  You  have  grown  stronger  in  colouring. 
and  you  handle  flesh  very  well — ver}'  well 
indeed,"  I  said  judiciously. 

*' But,"  she  objected  sweetly,  **you 
didn't  see  my  picture.  It  is  an  old-world 
idyll,  and  it  hangs  over  a  battle-piece.  I 
think  you  will  like  the  frame." 

The  extraordinary  part  of  the  whole 
matter  was  that  Dick's  portrait  did  not 
appear  upon  one  of  the  hogs.  I  think  1  said 
that  Miss  Armingscourt  had  an  honest  love 
for  him.  Of  course,  when  he  went  over  to 
the  enemy,  that  love  died,  but — well,  the 
ways  of  women  are  very  curious. 

There  was,  of  course,  a  heavenly  row, 
and  someone  in  high  places  moved  the 
Burlington  House  authorities  to  inquire 
into  the  matter.  People  said  verj-  ill- 
naturedly  that  it  was  out  of  a  feeling  ot 
thankfulness  that  his  own  portrait  hail  not 
appeared  on  the  canvas.  Naturally,  the 
address  from  which  the  picture  was  sent 
gave  no  clue,  as  the  rooms  which  Mr. 
Smith  occupied  were  only  tenanted  for  a 
few  days.  The  description  which  the  old 
landlady  gave  of  him  was  somewhat  like  a 
frame-maker's  assistant,  who  has  recently 
set  u|>  in  business  for  himself,  and  supplies 
Miss  Armingscourt  regularly.  Mr.  Samuel 
Smith  never  exhibited  again. 
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i    S7TD1'    OF   EDMOXD    ROSTAS'D'S    PERSONALITY   AND 
METHODS    OF    WRITING. 

By    CLEVELAND    HOFFETT. 


AXD  now,  in  this  pafioil  of  }-oung 
great  men,  steps  forth  another  to 
join  the  growing  cumjiany  of  those  become 
famous  before  thirty.  On  the  morning  of 
Dec,  29,  1897,  Kdmonii  Rostand,  aged 
tw en ti- seven,  and  little  enough  known  up 
to  that  time,  anoke  in  Paris  to  fmd  all 
things  at  his  feet :  this 
becdusi^  a  five  -  act 
play  of  his  in  verse, 
"Cyrano  de  IJergerac," 
had  been  received  the 
night  before  at  the 
I'orte  St.  Martin 
Theatre  with  mati 
demonstrations.  The 
play  marku<l  a  new 
eni  in  the  drama,  soaie 
said:  it  certainly 
ushered  in  a  stage 
triumph  such  as  Victor 
Hugo  scarcely  knew, 
a  greater  triumph  than 
the  English  stage  had 
seen  for  an  even 
eentury.  Here  are 
some  facts:  To  In-gin  /•**■' .™/»''<w^-™ 
with,  a  nin  in  I'aris  of 
400  performances  and  Coquelin  scarcely 
started  in  the  rc*)Ie  ;  an  amazing  success  in 
America,  with  ten  rival  companies  playing 
to  packed  houses  in  spite  of  bad  transla- 
tions (all  but  one; ;  (jermans  delighted 
with  Ludwig  Fulda's  exquisite  version ; 
Spaniards  wild  o\'eT  their  version ;  ten 
perfonnances  in  St.  Petersburg,  which  is 
cotmted  a  memoiable  thing  in  Russia; 
Norway  and  Sweden  plajing  "  Cj-rano  " ; 


Denmark  playing  "Cj-ano"';  half-for- 
gotten little  countries  down  Servia  way 
playing  *'  Cyrano  "  in  queer  tongues  like 
the  Croatian ;  and  critics  for  once  led 
meekly  by  the  noses  after  "  Cyrano,"  the 
venerable  autocrat  "  Uncle  "  Sarcey  (since 
deceased)  heading  the  procession.  Only 
one  judgment,  then, 
from  public  and  press 
in  all  countries  rated 
civilised  —  "  Cjrano  " 
is  a  masterpiece. 

And  hear  what 
"  Cyrano  "  himself  has 
to  say  in  this  matter, 
the    flesh  -  and  -  blood 


reali 


on     of 


ilnlfin, 


■■  /(.«w  /  Hid  I  H,,i 


Rostand's  ideal,  the 
elder  Coquelin,  one 
who  knows  the  stage 
and  its  traditions  in 
and  out — a  veteran  of 
the  C  o  m  6  d  i  e 
Fran^aise,  actor- 
manager  at  present  in 
his  own  theatre,  the 
Porte  St.  Martin,  the 
strongest  figure  of  a 
man  on  the  stage  of  Krancc  to-tlay.  Here 
is  the  little  narrative  of  personal  experi- 
ence that  1  got  from  him  one  morning 
in  his  pleasant  Paris  home  overlooking 
Napoleon's  arch — 

*'It  was  in  the  fall  of  1894,  1  think, 
that  I  met  Kostand  first.  I  chanced  to 
be  at  the  house  of  Madame  Sarah  Bern- 
hardt one  day  while  Rostand  was  reading 
to  her  his  '  Princesse  Lointaine,'  produced 
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later  at  the  Renaissance.  I  was  present 
only  as  a  friend,  but  was  greatly  struck  by 
the  beauty  of  the  lines  and  the  high 
artistic  (juality  of  the  author's  rendering. 
Bcrnhartlt  was  stirred  to  tears — in  fact, 
was  ill  in  bed  for  two  days  afterwards  from 
the  emotion. 

*•  After  the  reading  I  was  presented  to 
Rostand,  and  told  him  how  sincerely  I 
admired  his  work.  Then,  just  as  I  was 
going,  he  said,  '  I  should  like  to  write 
something  for  you.  I  think  I  have  a  good 
idea.'  Now,  see  how  com|)letely  I  had 
come  under  his  spell,  for  at  once  1  said 
that  whatever  he  would  write  for  me,  on 
whatever  subject,  at  whatever  lime,  1 
would  accept  without  question  or  reser- 
vation, and  put  on  the  stage  at  my  own 
theatre  ;  rather  a  remarkable  pledge,  seeing 
that  our  acquaintance  dated  from  about 
ten  minutes  back — but  I  meant  exactly 
what  1  said. 

**  Some  weeks  later  he  came  to  me  with 
his  subject,  and  went  over  it  in  detail.  I 
was  pleased,  and  he  went  away.  A  month 
later  he  came  back,  and  told,  me  he  had 
changed  his  mind  and  chosen  another 
subject.  There  should  be  two  men  in  love 
with  a  woman — one  handsome,  the  other 
homely.  The  handsome  man  was  stupid, 
the  homely  man  e.xtremely  clever.  These 
two  should  become  friends,  and  the  love- 
making  go  on  as  you  know.  I  was 
delighted,  and  marvelled  that  no  dramatist 
had  ever  hit  upon  that  them<\  A  few 
nights  later  he  came  into  my  A'^i,^^,  and  read 
me  the  duel  verses.  Ah,  but  that  made 
an  impression  on  me!  What  words,  I 
said  to  myself ;  what  action  in  every  line  ! 
I  can  hear  him  vet  declaimiiiir  it. 

*'  A  little  later  he  read  me  the  famous 
lines  where  C'vrano  introduces  the  cadets. 
I  told  him  he  would  do  a  master|)iere  if 
he  kept  on  this  way,  and  he  did  kee|)  on. 
Little  by  little,  scene  l)y  scene  ,  he  brought 
me  the  play  as  it  grew,  until  finally  I  had  it 
all.  In  the  summer  he  withdrew  to  the 
coui;try,  at  Hoissy  St.  Leger,  where  most 
of  tic  writing  was  done,  and  where  I  went 
dow  1  often  to  i)ass  the  night  and  hear 
how  things  were  going.  Here  was  genius 
in  full  operation,  the  real  thing,  and 
no  mistake.     He  worked  furiouslv,  without 


restriction  or  moderation ;  he  couKi 
work  in  no  other  way.  Sometimes  it 
was  a  delight  to  watch  him  cherish- 
ing and  smoothing  his  verses  as  a  fond 
gardener  who  waters  the  flowers  he  loves 
and  gives  them  smi.  Again  he  Ivrought 
out  his  lines  m  torture,  like  a  spirit  driven 
through  hell  with  rest  forbidden.  There 
are  men,  you  know,  like  Sardou,  who  can 
rise  every  day  at  a  certain  hygienic  hour, 
work  so  long,  and  refuse  to  work  any 
longer.     Rostand  is  not  of  that  kind. 

"  Another  thing  1  soon  observed  was 
this :  that  the  critical  power  in  him  is 
perhaps  as  remarkable  as  the  creative* 
power.  He  knows  with  unerring  judgment 
when  a  thing  is  good  and  when  it  is  bad. 
He  judges  his  work  exactly  as  if  someone 
else  had  written  it,  and  you  may  be  sure 
when  he  pronounces  a  thing  good,  though 
it  be  his  own,  he  makes  no  mistake. 

**  When  *  Cyrano'  went  into  rehearsal 
my  wonder  grew  again,  for  here  was  a 
novice  in  stagecraft  handling  a  hundred 
people  without  effort,  solving  difficult 
dramatic  problems  as  they  arose  by  flashes 
of  intuition,  and  withal  showing  an 
Understanding  of  technique,  a  sureness 
in  his  effects,  that  not  even  Sardou 
could  surpass,  and  a  delicacy  of  artistii" 
perception  surpassing  anyone.  Yet  he  <iid 
it  smoothly,  with  few  words,  the  company 
outdoing  themselves  under  him,  like 
musicians  led  by  a  great  conductor.  We 
were  in  rehearsal  about  two  months  ami  a 
half,  with  some  sixty  repetitions,  and 
during  that  time  I  never  knew  Rostand  to 
be  in  do^ibt  before  any  dramatic  tangle  or 
to  make  an  error  in  judgment. 

'*  On  one  point  I  was  much  troubhul. 
It  seemed  to  me  that  *  Cyrano '  was  too 
long  ;  twenty-five  hundred  lines  wont 
beyond  all  j)recedent.  Even  *  Ruy  Bias  ' 
is  several  hundred  lines  shorter  than  that, 
and  '  Ruy  Bias'  plays  from  eight  o'clock 
to  midnight.  '  1  'm  afraid  it's  too  long/  1 
would  say  to  Rostand.  *  We  must  cm 
something  out.'  *  Well,  what  shall  it  be  .'' 
he  would  say.  *  1  don't  know,'  I  would 
answer ;  '  but  we  must  surely  make  it 
shorter.'  Then  Rostand  would  laugh, 
and  agree  to  cut  out  whatever  I  decided 
could  be  spared.     And  although  I  spent 
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hours  (ivcr  the  lines  searchingforweakoncs,  stirs  the  noblest  emotions,  it  is  amusing, 

ami  lay  awake  ot  nights  saying  them  over,  it  is  clever,  it  contains  charming  lyrics,  a 

I  never  founi]  one  thai  could  be  spared.  delightful    love-story,    plenty  of  fighting. 

"  So  the  jilay  was  not  ciil,  alter  all,  and,  swagger,  pathos,  nonsense — what  is  there 

thanks  Hi  last  inarching,  iinilef  Rofitaml's  like  it  ?     I  ployeii  through  the  run  of  four 


g<-neralahi|>,  \\r  inanagi'd  l<i  run  it  ilirougli 
in  reasonable  linii-.  And  had  \\i-  gmii-  on 
past  midnight,  1  am  surf  ll»-  pi-ople  would 
have  slayeil  :  for  when  were  si.  inany 
elements  of  i>opularity  brought  logellu-r  in 
one  play!     '  Cyrano '' is  full  <.r  action,   it 


week   when  I  was  ill  .  and    I   .an  li.iri.^sllv 
Sill   I  .-nioyed  tlieiu  .ill." 

In  serking  kimu  ledge  of  this  y^ung 
dramatist,  it  was  natural  to  go  from 
Coquelin  to  Henibardi.  for  if  the  formsr 
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has  thus  far  had  the  greater  play  by  Rostand, 
the  latter  has  had  three  of  his  plays  by 
no  means  of  small  value — **La  Princesse 
Lointaine,"  **  La  Samaritaine,"  and 
**  L'Aiglon."  It  was  at  her  own  theatre 
that  she  received  me,  just  as  she  had 
come  from  a  rehearsal  of  **  Hamlet,*'  and 
she  was  weary  from  an  hour's  work  of 
the  intensest  kind.  Yet  what  change  of 
manner,  what  brightening  of  the  eyes 
at  Rostand's  name  !  One  would  think 
him  a  sovereign  or  demi  -  god.  The 
great  actress  is  even  more  ardent  than 
Coquelin  in  her  tribute.  Rostand  is 
admirable,  he  is  wonderful,  and  she 
speaks  of  her  own  relations  to  him  with 
a  glow  of  gratitude.  He  is  the  master, 
she  the  willing  instrument.  What  he 
writes  is  beyond  compare,  what  he  wishes 
is  the  law.  **  I  thank  God,  Monsieur, 
that  He  has  let  me  be  alive  now  to  inter- 
pret a  part,  at  least,  of  what  this  great 
genius  will  produce.  If  Rostand  were  to 
die,  it  would  be  a  calamity  to  mankind, 
for  he  is  bringing  in  a  new  period  in  the 
drama — a  clean,  wholesome  period.  If 
Rostand  were  to  die,  I  think — why,  I 
think  I  should  want  to  die  too." 

She  went  on  to  tell  of  her  own  strong 
emotions  in  playing  "  La  Samaritaine," 
and  of  its  effect  upon  the  people.  *'  The 
r61e  exhausts  me  more  than  any  I  have 
ever  interpreted,  because  of  its  spiritual 
intensitv.  You  know  I  am  a  believer, 
as  Rostand  is,  and  the  play  becomes  a 
reality  to  me  every  time  I  go  through 
it.  And  th,e  audience — ah,  if  you  could 
only  see  ho>v  they  crowd  the  theatre 
every  year  at  Eastertide  when  we  put  on 
*  La  Samaritaine  ' !  All  kinds  of  people 
come — those  ^who  never  go  to  church, 
women  who  have  done  wrong,  priests, 
children,  old  men.  And  as  they  listen  to 
the  simple  story  they  are  moved  to  the 
heart ;  they  weep,  they  pray.  I  am  sure 
that  play  does  more  good  in  the  world  than 
many  sermons." 

After  these  glimpses  of  Rostand  at 
second  hand,  let  us  come  now  to  the  real 
man  (since  we  may  be  so  fortunate),  and 
judge  of  him  for  ourselves  ;  talk  with 
him,  too,  in  his  own  delightful  hotel 
in  the    Rue   Alphonse   de   Neuville,   not 


three  minutes*  walk  from  Bemhardt's  hijou 
of  a  home. 

The  house  forms  an  arc  behind  the 
point  of  two  streets  where  another  house 
stands,  the  two  built  in  harmony,  with 
happiest  result.  Within  are  wide  stair- 
cases and  high  ceilings,  and  the  eye 
travels  freely  from  room  to  room  between 
columns  and  draped  arches  and  wide  glass 
doors.  On  the  walls  are  tapestries  and 
sombre  paintings,  under  foot  soft  rugs 
and  polished  wood,  while  the  spacious 
halls  and  salons  are  furnished  with  pieces 
to  delight  a  collector.  Here,  then,  is 
fame  met  with  fortune,  youth  with  genius, 
and  into  the  bargain,  I  am  told,  this  most 
favoured  man  has  a  lovely  and  accomplished 
wife.  As  for  the  money,  Rostand  comes  of 
a  wealthy  family,  and  his  own  earnings 
have,  of  course,  been  large. 

It  is  of  interest  sometimes  to  recall 
little  things  that  strike  one  on  first 
meeting  a  person  of  importance.  In  the 
case  of  Rostand,  I  noticed  that  he  came 
into  the  room  walking  stiff  and  straight, 
with  a  certain  dapper  dignity,  and  that 
his  hands  were  extremely  white,  with  rings, 
on  the  fingers,  a  fine  sapphire  among 
them.  Then  I  saw  that  he  was  small 
and  slender,  very  pale,  and  quite  bald  for 
a  man  of  twenty-nine  ;  also  that  he  wore 
a  reddish,  bristling  moustache,  and  the 
Legion  of  Honour  ribbon  in  his  coat.  In 
his  right  eye  was  a  single  staring  glass, 
that  fixed  you  rather  coldly,  and  added  to 
his  general  impassiveness.  You  felt  that 
here  was  a  man  to  keep  his  reserve  until 
he  saw  reason  for  leaving  it  and  make 
sure  a  person  was  worth  talking  to  before 
he  said  much.  This  self- withholding 
attitude  is,  no  doubt,  part  of  the  armour 
•he  has  learned  to  wear  since-^is  great 
success  came ;  for  a  whole  city,  and  that 
Paris,  has  flung  itseh  at  his  head,  with 
women  pursuing  him  and  men  pursuing- 
him,  and  all  sorts  of  people  lying  in  wait 
for  him  on  all  sorts  of  pretexts,  the  only- 
certainty  being  that  they  will  waste  his 
time.  Lately,  people  have  taken  to  callings 
him  a  savage,  and  they  tell  exaggerated 
stories  of  how  he  never  answers  letters, 
and  seldom  receives  visitors,  and  is  often 
brusque  and  rude.    It  is  said,  for  instance. 
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;iiut  wilh  truth,  I  liclicve,  that  he  recently  "  the    most    hrilHaiit    poetk  dehut   since 

ilrilini-d  the  invitation  of  a  certain  Conti-  Alfred  de  Mussi't  imhlishtd  his  '  Contes 

luiital  royalty  to  lie  guest  of  honour  at  a  d'Espagne.'  "       The   wrilur    of    this    was 

b|iL-L'ial  performance  of  "  Cyrano."  laughed  at   then,   but  he   is  not  laughed 


I    asked    M.    Rostand    at>out    Ids    l<r-.t  al  now.      I    ask.d  Rostand  »lial  auihors 

lii-rary  «ork.  and  he  wenl  hack  with  jiride  he    had   admired    moM    from    his    >.inih. 

ii>  his   twentieth  year,  when  Ids   maiden  and     he     answered     without    hi>iMiion  : 

hfKik  of  |H>ems,  "  I.es   Musardises,"    was  Shakspere,    Ilickens,    and    Viiior    Hugo, 

reviewed    in    the    "Revue    Hl.'ue"    with  Could  lie  rea<l  Dickens  in  Knglisli .'     No, 

highest  comm.' filiation  ;  hailed,  in  fact,  as  unfortunately.     Mad  lie  been  in  Kngland  .' 
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Not  to  know  an)thing  about  it ;  oiilv  ten  davs 
al  a  London  hotel.  Had  he  travelled  in 
ullicrcountries?  No.hehad  staved athome. 


'I'hea'  was  a  young  fullow,  a  friend  of  the 
Koslaiids,  decfily  in  love  with  a  verv 
attractive  girl.    And  she  was  coy,  while  he 


I  asked  him  ahoiil  sfi 
inanlv  pxurcises.  Was  hd  at  all  hkn 
("yrano  in  his  own  tastes  ?  Was  hti 
fiinii  ijf  fencing  or  sword-ijrnctice  ? 
Ilcwas  not;  thought  ii  too  faiii;uiug. 
Did  111-  go  in  for  iior.srl>ack-riding  > 


iha 


fa! 


than    nf  the   bodv  ?       Vos,    hr   -yn'-  ""i*'^ 

,..,s,.i   it   was. 

('(lining  to  Ihc  ciiicf  luirpiisr  nf  luy  visit,  v 

1  uas  K'lad  to  Irani  thai  ilir  |>lay  "fyrano  -■ 

di'  Itcrgcrni-  "  was  a  fruit  of  --Inn  ri]irnirig.  h' 

Alreadv  in  liis  siinlfut    davs    ai   Siaui-.la-i  h 

Collrgl-.  I'aris,   and    in  va.alioiis    at    Mar-  -; 

M-ili.-s    his  horn.-',  it  had  [..■.■u  in  hjv  rniu.l  I,, 

to  nuikr  a  |)[ny  wh.Tf  the  hv^o■^.  nohijiii  ..i  p, 

soul    should  ■  ill-    olTsel    by   sonn-    j.liysical  li, 

<li-li-fi.     And  he  hit  npon  Cvrann  in  the-  Ui 

histories    I  a   real    hero    who 'had    lived.  K 

caught  at  Inm,  in  fact,  as  the  vurv  ivjic  (.f  li 

what    he  wanted.     Then    llir  lovV  ilicnir  ^• 


li  ralher  cliinivy  in  his  uooing.  Si.  in 
Kid  naitiri-  and  to  amuse  himself.  Kostanil 
Ipi-d  nut  Oil'  nnsuicessfnl  swain  with 
111-  and  lounsi-ls.  Do  this.  \u-  «-<.ul,i 
V  :  talk  to  her  about  that,  t  ;iv(- 
r  i-ertain  IIi.w.ts.  Spi-ak  of  ^ucll  a 
111  ami  suih  a  tmisician:  All  this 
-.1-1 1  on  a  km.Hli-dj;i-  r.f  ihi-  viiun;' 
ir^  la.-us  and  a|>tiuidi-s.  .\nd  |ires(-ntlv 
i-iand  "as  ri-wardi-d  liv  hearing  frow 
-  uifi-  ili.,t  ihr  pirl  hail  <leclared  the 
an-  imiri  nnuli  less  ot  a  f.H.I  than  shr 


grew 


rt'hile  he  ' 


as  at  the  sta 


in^      liad    Ibouglii    Iiim.       In    fact,    from    tha- 
di'.     inomeiit  ihings  went  sniooihly  for  these 
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tn-o,  and  the  affair  began  to  take  literarj- 
fi)nii  in  Rostand's  mind. 

.\s  ti>  tin.*  actiia.  writing  of  the  play,  it 
«;i>  ;is  nearly  as  may  he  a  work  of 
inspiratiiin.  It  was  not  done  by  any  rule. 
TlnTo  were  no  lixed  hours  for  it,  no 
ihiiiij{ht  of  duty.  Rostand  wrote  early  or 
lat.-,  much  or  litllo,  iirecisely  as  he  pleased, 
ail. I  never  when  he  did  not  please  ;  in 
siiiirt,  he  worked  when  he  loved  his  work, 
and  as  he  K''"t^ratly  U»ved  it,  he  vrorked 
w.il  in  the  main. 

"  1  never  force  my  pen,"  he  told  ine. 
■■  If  1  fi-el  ihat  my  vein  is  tiring,  yet  might 
run  on  for  an  hour  or  two,  I  stoj)  and  let 
it  reM.  And  I  assure  you  it  has  liappi-ned 
|ci  me  many  times  to  look  with  wonder,  as 
if  it  were  a  miracle,  at  words  and  thoughts 
thai  have  come  to  me." 


Not  at  all  i 


[  Ihi: 


ilh  the 


after  dinner ;  in  a  week  1  do  so  many 
pages,  in  a  month  so  many  chapters  ;  and 
here  is  my  time-table  of  novels  for  three 
years  ahead,  if  you  care  to  glance  it  over." 
[  asked  Rostand  if  I  might  see  a  jiage 
of  his  "  Cyrano "  manuscript,  ami  he 
shook  his  head  with  a  rueful  smile. 
"  There  is  no  manuscript  of  '  Cyrano  '  to 
show  you,"  he  said;  "I  only  wish  there 
were.  If  I  had  known  what  demand 
there  would  Iw  for  it,  I  should  have  taken 
gooti  care  not  to  throw  it  in  the  wasle- 
jiaper  basket.  Vou  see,  I  like  things  neat — 
in  fad,  I  hate  things  when  they  're  not 
neat ;  so  a  page  with  lines  scratched  <iut 
and  >v<)rds  written  in  distresses  me.  I 
ahvays  copy  it  over  in  a  clean  hand,  or 
get  my  wife  to  copy  it,  and  then  the  old 
page  is  destroyed.  This  process  of 
making   fresh   changes  an<i  fresh   copies 


business  -  hke  positiveness  of  certain  went  on  with  '  Cyrano '  until  the  play  was 
authors:  "  I  write  so  many  words  an  hour,  finished,  when  I  had  it  typewritten.  And 
Sir — so  many   before    dinner,    so    many     all  the  earlier  drafts  were   thrown  away 
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except  some  fragments  of  roles  that  I 
gave  to  Coquelin,  and  which  he  has 
preserved.  These  are  all  that  remain 
of  what  I  wrote  with  my  own  hand.  It 
is  only  the  great  success  that  gives  them 
value,  and  who  could  have  foreseen 
that  ?  " 

Rostand  often  goes  to  the  play  for  the 
pleasure  of  it  and  to  study  effects.  His 
own  **  Cyrano  "  he  saw  no  less  than  sixty 
times  in  the  first  hundred  performances, 
then  found  that  enough,  and  scarcely  went 
again  until  the  four-hundredth,  the  last  of 
the  great  run.  And  in  the  whole  time  he 
made  no  speech,  nor  ever  came  before  the 
•curtain,  though  the  audience  cheered  and 
shouted  for  full  twenty  minutes  after  the 
J>remieri\  calling  repeatedly  for  the  author, 
until  M.  JCoquelin  had  to  tell  them  he  had 
left  the  theatre,  though  he  was  actually  in 
hiding  under  the  stage  at  the  time. 

He  is  unwearying  in  attendance  at 
rehearsals,  and  first,  last,  and  always  domin- 
ates the  situation.  Even  Bernhardt  bows 
to  his  authority.  He  listens  willirjgly  to 
suggestions  from  the  actors  (though  these 
are  rarely  made),  but  never  allows  the 
slightest  change  without  his  full  approval. 
Of  his  own  accord,  both  during  rehearsals 
.and  after,  he  makes  many  slight  modifi- 
cations as  he  sees  room  for  improvement, 
.and  is  his  own  severest  critic. 

'*  On  one  point  I  stand  firm,"  he  said  to 
me;  "I  will  have  no  line  or  situation  in 
any  play  of  mine  that  is  not  wholly  my 
own.  If  one  of  my  company  were  to  give 
me  a  splendid  climax,  just  what  I  was 
seeking,  I  would  not  use  it ;  for  if  I  did,  I 
-should  no  longer  be  the  master,  and  that  I 
must  be." 

Not  only  does  he  give  the  actors 
detailed  directions  for  their  roles,  for 
tone  and  gesture  and  facial  expression, 
but  he  actually  docs  the  thing  for  them, 
acts  the  role  out  as  he  wants  it  done,  and 
changes  from  part  to  part  with  astonishing 
ease.  Bernhardt  says  he  is  a  finished 
actor,  and  Rostand  told  me  himself  that 
it  would  delight  him  to  act  on  occasions 
in  his  own  plays  were  not  the  usage 
.against  it. 

"  As  it  is,"  he  said,  *'  I  do  act  them  all 
many  times  over,  and  through  every  role. 


When  I  have  written  a  scene,  I  rehearse  it 
to  myself.  I  swing  my  arms  and  stamp 
about,  declaiming  the  lines  in  different 
ways,  with  cutting  out  and  putting  in, 
until  they  come  right  from  my  lips  to  my 
ear,  until  they  fit  and  feel  comfortable, 
like  a  well-made  coat.  Then  I  \.xy  them 
on  my  wife  or  my  friends." 

**  Have  you  any  idea  how  long  it  took 
you  to  write  '  Cyrano '  }  " 

**  I  gave  only  a  few  months  to  the  actual 
writing,  but  years  to  perfecting  the  con- 
ception. Then  I  wrote  it  skipping  about 
from  act  to  act,  a  bit  here  and  a  bit  there, 
without  any  order  or  system.  Besides 
that,  while  I  was  writing  *  Cyrano,'  I  was 
working  at  intervals  on  other  things.  You 
see,  1  always  have  two  or  three  plays 
ripening  in  my  head  at  the  same  time." 

Rostand  certainly  talks  modestly  enough 
about  what  he  had  done.  No  doubt  he 
knows  his  own  value,  but  he  seems  to 
take  it  as  something  outside  of  himself, 
for  which  he  deserves  no  especial  credit. 
And  one  feels  that  he  has  known  his 
power  all  along.  He  does  not  regard 
*' Cyrano"  as  so  much  better  than  **  La 
Samaritaine "  or  the  **  Princesse  Loin- 
taine."  In  fact,  he  will  tell  you  frankly  of 
merits  that  did  not  get  their  due  in  the 
very  first  piece  he  ever  wrote  for  the  stage. 
'*  I  was  just  out  of  college,"  he  said,  **  and 
one  day  I  showed  M.  Jules  Claretie,  of  the 
Com^die  Fran(^aise,  a  one-act  comedy  I 
had  done.  He  urged  me  to  submit  it 
formally,  and  said  he  was  sure  it  would  be 
accepted.  I  was  delighted,  of  course,  and 
submitted  it ;  but  the  little  play  was 
rejected,  partly,  I  believe,  because  I 
entrusted  the  reading  to  an  actor  instead 
of  doing  it  myself. 

**  Well,  M.  Claretie  stood  by  me,  any- 
how, and  told  me  to  go  ahead  with  a  three- 
act  comedy  and  submit  it  as  soon  as  I 
could.  So  I  wrote  *  Les  Romanesques,' 
and  it  was  accepted  with  special  honour 
at  the  Comedie  Fran^aise ;  and  the  first 
thing  I  knew,  Sarcey  was  proclaiming  me 
*  the  modern  Regnard,'  and  I  found 
myself  booked  to  write  light  comedy  all 
my  life.  But  I  had  no  intention  of  accept- 
ing any  such  narrow  mission.  Comedy  was 
well  enough,  but  I  realised  that  comedy 
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:  was  as  unsatisfactory-  as  tragedy 
:  or  melodrama  alone.  What  I 
ed  to  study  and  depict  was  life, 
wrote  a  iilav  forthH-ith,  '  I.a  Princessc 


which,  1    suppose,  has  a  little   of  ereiy- 
thing  in  it,  hke  the  world  about  us." 

I  asked  M.  Rostand  if  he  had  in  mtad 
any  moral    effect  in  writing   "  Cyrano." 
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then     : 

[     wrote    'Cyrano,- 

,••„■  «.,.!  rhrhtian.\-^\y.K<o  m  liEUiMU.-.  Act  iti 

W'.is   ilien-   an>    lesson    ol    courage     anj 
chivalry  he  had  wished  to  teach  ? 

"  Only  indirectly,"  he  said.  "  I  have 
never  been  attracted  to  purpose-plays  or 
problem -pi  ays.  If  you  build  a  work  on 
some   theme  of  passing  interest — say,  a 
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question  of  marriage  law  or  divorce  pro- 
ci'<lurc— it  is  evident  your  work  loses  its 
reason  for  existence  so  soon  as  this  ques- 
tion is  settled.  Therefore,  I  choose  rather 
themes  made  from  the  old  eternal  motives 
that  guide  our  lives,  for  these  are  neither 
new  nor  old.  but  alwajs  the  same  and 
always  diverting.  The  chief  business  of  a 
playwright,  1  take  it,  is  to  entertain  his 
public.  If  he  does  not  entertain  them,  he 
will  tr}'  in  vain  to  teach  them, 

"  Vet  I  recognise  the  responsibility  of  a 
dramatist,  especially  one  who  wields  great 
power  by  reason  of  success.  Whether  he 
intend  it  or  not,  it  is  certain  that  his  plays 
do  teach  and  influence  many  people  for 
good  or  ill.  I  hope  I  shall  always  keep  to 
the  purpose  that  has  so  far  guided  me,  of 
setting  forth  the  fine  and  worthy  in  lifv 
rather  than  the  despicable,  the  clean  anil 
beautiful  rather  than  the  ugly,  the  noble 
and  inspiring  rather  than  the  pen'erted. 
In  a  broad  sense,  '  Cyrano '  was  intended 
as  a  lesson  :  that  is,  a  stirring  of  sympathy 
for  loyalty  ant!  chivalry  and  courage,  jusl 
as  '1,'Aiglon'  [the  play  on  which  M. 
Rostand  was  at  this  time  engaged]  will. 
1  hope,  bring  a  national  thrill  for  unsullied 
[Mtriotism  and  lovi'  of  country." 


"Do  you  ever  feel  that  your  creations 
are  real,  even  while  you  are  writing 
them  ?  " 

"  Not  to  the  same  extent  as  when  I  see 
them  on  the  stage  ;  hut  many  times  I  have 
felt  most  keenly  the  emotions  of  my 
characters.  I  have  suffered  and  rejoiced 
with  them  to  the  crowding  out  of  actual 
things  in  my  own  life.  1  was  an  impos- 
sible person  to  live  with  while  I  was  doing 
the  pages  of  Cyrano's  death,  there  in 
the  fifth  act,  and  I  don't  know  that  any 
real  happening  ever  stirred  me  so  deeply 
as  the  writing  of  that  second  act  in 
'  I-a  Samaritaine,'  where  Jesus  forgives 
ar.;i  comforts  the  penitent  woman." 

After  this  the  talk  drifted  into  less 
important  channels,  getting  finally  to  bi- 
cycling and  amateur  photography,  in  both 
of  which  Rostand  finds  diversion  from  his 
work.  And  with  so  much  we  may  leave 
him,  my  own  judgment  being,  after  several 
interviews  in  which  hi'  talked  freely,  that 
he  is  a  charming  man,  with  a  delightful 
blending  of  seriousness  and  fun,  quite 
free  from  nonsense  and  conceit,  one  who 
is  absorbed  in  his  work,  and  goes  at  it  in 
the  most  sensible  Kdv  possible  for  a  man 
of  his  temperament. 
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By  MAJOR    MARTIN  A.  S*  HUME* 


THE  young  serving-men  and  maidens 
of  the  second  half  of  the  seven- 
teenth century  were  not  very  far  different 
from  those  of  our  own  day  in  their  love 
for  indulging  in  furtive  high  jinks  when 
their  elders  and  masters  were  safe  out  of 
the  way ;  and  this  venial  failing  on  the 
part  of  two  young  people  in  1 664  indirectly 
resulted  in  a  crime  which  stirred  the 
world  of  London  to  an  extent  out  of 
proportion  to  its  heinousness,  and  set 
all  the  quidnuncs  talking,  from  King 
Charles  at  Whitehall  to  the  'prentices  on 
Cornhill. 

Mr.  Try  on  was  an  aged  merchant  and 
banker,  living  over  his  counting-house  on 
the  west  side  of  Lime  Street ;  the  only 
other  inmates  of  his  house  since  the  death 
of  his  wife  being  his  young  clerk,  William 
Hill,  and  a  serving-maid.  He  was  known 
to  be  very  rich,  for  he  lent  and  invested 
money  largely,  and  his  easy,  gentle  nature 
and  advanced  age  had  given  rise  to  more 
than  one  plan  for  robbing  or  wronging 
him.  But  Lime  Street  was  a  central 
thoroughfare,  within  call  of  the  watch  ; 
Hill,  who  slept  on  the  premises,  was  a 
sturdy  lad,  and  the  old  merchant  had 
hitherto  escaped  depredation.  Once,  in- 
deed, a  year  before,  a  neighbour  of  his,  a 
Colonel  Turner,  a  sort  of  commission  agent 
and  mortgage  broker,  living  just  beyond 
St.  Andrew's  Church  on  the  emt  side  of 
St.  Mary  Axe,  had  come  to  him  with  a 
terrible  tale  of  projected  robbery,  which 
he  had  discovered  and  frustrated,  and  the 
grateful  old  gentleman  had  not  only  paid 
him  handsomely  for  his  services,  but  had 
helped  his  honest  neighbour  to  many  a 
piece  of  lucrative  business  since. 

Old  Tryon  went   to   bed  about  seven 


o'clock  in  the  evening ;  locking  his  doors 
for  the  night  before  he  retired,  and  carry- 
ing his  keys  with  him.  It  is  true  that,  for 
convenience'  sake,  the  clerk,  Hill,  also  had 
a  key  of  the  outer  door,  though  it  was  not 
supposed  to  be  used,  except  in  cases  of 
emergency,  after  the  master  had  retired. 
But  seven  o'clock  was  an  early  hour  for 
lads  and  lasses  to  be  shut  up  for  the  night 
when  their  neighbours  were  dancing  and 
junketing,  or  drinking  and  singing,  some- 
times as  late  as  ten ;  and  many  a  time 
the  clerk  was  out  enjoying  himself  long 
after  the  merchant  was  enclosed  in  the 
drawn  curtains  of  his  great  four-post  bed- 
stead. 

On  Thursday,  Jan.  7,  1 664,  for  instance, 
no  sooner  was  the  coast  clear  than  young 
Hill  and  the  maid  went  off  together  to 
neighbour  Chamberlain's,  the  goldsmith, 
in  Fenchurch  Street,  where  they  and  some 
of  their  friends  held  a  dancing-class.  But 
the  swains  must  need  give  their  partners 
some  refreshment ;  so,  after  the  dancing, 
they  all  adjourned  to  a  tavern  hard  by, 
and  there  fell  to  supper,  and  some,  sad  to 
relate,  to  cards. 

While  they  were  thus  enjoying  them- 
selves, one  of  the  youths,  who  had  been 
escorting  his  flame  to  her  home  in 
Leadenhall  Street,  came  back  gasping 
with  the  news  that  a  great  robbery  of 
gold  and  jewels  had  been  committed  at 
Mr.  Troon's,  in  Lime  Street,  and  that  the 
merchant  himself  had  been  grievously . 
maltreated.  Tryon's  maid  promptly  fainted, 
but  conscience-stricken  Hill  ran  as  hard 
as  his  legs  would  carry  him  to  the  post  he 
had  deserted — for  were  not  all  his  savings, 
too,  forty-seven  golden  guineas,  lying  in 
his  master's  hoard  ? 
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.  He  found  the  i^et  in  an  uproar,  the 
house  full  of  neighbours,  talking,  in- 
quiring, conjecturing.  **  Where  have  you 
been  ? "  asked  a  dozen  of  them  at  once 
as  the  wretched  clerk  appeared.  Then 
Mr.  Hill  was  strangely  inspired  to  invent 
a  lie,  which  cost  the  life  of  a  man.  '*  I 
have  been  supping,"  said  he,  **  at  Colonel 
Turner's." 

The  old  merchant  himself  was  in 
grievous  case,  telling  his  stoiy  again  and 
again  to  his  friends.  He  had  been  sleep- 
ing, wben  suddenly  the  light  of  a  dark 
lantern  flashed  in  his  face,  and  he  found 
a  man  standing  on  each  side  of  his  bed. 

**  Masters,  who  are  you  ? "  he  cried. 
**  I  am  an  ancient  man  and  feeble ;  do 
not  harm  me,"  he  begged,  as  one  man 
took  his  two  hands,  while  the  other  bound 
them  so  tightly  that  the  cord  cut  into  the 
fesh. 

**  No  hair  of  your  head  shall  be  touched 
if  you  will  be  quiet,"  was  the  reply. 

Something  in  the  tone  of  voice  and  a 
glimpse  of  the  figure  of  the  man  who 
spoke  convinced  Tyron  that  he  knew  him. 

"  What !  Neighbour  Christmas  !  You 
here !  "  he  exclaimed  ;  but  before  he  could 
aay  more  he  was  gagged,  so  roughly  that 
one  of  his  teeth  was  dragged  out,  and  at 
the  same  time  his  feet  were  securely  bound. 
Then,  saying  something  about  it  being 
eleven  o'clock  at  night — it  was  really  only 
about  eight — with  a  view,  doubtless,  to 
proving  a  subsequent  alibi,  the  burglars 
quietly  left  their  victim  and  proceeded 
downstairs. 

After  an  hour's  struggling,  Tryon  rolled 
himself  out  of  bed,  gravely  wounding 
himself  thereby  ;  and  dragging  "himself  to 
the  window  overlooking  the  street,  he 
called  "Thieves!"  and  "Murder!"  so 
loudly  that  the  old  man,  with  a  touch  of 
senile  vanity,  ever  after  when  he  told  the 
story,  always  added  that  the  neighbours 
were  surprised  that  he  had  so  much  vigour 
at  his  age. 

The  Dutchman,  Van  den  Anker,  who 
kept  the  Rhenish  wine  shop  a  few  doors 
oify  came  first,  and  seon  aU  Lime  Street 
was  astir.  When  Tryon  was  unbound,  he 
lan  down  first  to  his  counting-house  with- 
out waiting  to  dress.    To  his  dismay  he 


found  his  most  private  receptacles  ran- 
sacked. A  great  hoard  of  jewels  he  held 
in  pledge — five  thousand  pounds'  worth, 
at  least — had  been  taken,  and  over  a 
thousand  guineas  in  gold,  more  than  half 
of  it  in  bags  stamped  with  the  seal  of  the 
Bishop  of  Chichester,  from  whom  it  had 
recently  been  received. 

The  thieves  evidently  knew  the  house 
well :  there  was  no  sign  of  violence  on  the 
doors ;  and  suspicion  at  once  fell  upon 
Hill,  the  clerk,  either  as  principal  or 
accessory.  When  he  said  that  he  had 
supped  with  Colonel  Turner,  one  of  the 
neighbours,  who  had  heard  a  different 
story  from  the  maid,  sent  to  the  Colonel 
to  verify  the  statement.  The  house  in 
St.  Mary  Axe  was  all  dark  when  the 
constable  knocked,  and  the  Colonel  came 
down  half  dressed  from  his  bed,  indignant 
at  being  disturbed  at  so  unseemly  an  hour. 
Surprise  was  added  to  indignation  when 
he  heard  the  reason  for  the  summons,  and 
especially  when  he  was  asked  whether  his 
sons  were  at  home.  He  insisted  upon  the 
constable  going  to  their  bed-chamber  to 
see.  The  eldest,  a  grown  young  man, 
woke  as  the  constable  entered,  but  the 
younger,  a  schoolboy,  slept  on. 

**  Look  at  them  well  that  you  will  know 
them  again,"  said  the  indignant  Colonel ; 
and  then,  huddling  on  some  clothes,  tuck- 
ing his  long  hair  under  his  nightcap,  and 
grasping  his  l.intern,  Colonel  Turner 
followed  the  constable  to  the  scene  of  the 
robbery.  He  was  not  popular  with  his 
neighbours ;  for  he  was  a  j)rofane,  swear- 
ing bully,  living  questionably  on  commis- 
sions and  margins ;  noisy  and  turbulent, 
and  presuming  much  on  his  volunteer 
military  services  to  the  Royalist  cause 
during  the  Civil  War.  But  he  had 
managed  to  ingratiate  himself  with  old 
Tryon,  and  when  he  came  shouting  and 
bustling  into  the  house  the  neighbours 
made  way  for  him,  and  he  succeeded  in 
getting  a  more  connected  account  of  the 
outrage  from  the  victim  than  the  others 
had  done. 

Tryon  thought  that  his  two  ])rincipal 
assailants  were  one  Christmas,  who  lived 
in  Mark  Lane,  and  another  neighbour ; 
and  these  two  men  were  promptly  lodged 
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in  the  Compter  until  they  proved  an  alibi. 
But  now  that  Hill's  story  of  supping  at 
Turner's  had  been  disproved,  all  fingers 
were  pointed  at  the  clerk  as  being  the 
instigator  of  the  robber}\  The  next 
morning  the  whole  City  was  ringing  with 
the  news. 

Samuel  Pepys  wrote  in  his  diary  (Jan.  8) : 
"  Upon  'Change  a  great  talke  there  was  of 
one  Mr.  Tryon,  an  olde  man,  a  merchant 
in  Lyme  Streete,  robbed  last  night  (his 
man  and  mayde  being  gone  out  after  he 
was  abed),  and  gagged,  and  robbed  of 
;^io5o  and  ;^40oo  in  jewels.  ...  It  is 
believed  by  many  circumstances  that  his 
man  is  guilty  of  confederacy,  by  their 
ready  going  to  the  secret  till  in  his  desk, 
wherein  the  key  of  his  cash  chest  lay." 

Amongst  others  who  heard  the  talk  on 
'Change  was  a  grave,  keen-witted  Alder- 
man, Sir  Thomas  Aleyn,  whose  father  had 
many  years  before  been  old  Tryon*s  master. 
After  his  dinner  in  the  early  afternoon  he 
walked  over  to  Lime  Street  to  condole 
with  his  old  friend  upon  his  loss,  and 
learn  the  particulars  at  first  hand.  The 
house  was  still  full  of  sympathisers,  but 
Sir  Thomas  was  an  important  personage, 
and  his  advent  was  hailed  with  a  request 
that  he,  as  a  magistrate,  would  hold  an 
official  examination  of  the  witnesses,  which 
had  not  previously  been  done.  The  Alder- 
man consented  ;  and  under  his  skilful 
questioning  Hill  confessed  that,  though 
he  had  told  an  untruth  when  he  said  he 
had  supped  at  Turner's  on  the  night  of 
the  robbery,  he  had  very  frequently  done 
so  a  year  before.  A  constable  was  sent  to 
bring  Turner  himself  before  the  Alderman. 

With  much  noisy  protest  at  a  soldier 
and  a  gentleman  being  thus  worried  about 
an  affair  which  did  not  concern  him,  the 
ex-Colonel  appeared  and  explained  that  he 
had,  as  usual,  passed  the  previous  day  in 
various  taverns  in  the  Citv,  and  was  in  bed 
by  nine  o'clock. 

There  was  something  in  the  self- 
assertive  vociferousness,  in  the  glib  volu- 
bilitv  of  the  man,  which  aroused  the  sus- 
picion  of  the  experienced  magistrate ;  and 
no  sooner  had  he  dismissed  Turner  from 
the  room  than  Sir  Thomas  told  Tryon 
that  he  was  convinced  that  the  Colonel 


was  the  man  who  had  planned,  if  he  did 
not  execute,  the  robbery. 

The  old  merchant  was  shocked  and 
incredulous.  He  was  convinced  of  the 
Colonel's  honesty,  for  he  had  trusted  him 
often  ;  he  knew  he  was  incapable  of  such 
a  crime,  for  had  he  not  traced  and  frus- 
trated a  similar  attempt  just  a  year  ago  } 

But  the  Alderman  had  his  own  opinion 
about  that  also ;  and  summoning  Colonel 
Turner  into  the  room  again,  he  accused 
him  point-blank  of  complicity  in  the 
robbery. 

The  Colonel's  braggadocio  deserted  him 
for  a  moment,  and  though  he  blurted  out 
a  denial,  his  tone  of  voice  indicated  rather 
fear  than  righteous  indignation. 

Sir  Thomas,  more  convinced  every 
moment,  ordered  Turner's  house  to  be 
searched,  and  refused  to  allo\Y  any  com- 
munication between  the  accused  and  his 
family  before  they  were  examined. 
Nothing  was  found  in  the*  house,  and 
Turner's  wife  and  children  gave  no 
information  of  importance,  but  on  the 
urgent  pressure  of  the  magistrate  and 
other  friends  Tryon  was  with  difficulty 
prevailed  upon  to  charge  him  with  felony, 
and  the  constables  were  ordered  to  carry 
him  to  Newgate. 

This  looked  serious,  and  the  Colonel 
became  loud  in  his  protests.  A  respect- 
able citizen,  a  gentleman  and  soldier  like 
him  !  Send  him  to  a  common  jail ! — not 
even  to  the  Compter ! — and  without  bail 
forsooth  !  It  was  an  unheard-of  outrage. 
But  the  magistrate  was  firm. 

**  At  least,"  begged  Turner,  **  allow  me  a 
moment's  private  conference  with  Trj'on  ; " 
and  this  was  granted,  with  the  result  that 
the  old  merchant  immediately  came  out 
and  announced  his  refusal  to  prosecute. 
•In  vain  the  magistrate  told  him  that 
he  was  certain  Turner  was  the  thieL 
There  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  let  thcr 
triumphant  Colonel  go  home,  upon  two 
substantial  citizens  undertaking  that  he 
should  be  forthcoming  if  required  again. 

Early  the  next  morning  the  Alderman 
received  a  visit  from  another  City  Father^ 
who  brought  him  a  strange  message.  A 
servant-maid  had  heard  some  gossip  from 
another  of  her  class,  and  if  Sir  Thomas 
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would  walk  alone  at  once  outside  Aldgate, 
a  girl  would  accost  him  and  lead  him  to  a 
place  where  he  might  discover  the  thief ; 
but  if  he  delayed,  the  bird  would  be  flown. 

As  soon  as  might  be,  the  magistrate, 
picking  up  a  friend,  one  Colonel  Tasker, 
on  the  way,  went  in  the  direction  ap- 
pointed, and  at  the  comer  of  the  Minories 
found  the  other  Alderman's  maid,  who 
led  the  way  to  the  little  shop  of  a  seam- 
stress, one  Miss  Fr}',  at  the  corner  of 
the  Minories  and  Tower  Hill.  Sir 
Thomas  and  his  friend  entered  sud- 
denly ;  and  on  his  knees  in  the  shop, 
with  his  hands  in  an  open  chest,  was 
Colonel  Turner.  His  hands  were  seized, 
and  it  was  found  that  they  were  grasping 
two  leather  wallets  full  of  gold.  Tasker 
entered  the  kitchen  at  the  back  just  as 
Turner's  eldest  son  John  escaped,  leaped 
over  a  ditch,  and  fled  across  the  open 
ground.  In  the  kitchen  another  wallet  of 
gold  was  found,  the  aggregate  amount 
discovered  being  ;^5oo. 

**  I  was  right ! "  exclaimed  the  magis- 
trate, as  he  seized  the  astonished  Colonel 
Turner.  **  I  knew  you  were  the  rogue 
from  the  first !  What  has  become  of  the 
rest  of  the  property  ?  " 

The  reply  was  an  unwise  one  :  **  Your 
haste  will  spoil  it  all."  But  when  the 
accused  man  had  somewhat  recovered  his 
scattered  senses,  he  began,  as  was  his 
wont,  to  talk  volubly.  The  money  was 
his  own.  His  wife  and  children  had 
removed  it  from  his  house  that  morning. 
Most  of  it  he  had  received  a  fortnight  ago 
from  a  goldsmith.  But  unfortunately  he 
could  not  recollect  the  name  of  the  gold- 
smith, and  in  answer  to  the  question 
where  the  jewels  were,  he  replied,  **  Do 
not  trouble  yourself,  Sir  Thomas,  you  will 
lose  the  jewels  and  the  rest  of  the  money 
by  this  course.  I  am  now  in  pursuit  of 
them.  If  you  will  give  me  leave  to  go  to 
Mr.  Tryon,  all  will  be  well." 

After  much  hesitation,  the  magistrate 
consented  to  their  all  going  with  the  money 
in  a  hackney  coach  to  Lime  Street.  Old 
Tryon  was  delighted  to  clutch  once  more 
some  of , his  cherished  money-bags,  and 
after  a  few  private  words  with  Turner,  the 
latter  announced   that   the   matter   was 


arranged ;  the  money  was  his  and  he  was 
to  keep  it ;  and  he  had  pledged  his  wor<( 
that  Tiyon's  jewels  and  money  should  b% 
restored  by  three  o'clock  that  afternoon. 
But  this  did  not  satisfy  the  Alderman. 
He  would  not  lose  hold  of  the  money 
now,  and  privately  told  Tiyon  that,  what- 
ever promise  he  had  made  to  Turner,  he. 
Sir  Thomas  Al^yn,  a  magistrate,  would  be 
no  party  to  the  compounding  of  a  felony. 
A  pretence  might,  if  necessary,  be  kept 
up  until  the  property  was  recovered,  but, 
whatever  happened,  it  would  be  his  duty 
to  send  Turner  to  Newgate. 

Turner  went  off"  ostensibly  to  recover 
and  return  the  rest  of  the  property ;  but 
by  this  time  his  sureties  had  taken  fright, 
and  at  two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  he 
was  apprehended  at  their  suit  as  he  left 
his  house  in  St.  Mary  Axe.  In  vain  he 
stormed  and  vituperated.  The  scurvy 
knaves,  to  treat  him  thus  1  All  he  could 
do  was  to  persuade  the  constable  to  take 
him  to  the  Hoop  Tavern  instead  of  to 
jail.  Sending  for  Hill  and  others,  he 
prayed  them  to  prevail  upon  Tryon  to  bail 
him,  or  the  Alderman  to  allow  him  to  go 
and  obtain  the  jewels.  Let  even  the 
constable  go  with  him,  he  besought,  as 
far  as  Tower  Hill  or  Whitechapel.  But 
those  places  were  outside  the  City,  and 
there  the  constable  would  have  no  power 
to  detain  him.  So  all  his  prayers  were 
in  vain.  At  length,  as  an  irreducible 
minimum,  he  was  allowed  to  send  for  his 
wife  and  give  her  some  secret  instruc- 
tions, with  which  she  went  off".  It  was 
night  now,  and  during  the  hours  that 
Turner  had  remained  in  the  tavern,  he 
had  been  the  centre  of  a  crowd  of  in- 
quirers and  eager  listeners.  The  loquacity 
and  vanity  of  the  man  were  boundless. 
He  talked  —  talked  incessantly,  and 
exhibited  a  familiarity  with  the  in- 
tentions and  thoughts  of  the  burglars 
which  condemned  him  in  the  eyes  of  the 
least  suspicious.  At  length,  after  hours 
of  waiting,  at  eleven  at  night,  Mrs.  Turner 
came  with  two  big  bags  in  her  apron. 
Out  upon  old  Tryon's  counter  were  turned 
the  glittering  heaps  of  jewels  before  their 
eager  master,  who  clutched  and  caressed 
them.  Turner  the  meanwhile  swaggering 
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up  and  down  and  talking  of  his  cleverness. 
Only  a  fine  carcanet  of  rubies  was  missing, 
which  Mrs.  Turner  said  the  man  told  her 
had  fallen  behind  a  chest,  and  should  be 
restored.  Turner  took  the  delighted  old 
merchant  aside  and  told  him  he  had 
pledged  his  soul  to  the  robber  that  there 
should  be  no  pursuit ;  he,  Trj'on,  must 
now  fulfil  his  promise  to  put  an  end  to  all 
prosecution.  "  But  where,"  asked  Aleyn, 
**is  the  rest  of  the  money?"  Turner  offered 
to  give  bills  for  six  months  for  the  missing 
£boo ;  and  Tryon  would  doubtless  have 
been  willing  to  consent.  But  when  the 
magistrate  saw  that  no  more  plunder  was 
likely  to  be  recovered,  he  put  his  foot 
down.  What  Tryon  or  Turner  had  pro- 
raised  he  neither  knew  nor  cared ;  both  the 
Colonel  and  his  wife  were  found  with  the 
stolen  property  in  their  hands,  and  to 
Newgate  they  must  go. 

**  How  say  you,  Master  Alderman  ? 
Then  I  had  better  have  kept  the  jewels  !  " 
cried  Turner.  But  he  might  storm  and 
swear,  as  one  of  the  witnesses  said,  until 
the  bystanders  feared  that  the  de\dl  him- 
self would  come  and  carry  him  away.  To 
Newgate  he  had  to  go  ;  though  he  begged 
hard  for  bail,  to  be  allowed  to  go  home,  if 
only  for  an  hour,  or  to  be  taken  to  the 
Compter;  and  breathing  vengeance  against 
pursy  cits,  who  thus  treated  officers  and 
gentlemen,  he  and  his  wife  were  hurried 
to  the  common  jail.  The  next  day  Pepys 
wrote  in  his  diary  :  **  All  our  discourse  to- 
night was  Mr.  Tryon*s  late  being  robbed, 
and  that  Colonell  Turner  (a  mad,  swearing, 
confident  fellow,  well  known  bv  all  and 
by  me),  one  much  indebted  to  this  man 
for  his  very  livelihood,  was  the  man  either 
that  did  or  plotted  it ;  and  the  money 
and  things  found  in  his  hands.  He  and 
his  wife  are  now  in  Newgate ;  of  which 
we  are  all  glad,  so  very  a  known  rogue 
was  he." 

Turner,  his  eldest  son  Jobn,  and  a  bad 
character  named  William  TwTier,  appar- 
ently no  relation,  though  he -was  seen  in 
his  company  shortly  before  the  burglary, 
were  arraigned  at  the  Old  Bailey  Sessions 
on  Jan.  1 5  for  felony  and  burglary ;  while 
Mrs.  Turner  and  the  boy  Eli  were  accused 
as  accessories.    Turner,  as  usual,  talked 


incessantly,  and  had  to  be  constantly 
rebuked  by  the  Chief  Justices  Hyde  and 
Bridgman.  He  had  eodless  concessions 
and  favours  to  ask,  wished  to  arrange  and 
control  the  whole  proceedings,  bullied  the 
witnesses,  interrupted  counsel,  boasted  of 
his  cleverness,  and,  above  all,  in  season 
and  out  of  season,  protested  that  his  wife 
and  sons  were  absolutely  innocent,  as  the 
younger  son  unquestionably  was.  That 
the  evidence  against  him  was  very  black 
seemed  to  make  no  difference  in  his  con- 
fidence in  his  own  advocacy,  although 
every  word  he  said  made  matters  worse 
for  him.  The  clerk.  Hill,  testified  that  a 
year  before  he  had  suggested  that  a  forged 
will  of  old  Tryon*s  might  be  drawn  up. 

"  Go,  go,  go ! "  vociferated  Turner. 
**  This  is  malice,  for  it  was  mere  jesting." 

It  was  proved  that  Mrs.  Turner  had 
gone  before  dawn  on  Saturday  morning  to 
the  seamstress.  Miss  Fry,  in  the  Minories, 
and  had  asked  her  to  allow  her  and  her 
son  to  lodge  some  money  there  secretly, 
the  property  of  a  bankrupt  who  wished  to 
provide  for  his  poor  wife  and  eight  children. 
The  seamstress  consented,  but  with  trepi- 
dation, and  told  others  of  her  fears.  The 
money  was  in  five  wallets,  but  two  had 
been  conveyed  away  by  John  a  few  hours 
after  it  had  been  brought.  The  other 
three  would  have  disappeared  if  Sir  Thomas 
Aleyn  had  been  ten  minutes  later. 

At  last  the  prosecution  was  closed,  and 
Colonel  Turner's  great  chance  came.  He 
made  the  most  of  it,  and  talked  for  hours 
on  end.  He  told  an  endless  rambling 
stor}'  of  his  having  met  a  man  in  White- 
chapel,  who  had  planned  the  previous 
robbery,  and  of  his  having  seized  the  thief 
and  intimidated  him  and  his  companion  into 
surrendering  most  of  the  money  on  Turner's 
promise  not  to  betray  them,  a  pledge 
which  Tryon  had  confirmed  to  him.  The 
money  found  at  the  IVIinories,  he  alleged, 
was  taken  there  to  bribe  the  robbers  to 
deliver  the  jewels,  with  Trj'on's  consent, 
and  John,  the  eldest  son,  had  already 
handed  two  wallets  to  the  thief  at  Tower 
Ditch,  when  Sir  Thomas  Aleyn  came  and 
spoilt  the  arrangement.  The  whole 
business  had  been  ruined  by  Aleyn's 
mterfereiice^,  he  protested ;  and  much  more 
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to  the  same  effect.  The  jury  unanimously 
found  him  guilty,  and  acquitted  all  the 
other  prisoners;  and  then,  before  sentence 
was  pronounced  the  next  day,  he  made  a 
clean  breast  of  it. 

The  matter  had  long  been  planned,  he 
being  the  principal  and  William  Turner, 
with  two  other  men,  his  assistants.  He 
still  insisted  that  the  other  man,  White, 
had  held  the  jewels,  and  that  his  wife  had 
received  them  from  him ;  but  this  probably 
was  not  true,  because  when  the  prisoner 
was  urged  to  make  full  restitution,  he 
managed  to  find  the  carcanet  of  rubies, 
and  the  sheriff  asserted  that  just  before 
the  trial  a  considerable  sum  of  money  had 
been  spirited  out  of  his  house.  • 

On  the  2 1  St  of  Januar}%  1664,  a  gallows 
was  erected  in  Leadenhall  Street  at  the 
comer  of  Lime  Street.  The  circumstances 
of  the  crime  had  caused  a  sensation,  and 
the  execution  was  made  a  fashionable 
show.  Turner  himself  was  confident  to 
the  verge  of  impudence.  He  evidently 
expected  a  reprieve,  and  determined  to 
talk  until  it  came.  For  hours  he  rambled 
on — ^religious  exhortation,  complaint  and 
recrimination,  personal  reminiscence  and 
complaisant  self-laudation  succeeded  each 
other.  He  angrily  protested  against  inter- 
ruption in  the  thread  of  his  discourse,  and 
wearied  to  the  utmost  those  around  him. 
At  last  Sir  Richard  Ford,  the  sheriff,  told 
him  that  if  he  was  talking  against  time  in 
the  hope  of  a  reprieve  he  was  deceiving 
himself,  as  none  would  come,  and  Colonel 
Turner  had  to  bend  to  the  inevitable. 

True  to  his  character  to  the  last,  he 
abused  the  hangman  as  a  fool  who  did  not 
know  his  business,  and  instructed  him  as 
to  the  proper  placing  of  the  knot.  As  he 
was  about  to  pull  down  the  cap  which  was 
to  hide  his  last  view  of  the  world,  he  espied 
a  I^dy  gazing  at  him  with  unusual  interest 
from  a  neighbouring  window,  and  to  her 


he  kissed  his  hand  gallantly  and  cried, 
"  Your  servant.  Madam  "  ;  and  then  gave 
exact  directions  to  the  executioner  as  to 
the  manner  in  which  he  wished  to  be 
hanged. 

The  number  of  people  at  the  execution 
was  unprecedented.  Lords  and  ladies  by 
the  dozen  had  visited  him  in  prison,  and 
now  the  Court  and  the  country  sent  their 
thousands  flocking  into  London  to  see  the 
show.  We  get  an  echo  of  the  excitement 
from  Mr.  Pepys,  who  wrote  on  the  same 
day  :  "  Sent  my  wife  to  my  Aunt  Wright's 
to  get  a  place  to  see  Turner  hanged. ...  At 
noon,  on  my  way  to  'Change,  I  saw  the 
people  flocking  into  the  City.  I  enquired, 
and  found  that  Turner  was  not  yet 
hanged.  And  so  I  went  amongst  them  to 
Leadenhall  Street,  end  of  Lyme  Street, 
near  where  the  robbery  was  done,  and  to 
St.  Mary  Axe,  where  he  lived.  There  I 
got  for  a  shilling  to  stand  upon  the  wheel 
of  a  cart,  in  great  pain,  above  an  houre 
before  the  execution  was  done,  he  delay- 
ing the  time  by  long  discourse  and  prayer, 
one  after  the  other,  in  hope  of  a  reprieve  ; 
but  none  came,  and  at  last  they  flung  him 
off  the  ladder  in  his  cloake.  A  comely 
looking  man  he  was,  and  kept  his  counte- 
nance to  the  end.  I  was  sorry  to  see  him. 
At  least  12,000  or  14,000  people  there.  So 
I  home,  all  of  a  sweat,  and  dined  by 
myself." 

Sir  Richard  Ford  echoed  the  general 
verdict  and  probable  truth  when  he  told 
Pepys  that  Turner's  main  object  was  not 
to  keep  the  plunder,  but  to  gain  Tryon's 
goodwill  by  restoring  it.  In  any  case,  it  is 
almost  certain  that  if  he  had  held  his 
tongue  and  kept  the  property  hidden  in 
his  own  house,  no  sufficient  proof  would 
have  been  found  against  him.  Like  many 
a  better  man,  Colonel  James  Turner  fell  a 
victim  to  his  own  vanity,  loquacity,  and 
fancied  cleverness. 
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AN  EAST- END  TREASURE-HOUSE. 

By    HELEN    C    GORDON. 


IN  the  latter-day  annals,  as  yet  unedited, 
of  that  poor  and  populous  parish 
known  long  ago  as  Bednall  Green,  June  24, 
T872,  may  well  be  recorded  as  the  date  of  a 
^ala  occasion  when  the  dwellers  in  its 
precincts  kept  high  holiday.  Furniture- 
polishers  and  silk-weavers,  with  such  usual 
accessories  as  flags  and  red  bunting,  held 
a  large  open-air  reception  **to  meet  the 
Prince  and  Princess  of  Wales"  ;  and,  thanks 
to  the  generosity  of  Sir  Richard  Wallace, 
the  West-End,  in  its  smartest  attire,  came 
down  to  witness  the  opening  of  an  East- 
End  Exhibition.  This  loan  and  subse- 
quent bequest  of  beautiful  art  treasures 
was  arranged  in  a  building  of  which  the 
chief  portion  was  no  other  than  the  old 
iron  museum  at  South  Kensington,  scorn- 
fully christened  the  **  Brompton  Boilers" 
and  the  **  Chamber  of  Horrors  "  ;  but  in 
a  less  simple  and  unsightly  form  this  same 
chamber  was  destined  to  become  the 
repository  of  many  another  rare  and 
curious  collection,  either  lent  or  bequeathed 
to  the  nation. 

The  Central  Court  is  paved  with  black- 
and  -  white  marble  tiles,  ornamentally 
arranged,  and  prepared  in  blocks  by 
female  convicts  at  Woking,  under  the 
clever  superintendence  of  the  notorious 
Constance  Kent.  Report  says  that  this 
novel  departure  in  the  application  of 
labour  for  women  proved  eminently  suc- 
cessful, with  a  notable  exception  in  the 
case  of  Madame  Rachel,  a  hopelessly  bad 
pupil,  who  failed  as  signally  in  her  efforts 
to  embellish  a  floor  as  she  had  to  beautify 
her  numerous  and  credulous  customers 
with  her  famous  cosmetics  and  pomades. 

From  Pentonville  Jail  is  supplied  a 
further  exhibition  of  convict  skill  in  the 
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wax  models  made  by  a  doctor,  which 
represent  the  daily  fare  of  those  whose 
misdeeds  have  brought  them  within  reach 
of  the  all-powerful  arm  of  the  law.  The 
rations  vary  slightly  with  each  day  of  the 
week,  and  their  amount  according  to 
**hard"  and  *Might"  labour  sentences; 
consequently,  Sunday,  when  no  work  is 
done,  may  be  regarded  rather  as  a  fast 
than  a  feast,  and  four  ounces  of  cheese 
substituted  for  a  proportionate  allowance 
of  meat.  **  One  half  of  the  world  hardly 
knows  how  the  other  half  lives,"  and 
Wednesday's  menu  may  be  given  as  a  fair 
example  of  how  much  food  suffices  to  keep 
alive  and  in  good  health  the  individual 
members  of  that  section  of  the  community 
which  must  be  forcibly  controlled  for  the 
benefit  of  the  rest — 

Breakfast. 
Gruel,  I  pint  Bread,  8  oz. 

Dinner. 
Potatoes,  I  lb.  Mutton,  4  oz. 

Bread,  6  oz.  Salt 

Supper. 
Cocoa,  f  of  a  pint      Bread,  6  oz. 

Many  a  warm  discussion  has  been  known 
to  take  place  as  to  the  absolute  accuracy 
of  these  models — their  size  and  quantity — 
by  those  who  evidently  are  in  the  know, 
and  have  at  some  time  lived  at  her 
Majesty's  expense.  With  the  exception 
of  a  wooden  spoon,  the  utensils  are  all  of 
tin  ware,  and  the  knife,  though  sharp 
enough  to  cut,  or  rather  hack,  the  food  in , 
pieces,  is  yet  not  sufficiently  so  to  stab  a 
warder. 

There  was  a  time  when  criminal 
humanity  yielded  even  its  very  skin  for 
practical  purposes;  and  very  excellent 
and  serviceable  it  is,  being,  when  dressed. 
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similar  to  pigskin.  The  small  s]>i;cimcn, 
JTiiludcd  with  various  leathers  used  in 
shoc-makintt  has  proved  to  be  one  of 
till-  most  attractive  exhibits  in  the  Museum ; 
liut  i>coplc  of  less  morbid  taste  will 
s|>ei.'di]y  turn  to  the  boots  and  slioes  them- 
stlvi's,  a  line  collection  including  the  foot- 
Riar  of  all  ages  and  comuri<rs. 

It  is  somewhat  difficult  to  realise  at  the 
close  iif  a  wonderful  ccntun'  that  the 
duellers  on  the  wild  cuust  of  Donegal  arc 


found  in  an  ancient  tomb  at  Akhmim,  near 
Panopolis,  which  arc  padded  with  paj>yrus, 
and  their  up])er  surface  ornate  with  gild- 
ing. The  fastening,  a  leather  thong 
arranged  to  pass  between  the  toes,  is 
more  suggestive  of  comfort  than  the 
large  metal  stud  and  rose  afHxed  for 
the  same  purpose  to  a  pair  of  ivory 
sandiib  most  beautifully  carved  and 
incisetl,  originally  worn  L>y  a  Brahmin. 
The     footgear     from     the     East     is     all 


still  so  uncivilised  that  they  wear  "  pain- 
pooties"  of  cowhide  roughly  cured  by  the 
lirinc  of  sea-water,  and  identical  with  the 
font -covering  cif  the  ancient  Britons. 
These  primitive  shoes  are  ([uile  ecliiisetl 
by  the  soft  leather  and  flannel  moccasins 
€)f  the  North  American  Indian,  ornami-nied 
at  the  top  with  beads  and  iianils  of  silk 
rihlion  :  or  by  a  pair  of  African  sandals, 
with  leather  soles  and  a  twisted  leather 
tilling  to  meet  over  the  instep,  finished 
«ilh  a  large  button.  Seventeen  hundred 
years  old  are  a  pair  of  Egyptian  sandals 
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since  the  length  of  the  poulaine  depended 
upon  the  rank  of  its  wearer,  varying  from 
one  foot  in  the  shoes  worn  by  an  artisan 
to  two  and  a  half  in  those  proudly  donned 
by  a  prince  of  the  blood.  The  extreme 
point  was  sometimes  adorned  with  a 
small  bell,  and  for  convenience  in  walk- 
ing, was  attached  to  the  knee  by  chains  and 
;  gold  and  silver  or  silken  cords.  Denuncia- 
tions were  hurled  plentifully  by  pulpit 
orators  at  the  devoted  heads  of  those 
who  patronised  this  ridiculous  footgear, 
the  clerg}^  with  one  voice  declaring  that 
it  was  **  an  attempt  to  belie  the  Scriptures, 
where  it  is  affirmed  that  no  man  can  add 
a  cubit  to  his  stature.**  The  Venetian 
ladies  of  the  sixteenth  century  contrived 
to  add  eighteen  inches  to  theirs  by  means 
of  wooden  blocks  covered  with  leather 
either*  white,  coloured,  or  gilt ,  and  the 
nobler  the  woman,  the  higher  her  chop- 
pines,  as  English  wearers  christened 
them  when  they  came  into  vogue  here. 
These  dames  of  high  degree  had  naturally 
to  be  assisted  in  their  movements,  and 
those  of  a  later  generation  must  have  been 
equally  hampered  by  their  narrow  heels, 
which  were  often  eight  and  a  quarter 
inches  in  height.     Truly 

New  fashions. 
Though  they  be  never  so  ridiculous, 
Nay,  let  them  be  unmanly,  yet  arc  followed — 

for  men  also  trotted  along  on  the  tips  of 
their  toes  ,  and  even  in  recent  years,  the 
spotless  patent  leathers  of  an  ancient 
beau,  well  known  for  the  eccentricity  of  his 
appearance,  his  dyed  hair  and  enamelled 
face,  could  boast  a  pair  of  heels  four  inches 
high. 

A  huge  pair  of  boots,  made  for  a  Russian 
giantess,  whose  foot  was  considerably  more 
than  a  foot,  since  it  measured  fifteen 
inches,  afford  a  striking  contrast  to  the 
shoe  of  the  Marchioness  Tseng.  That 
Chinese  women  might  adopt  as  a  motto, 
"  To  be  beautiful  is  to  suffer."  is  testified 
by  a  model  of  a  poor  little  stump  with  the 
toes  tucked  away  under  the  sole.  Of  more 
normal  proportions  is  a  relic  of  Chartism — 
the  slipper  which  was  exhibited  in  a 
public-house  in  London  to  collect  funds  for 
a  closer  named  Fay,  who  was  implicated 
in  the  riots  of  1848.   Stageland  contributes 


a  pair  of  slippers  worn  by  Florencr. 
St.  John ,  the  dark  blue  velvet  footgeai 
of  sixteenth  -  century  pattern,  probably- 
made  for  an  actor  in  a  Shaksperean 
play;  the  shoe-buckles  of  Edmund  Kean, 
and  ballet-shoes,  the  material  of  which 
projects  in  approved  style  beyond  the  sole. 
Several  cases  are  filled  with  dainty 
models  in  silver  filigree,  tortoiseshell,  and 
porcelain,  and  a  tiny  wooden  boot  has 
also  served  the  purpose  of  a  snuff-box 
Of  greater  value  are  many  other  receptacles 
which  once  contained  the  fragrant 
powdered  herb ,  and  not  least  curious 
among  them  is  one  fashioned  in  the  form 
of  a  ram*s  head  playing  pipes,  set  in  gold 
with  diamond  eyes  and  jewelled  with 
rubies.  Another,  in  porcelain,  simulates  a 
boar's  head,  with  a  hunting  scene  depicted 
on  the  lid,  in  which  the  animal  figures 
conspicuously  and  uncomfortably ;  and  a 
third  variety  represents  a  scallop-shell 
with  an  appropriate  painting  of  a  pilgrim 
bidding  farewell  to  his  ladye  prior  to  his 
departure  to  Compostella,  where — 

The  poor  with  scrip,  the  rich  with  purse. 
They  took  their  chance  for  better  for  worse 

From  many  a  foreign  land  ; 
With  the  scallop-shell  m  the  hat  for  badge 

And  a  pilgrim's  staff  in  hand. 

Three  hemiits,  one  of  whom  is  journeying 
in  similar  fashion  to  some  sacred  shrine, 
form  the  subject  chosen  to  ornament  a 
beaker  and  cover,  probably  Meissen,  in 
the  collection  of  porcelain  lent  by  the  late 
Sir  WoUaston  Franks  The  goal  of  his 
pilgrimage  is  probably  the  tomb  of  St. 
Thomas  of  Villanova,  for  this  sainted 
prelate  is  depicted  floating  on  clouds,  sup- 
ported by  angels  on  a  silver-gilt  medallion 
inserted  in  the  cup,  the  reverse  of  which 
may  be  seen  by  means  of  a  lens  fitted 
into  a  corresponding  aperture  on  the 
opposite  side 

Labelled  Dresden,  but  in  reality  of 
French  manufacture,  is  a  group  which 
might  well  be  christened  **  Molly  and  I 
and  the  Baby,**  and  especially  noticeable 
is  the  wonderful  copy  in  porcelain  of  the 
dainty  lace  cap  and  flounces  of  the  young 
mother,  and  the  baby's  net  coverlet.  This 
effect  is  obtained  by  dipping  the  actust 
fabrics  to  be  reproduced   into  a    liqu3^ 
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preparation  technically  known  as  "slam," 
and  in  the  process  of  firing,  the  threails 
arc  entirely  burnt  away. 

Vcr)'  curious  and  original  is  the  leathei/ 
case  simulpting  a  pile  of  books  entitlo^ 
"  Kail  des  Fcrmes,"  tomes  i. — vm.,  which 
contains  a  pair  of  u'hite  cylindrical  pois 
moulded  in  the  form  of  a  boar's  body,  the 
covers  takingtlicKhape  of  the  animal's  head. 

Among  Oriental  ware  are  some  specimens 
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but  after  the  Treaty  of  Amiens  in  1 801,  an 
offer  was  made  to  restore  the  intercepted 
^ift,  which  was,  however,  refused  by  the 
French  (iovemment. 

Twelve  years  later  a  medal  was  struck 
to  commemorate  the  overthrow  of  Hona- 
parte  and  the  general  peace  of  )'"uroiH;, 
which  is  of  especial  local  interest,  since  it 
bears  the  inscription :  "  Bethnal  (Jreen 
Vi.lunleer   Infantry-.  I.t.-Col.  Carrick."     A 


of  egg-shell  porcelain,  which  mav 
literally  be  said  to  be  worth  their  weight 
in  gold  ,  and  a  bowl  from  the  Sumnu-r 
Palace  of  Peking,  that  Wisailles  of  ihe 
F^ast,  the  nithlcss  destruction  of  Hhicli, 
bv  order;*  the  English  Envoy  in  relaii- 
aiion  for  rfie  murder  of  certain  prisoners, 
must  ever  be  deeply  deploreti. 

1\  model  of  a  Chinese  villa  formed  a 
portion  of  the  present  sent  to  Josephine 
by  the  Emperor  of  the  "  Middle  Country." 
It  was  captured  by  a  British  man-of-war. 


like  souvenir  of  the  defeat  of  the  Spanish 
Armaiia  Hears  stamped  upon  it  a  wontkr- 
ful  Noah's  Ark  propelled  by  steam  f!,', 
judging  by  the  wreaths  of  smoke  ascend- 
ing from  it  ,  and  on  the  obverse  yueeii 
Hess  herself,  in  all  Ihe  glories  of  ruff  and 
farthingale.  To  her  sister  Queen  and  rival, 
Marie  Stuart,  belonged  the  beautiful  French 
watch,  the  case  of  which  is  ornamented 
with  an  enamelled  painting  of  the  ador- 
ation of  the  .Magi.  It  was  presented  by 
her  to  her  half-brother,  the  Earl  of  Mar, 
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antl    stil'.    has   attachcil  to    it   a   piece  of 
fadud  yellow  satin  ribbon  from  her  gown. 

Another  liaplcss  royal  lady,  Marie 
Antoint'tlc  of  France,  probably  o«ned 
the  beautiful  dressing  -  table  of  inlaid 
wood  aUribiiled  to  kirsener,  a  celebrated 


From  Japan  comes  a  wonderful  hawser 
made  of  human  hair,  seven  hundred  feet 
long  and  weighing  five  hundred  weight. 
For  its  manufacture  the  women  of  an 
entire  province  were  shorn  of  their  locks 
in  obedience  to  a.  mandate  issui'd  bv  the 


I  in  .«5q.     .VI 

lart   with  iheir 

:,!,'  glory,"  ftir  during  the  five  years 

iiinii)li-te  this  work,  the  spiritual 

llmpiTor  iiad  lu'cu  superseded  in  p>ower 

by  the  Mikiido.  who  had  decided  to  utilise 

insli-ad  a  Mpi'  of  steel.     A  wooden  figure 

of    a   <liseiple   of  llnddha,    possessed    of 
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abnonnally  long  eyebrows,  and  a  curious 
old  bell,  are  also  Japanese  ;  the  latter  one 
of  many  in  a  special  collection  bequeathed 
to  the  Museum.  A  pear-shaped  crotal 
from  Parsonstown,  Ireland,  is  an  object 
of  curiosity  to  the  younger  generation, 
though  our  grandfathers  may  possiblv 
remember  these  brass  spherical  rattles, 
tthich  were  always  attached  to  bridles  in 
the  days  of  patk-horees  and  saddles.  From 
temple  is  a  be!l  provided  with 


hact  to  the  end  of  the  seventeenth  century, 
uhen  ringing  as  an  iniimation  that  dinner 
was  sened  was  rapidly  superseding  ilie 
more  ancient  practice  of  the  cook  loudly 
knocking  on  the  lilehen  iltesser  with  a 
rolling-pin. 

About  the  same  period  were  constructed 
some  curious  clocks  of  French  and  German 
manufacture.  One  of  these  is  of  ormolu 
in  the  form  of  a  bird-cage,  the  feathered 
occupant  of  which  pipes  a  tune  when  the 


a  bron/i-  clapper,  to  which  is  fastu-nwl  a 
leaf- shaped  gilt  pendant,  to  be  swayed 
backH'ards  and  forwards  by  e\ery  breath 
that  blows.  More  familiar  to  most  is 
a  fine  specimen  of  the  "sacring"  liella 
formeriy  suspended  in  the  bell- cots  outside 
our  own  churches,  and  rung  at  the  eleva- 
tion of  the  host  when  the  priest  came  to 
the  words.  "  Sanclus,  sanclus,  sanclus, 
Domtnus  Peus  sabaoth."  so  that  perstms 
who  were  unabli:  to  attend  might  bow 
down  and  worship.     The  liandbells  daif 


UNKTTK. 


hand  im  the  dial  underneath  tlie  Ijoitom 
of  the  cage  points  to  the  hour.  Minutes 
were  evidently  not  of  as  much  consctjuence 
then  as  now,  and  of  two  "  band  "  clocks, 
only  one  is  furnished  with  a  second 
circular  revolving  belt  on  which  are 
figurt'd  these  lesser  intervals  of  time ;  but 
the  ia|isc  of  every  sixty  is  duly  hailed  in 
one  by  a  musical-box  concealed  in  the 
base  of  the  granite  pedestal.  A  brass  dog 
on  a  small  table-clock  rolls  his  eyes  with 
woudLTful    precision    to   the    lick   of   the 
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pendulum,  and  gives  out  clanging  sepul-  behind  it,  and  the  light  thus  artificially 

chral  barks  to  mark  the  passing  hours ;  obtained    throws     into    high    relief    the 

and  extremely  ingenious  is  a  silver  crucifix  figures  of  several  terrified  women,  who  are 

with  figures  of  St.  Mary  and  St.  John  at  dressed  in  d^collet^  high-waisted  gowns 
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the  foot,  and  between  tlicm  a  small 
aperture,  in  which  the  numerals  appear 
in  rotation,  tlie  mechanism  being  regulated 
from  beneath  the  pelican  and  croun  of 
thorns  at  the  top. 

The  walls  arc  hung  with  pictures  mostly" 
of  the  modern  scjiool,  and  a  copy  by 
Oldfield  on  glass  of  Martin's  "  Fall  of 
Nineveh  "  cannot  fail  to  attract  attention. 
A  window  has  been  inserted  into  the  wall 


which  would  somewhat  have  -  surpnsed 
the  inhabitants  of  that  great  Assyriao 
city ! 

.^nd  so  on  ad  infinilum  might  be  con- 
tinued the  list  of  all  the  curious  treasures 
to  be  seen  nithin'this  building,  well  worth 
a  journey  to  the  crowded  suburb  which 
has  so  sadly  fallen  from  its  high  estate  since 
the  days  when  Pepys  and  many  another  fine 
gentleman  "took  eoach  to  Bcdnall  Green." 


t.SA^ia  i-ALStlNU 
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MY    LITTLE    COURTHOUSE    AMONG 

THE    TAMARINDS. 

By  LEWIS  TORREL 


THE  trees,  tall  and  queenly  and 
gracious,  are  set  in  frames  of 
sunset  gold.  Saffron  glories  of  sunset 
stream  past  the  dark  buttresses,  the 
gnarled  tree-trunks,  and  flow  in  broad 
level  torrents  across  the  road  that  leads 
to  my  little  courthouse  among  the 
tamarinds. 

"  It  is  very  beautiful,"  is  the  thought  of 
•even  the  squalid  outcasts  to  whom  crime 
is  work  and  work  is  a  crime. 

"Our  clothes  are  tinted  saffron.  We 
are  become  priests  of  Buddha,"  says  one, 
and  he  laughs  cynically. 

An  old  Mohammedan,  somewhat  shame- 
facedy  recollecting  a  neglected  duty,  rises 
and  goes  to  a  little  distance  to  make  his 
prostrations  towards  Mecca.  His  sup- 
plications go  out  to  the  sunset.  The  sun 
is  ablaze  high  over  the  sands  of  Arabia. 

"  Is  he  worshipping  the  sun  ?  "  a  Bur- 
mese woman  asks. 

"  Well  he  might,"  the  old  man  replies. 
"  Well  he  might,  this  evening.  The  light 
comes  down  like  a  spring  flood  in  the 
Irrawaddy." 

"  It  suits  our  complexion,"  laughed  a 
second  damsel. 

Then  a  priest  said  dreamily — 

**  It  is  like  alchemy — it  turns  everything 
into  gold." 

**  Does  your  Reverence  really  think 
there  is  gold  in  it  ?  "  a  boy  asked  eagerly, 
but  with  respect. 

*•  Gold  in  the  sun  ?  Possibly.  liut  gold 
in  that  yellow  light  yonder.^  Who  can 
say  ?  It  is  not  told  us  in  the  Books  ?  But 
the  Books  tell  us  not  to  be  covetous,  my 
lad.*' 

llie  lad  who  had  been  rebuked  turned 
abashed  in  the  direction  of  the  courthouse. 
His  Honour  the  Magistrate  is  very 


*t 


quiet,"  he  observed ;  and  all  eyes  were 
turned  towards  the  building,  towards  my 
little  courthouse. 

My  courthouse  is  ouilt  of  wood — of 
timber  that  is  new  and  bright  and  juicy  when 
newly  sawn,  when  the  aromatic  wisps  and 
curls  fall  to  the  shrill  music  of  the  plane  ; 
but  now  it  is  timber  that  has  mellowed 
with  years  and  grown  richer  with  each 
passing  generation  :  old  house-timber,  like 
a  violin,  absorbing  poetr}'  and  melody  by 
long  communion  with  humanity,  garnering 
all  sounds  and  memories  and  colours  that 
are  good,  and  ripening  them  in  its  bosom 
to  a  deep-toned  music. 

Listen ! 

A  man  kicks  his  heavy  boot  against  a 
post.  Chunk — chunk,  the  mellow  timber 
twangs  like  a  hari)-string,  and  the  low 
eaves  gather  the  vibrations  and  subdue 
them  to  a  soft  echoing  harmony. 

It  is  beautiful  to  look  at,  my  little  court- 
house among  the  tamarinds — my  little  old 
courthouse,  wrth  its  lich  crimson  veins 
streaking  its  sullen  umbers,  and  the  old 
dark  roof,  where  Kcho  lives  unseen. 

And  now  the  saffron  glories  of  sunset 
envelop  it.  Ah  !  it  is  a  cunning  thief, 
that  little  courthouse  among  the 
tamarinds  :  it  knows  what  is  worth  steal- 
ing, and  it  will  filch  its  dainty  tribute  from 
the  golden  splendour,  so  that  its  crimson 
shall  be  mellower  and  its  sullen  umbers 
shall  be  happier,  rejoicing*  in  their  own 
rich  dark  beauty.  Meanwhile,  alas !  the 
day  passes,  and  his  Honour  must  to  work. 

A  table  laden  with  papers ;  a  bench 
clerk,  who  holds  in  one  hand  a  liglited 
taper,  and  in  the  other  a  file  of  judicial 
cases  ;  the  last  case  for  the  dav  lies  before 
me,  judgment  awaiting  signature. 

**  Call  the  accused." 
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The  prisoner  is  led  in  :  a  handsome 
stripling,  defiant  and  sulky. 

"  Prisoner,  you  are  found  guilty  of  theft. 
Fifteen  lashes.     Take  him  away." 

He  is  led  away.  A  few  warrants  are 
brought  for  signature.  The  Ic^g  day's 
work  is  over,  and  I  follow  the  prisoner 
out  into  the  courtyard. 

There  is  a  disturbance.  Six  warders, 
tall,  dark,  sinewy  men  from  the  North- 
West,  are  standing  alert,  to  attention. 
The  head  warder  is  remonstrating  with  a 
shrivelled,  wrinkled  old  woman.  He 
appeals  to  me. 

**  Sir,  the  old  Burma  woman  wishes  to 
speak  to  her  son.  I  cannot  allow  it,  your 
Honour.  He  is  to  be  whipped,  and  she 
might  give  him  opium." 

The  old  woman  turned  to  me  humbly, 
a  prayer  in  her  eyes. 

"  Well,  mother,  what  is  it  ?  " 

**  I  only  wish  to  wrap  my  shawl  round 
his  handcuffs,"  she  entreated.  **  He  will 
have  to  walk  through  the  streets,  and  if 
his  handcuffs  are  seen  he  will  be  shamed 
for  ever." 

"  It  doesn't  matter,  mother,  it  will  soon 
be  dark,"  I  replied  ;  but  I  signed  to  the 
warder  to  allow  the  old  woman  to  approach 
her  son. 

She  drew  a  tattered  cotton  shawl  from 
her  shoulders  and  wrapped  it  round  the 
lad's  wrists.  Then  when  she  had  to  bid 
him  farewell,  she  suddenly  gave  way  to 
her  grief. 

"  My  son,  my  son ! "  She  leaned  her  head 
on  the  lad's  shoulder  and  wept  pitifully. 
**  Oh,  my  son,  it  has  been  my  fault  all 
along.  If  I  could  only  bear  the  punish- 
ment for  you ! " 

The  lad  stood  there,  sulkv  and 
ungracious,  thinking  of  the  morrow  and 
its  troubles,  whilst  the  mother  caressed 
and  fondled  him  with  her  old  trembling 
hands. 

"  Come  now,"  a  sergeant  interrupted, 
with  rough  good-nature.  "  He  's  only  a 
lad,  and  a  whipping  will  make  a  man 
of  him." 

The  prisoner  retorted  savagely — 

**  Let  me  out  in  the  open  alone  with 
you,  and  we  '11  soon  see  which  is  the  best 
man  of  us." 


Then  a  loud  word  of  command  from 
the  head  warder,  and  the  little  procession 
clanked  away,  guns  and  swoids  and  hand- 
cuffs, prisonwards,  through  the  golden 
twilight. 

Only  the  old  mother  remained  with  me 
under  the  eaves  of  the  little  courthouse 
among  the  tamarinds. 

**  Forgive  him.  Sir,  forgive  him.  Say 
that  you  will  forgive  him.  He  is  a  good 
boy,  my  only  boy." 

**  It  is  too  late  now,  mother." 

Again  she  turned  to  gaze  after  the 
prisoner,  and  she  cried  out  in  a  loud  voice, 
as  if  appealing  to  some  relentless  Fate — 

"  My  son,  my  dear  son,  if  I  could  only 
take  your  punishment  instead  of  you.  My 
son,  my  son  !  " 

A  pure,  unselfish  prayer,  with  all  an 
unhappy  mother's  penitence  and  pity  and 
love. 

And  my  little  courthouse,  which  takes 
to  its  bosom  only  the  sounds  that  are 
good,  caught  the  cry,  and  echoed  it- 
echoed,  echoed,  fainter  and  fainter  in  the 
hollow  roof  until  the  mother's  wail  died 
away  into  the  hidden  unheard-of  harmonies. 

Strange  that  my  little  courthouse 
should  not  respond  to  the  clash  of  arms, 
should  neglect  the  gruff  voices  of  men, 
but  should  snatch  and  hide  away  and  store 
up  the  sad  music  :  a  mother  sorrowing 
over  her  child.  It  is  a  cunning  thief,  my 
little  courthouse,  and  it  steals  for  eternity. 

What  a  flood  of  sunset  glory  envelops  it 

now ! 

Ergo  Iris  croceis  per  coelum  roscida  pennis, 
Mille  trahens  varios  adverse  sole  colores. 

The  sonorous  lines  hum  about  mv  ears 
like  twanging  instruments. 

So  I  turn  homewards,  down  the  avenue 
of  tamarinds. 

Sweet  demure  ladies  are  my  tamarinds, 
all  ranged  in  a  row,  as  they  tuck  up  their 
lace  petticoats  and  bathe  their  feet  so 
daintily  in  the  sunset  shallows. 

My  belles  demoiselles ;  they  sway  over  and 
touch  one  another,  whispering  secrets,  and 
there  is  rustling  of  skirts  and  a  timid  shiver 
at  the  thought  of  approaching  night,  with 
its  dreams  and  its  tremulous  visions. 

And  so  the  day  closes  in  my  little  court- 
house among  the  tamarinds. 
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hall,  was  an  oak  table,  black  with  age, 
behind  which  stood  the  culprit,  guarded. 
A  slack-shouldered,  shambling  fellow,  with 
a  flabby  face,  eyes  over  -  close  together, 
and  heavy,  thick  lips  showing  out  of  a 
bristle  of  beard.  Midway  was  a  group  of 
rustics,  the  witnesses  in  the  case  ;  for  the 
Seigneur  held  to,  at  least,  the  forms  of 
justice.  Clerk  there  was  none.  What 
need  was  there  of  record,  since  Beaufoy 
himself  was  the  sole  court  of  appeal  ? 

"  What  art  thou,  fellow  ?  " 

"  A  poor  goatherd.  Seigneur,  the  Lord 
knows  how  poor." 

•*  How  poor.^  By  my  faith,  rather  a 
king  among  goatherds,  since  nothing 
less  than  Beaufoy's  deer  will  content  thy 
stomach !  If  goatherds  eat  Beaufoy's 
venison  what  will  their  betters  eat  ? 
Beaufoy  himself  ?    This  must  be  stopped." 

•'  Mercy,  Seigneur,  mercy !  "  crietl  the 
man,  his  thick  lips  all  a-tremble.  "It 
was  no  more  than  a  wild  thing,  and " 

**  Hearken,  fellow,"  and  for  the  first 
time  Beaufoy  showed  anger.  **  Know 
thou  that  all  that  walks  on  legs  on 
Beaufoy's  lands,  that  swims  with  fins  in 
Beaufoy*s  waters,  or  flies  with  wings  in 
Beaufoy's  air,  be  it  tame  or  wild,  man, 
beast,  fish,  or  fowl,  is  mine  ?  Wild  things, 
fool  ?  It  had  been  a  smaller  matter  hadst 
thou  slain  one  of  thy  common  kind.  Ye 
are  thick  enough,  God  wot,  for  none  to 
grieve  at  the  thinning.  Wild  things  ? 
Away  with  thy  chatter  of  wild  things. 
Did  that  doctrine  spread,  we  would  have 
thee  calling  thyself  thine  own  next !  By 
St.  Francis !  thou  shalt  hang  to  prove  that, 
at  least,  to  be  no  truth,"  and  he  struck 
his  open  palm  wrathfully  on  the  flat  arm 
of  the  chair. 

**What  is  thy  name.?" 

"  Peter,  Seigneur,  Peter  the  goatherd ; 
no  more." 

**  A  true  prophecy."  And  Beaufoy 
laughed.  "  When  I  hang  thee,  thou  wilt 
be  Peter  the  goatherd  no  more.  Hast 
thou  wife  or  child  ?  " 

**  No,  Seigneur,  no ;  but  give  me 
time " 

**  Then  there  will  be  fewer  to  weep," 
said  Beaufoy  slowly.  **  I  would  set  my 
fief  against  a  sheep's  carcase  that  thou 


hast  shed  other  blood  than  a  deer's  in 
thy  day.  The  Lord  God  has  written 
greed,  murder,  and  wantonness  across 
thy  face  for  all  to  see,  and  Beaufoy  will 
be  well  rid  of  thee.     The  sentence  is " 

But  what  the  sentence  was,  Peter  the 
goatherd  was  spared  the  hearing  for  that 
time. 

Of  a  sudden,  from  without,  there  arose 
a  bluster  of  tongues,  a  rumble  of  sup- 
pressed hoarse  tones,  and  rising  through 
it,  a  shrill  outcry  that  cut  its  way  across  the 
courtyard  clear  to  the  great  hall,  and  closed 
Beaufoy's  lips. 

*' Justice,  Seigneur,  justice!  Justice  and 
vengeance !  See  how  they  have  mishandled 
Beaufoy's  man." 

Then  from  the  threshold  came  the  shuffle 
of  feet,  the  stress  and  sound  of  struggle, 
and  a  storm  of  voices. 

"  Hold  back,  fool,  and  bide  thy  time." 

"  Nay,  but  this  is  my  time.  Would  ye 
hold  back  if  ye  were  so  mishandled  ?  " 

*'  But  the  Seigneur  is  within,  and " 

*'  Aye,  he  is  within,  and  so  I  am  here. 
Hold  back  ye,  rather." 

Again  there  was  the  scuffling  of  feet  and 
the  panting  of  hard- drawn  breath.  But 
Beaufoy  leaped  from  his  chair  and  cried 
across  the  hall  in  a  voice  that  roared  the 
tumult  down  to  silence :  **  Stand  aside, 
fellows  !  And  do  thou  come  in,  Beaufoy' s 
man.  For  justice  thou  criest,  and  by  the 
Lord,  justice  thou  shalt  have!  Come  in,  I 
say  !  " 

As  Beaufoy  ended,  the  door,  which  had 
been  ajar,  was  flung  open,  and  a  man 
rushed  in,  half  staggering,  and  groping 
with  his  hands  as  one  dazed.  For  a 
moment  he  paused  on  the  threshold, 
staring  wildly ;  then,  seeing  the  Seigneur 
at  the  further  end  of  the  hall,  he  ran  across 
and  flung  himself  at  his  feet. 

"  God's  grace,  fellow,  who  hath  used 
thee  so  ? "  cried  Beaufoy,  drawing  back. 
"If  it  comes  not  of  thine  own  folly,  then 
by  St.  Francis,  my  patron,  he  should 
suffer  for  his  vile  work  were  he  my  own 
son  !  " 

Panting  and  sobbing,  the  peasant  gripped 
hard  the  Seigneur's  chair,  and  looked  up 
into  a  gaze  that  was  half  pity,  half 
repulsion  —  looked     up,     gasping,     and 
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stammering  incoherent  words ;  for  now 
that  he'- had  his  heart's  desire  his  speech 
failed  him; 

Well; did  the  poor  wretch  deserve  his 
master's  compassion.  Twice  He  had  been 
struck,  and  the  blows  driven  home  by  a 
heavy  hand  and  with  a  vicious  will.  The 
nose  was  sliattered,  an  eye  crushed,  the 
mouth  and  one  cheek  no  more  than  a 
bloody  patch.  The  hair  of  the  beard  was 
matted  in  the  drip  of  the  wounds. 

**  Whose  work  is  this,  man  ?  Kneel  not 
there  mumming  and  mewling,  but  tell  thy 
tale.  Three  of  you  have  yon  goatherd 
into  safe  keeping.  His  turn  can  wait,  and 
by  my  faith,  it  will  come  soon  enough. 
Now,  then,  thy  tale.*' 
•  "  I  am  a  man  of  Salpice,  thy  village, 
Seigneur,  and  my  wheat  is  green  in  the 
clod.  Four  reivers,  who  call  Jean  de  la 
Tour  master,  turned  from  the  road  to  ride 
across  it,  and  as  I  caught  one  by  the  bridle 
to  force  him  back,  he  smote  me  twice 
athwart  the  face  with  his  staff.  Twice, 
Seigneur,  twice — see  !  "  With  his  thumb 
he  thrust  up  a  battered  eyebrow.  '*  Blind, 
blind,  blind  !  "  and  he  fell  a-whimpering. 

**  Speak  truth,  fellow,  for  it  would  be  an 
everlasting  shame  if  an  honest  man  hung 
for  a  rogue's  lie  ;  beyond  the  catching  liis 
bridle,  what  else  didst  thou  ?  " 

"  Nought,  Seigneur ;  by  Sir  Francis  of 
Beaufoy,  nought ;  and  he  smote  me 
twice — see  !  " 

This  time  he  gaped  his  mouth  to  show 
the  splintered  teeth  within,  then  he  reared 
himself  high  on  his  knees,  and  putting 
out  a  shaking  hand,  gripped  Beaufoy  by 
the  foot. 

"  How  dost  thou  know  he  was  Jean  de 
la  Tour's  man  }  " 

'*  There  were  four  of  them,  Seigneur : 
one.  La  Tour's  squire — him  I  know  well  ; 
two  that  followed  at  his  heels — them  I  also 
know  well ;  and  this  fellow  ;  and  all  four 
rode  off,  hotspurred,  to  their  master's  hold. 
Had  they  been  masterless  men,  Seigneur, 
I  had  paid  my  own  score,"  and  he  shifted 
his  hand  from  Beaufoy's  foot  to  a  wood- 
man's  knife  that  hung  at  his  girdle. 

"  Aye,"  said  Beaufoy,  **  La  Tour's  arm  is 
overlong  for  thee,  but  by  St.  Francis !  mine 
is  longer.    Marmontel,"  and  he  turned  to 


his  squire,  **  sec  to  his  hurts,  and  within 
the  hour  let-  twenty  of  Beaufoy's  men  be 
in  the  saddle.  Pikes,  Marmontel,  broad- 
swords, and  a  bag  or  two  of  powder.  Be 
at  ease,  man ;  if  vengeance  can  .heal 
hurts,  thy  sufferings  are  well-nigh  over." 

An  hour  later  a  party  of  a  score  strong, 
with  Beaufoy  at  its  head  and  Marmontel 
half  a  yard  behind  his  master's  elbow,  was 
riding  slowly  over  the  still  wintry  fields. 
There  was  no  question  now  of  young 
wheat  or  newly  planted  vineyard.  'The 
Seigneur  rode  straight  forward,  turning 
neither  to  the  right  hand  nor  to  the  left. 

**  Three  leagues,  is  it  not,  ^larmontel.'*" 
said  he.  '*  Some  fiftv  minutes'  ride, 
since,  with  the  day  in  hand,  there  is  no 
haste.  'There  will  be  no  trouble  with 
Jean  de  la  'Tour,  I  take  it  .^  " 

**  A  scant  three  leagues.  Seigneur ;  and 
as  for  La  Tour,  he  will  show  fight,  for  he 
comes  of  a  stock  with  more  courage  than 
crowns  and  pride  than  })atience ;  but  the 
place  is  outworn  and  ramshackle.  My  word 
on  it,  but  he  '11  fight,  fur  he  is  Lectoure 
born,  and  you  know  the  saying — 

*  A  Duke  of  Lorraine,  with  King  for  sire, 
Hath  no  more   pride  than  a  (iascon  squire'.-*" 

**  'Then  he  may  eat  his  pride,"  said  the 
other  grimly,  *'  for  by  St.  Francis  !  I  '11  have 
no  man  ruffling  it  within  the  four  corners 
of  Beaufoy,  be  he  CJascon  or  Angoumois." 

Marmontel  was  right  as  to  the  condition 
of  Jean  de  la  lour's  hold.  Vlxc  and  time 
had  left  their  mark  upon  its  siout  walls; 
and  of  the  rambling  structure  little 
remained  habitable  but  the  centre  portion 
and  its  flanking  turrets.  The  wings  were 
shattered  and  roofless  ruins. 

Posting  two  men  at  the  rear  lest  his 
prey  should  break  back  and  escape 
unchallenged,  Beaufoy  bade  his  troop 
wait  his  orders,  and  rode  forward  to  the 
great  door  alone.  With  La  'Tour  he  had 
no  quarrel,  and  if  the  fellow  who  had  so 
mishandled  his  churl  were  given  up  to  his 
justice  he  would  turn  his  bridle  and 
begone,  with,  doubtless,  a  curt  warning 
to  leave  Beaufoy's  men  unharmed  in  the 
future.  If  La  'Tour  were  obstinate,  then, 
by  the  Saints !  the  master  might  pay  the 
man's  fault ;  and  whether  it  was  master  or 
man  Beaufov  cared  little. 
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Which  It  was  to  be  was  not  loii":  lett 
uncertain,  for  while  he  was  still  thirtv 
'  paces  off,  Jean  de  la  Tour  himself 
appeared  at  the  open  door ;  a  tall,  burl\ 
man,  smooth-shaven  after  the  fashion  of 
the  day,  and  some  five  years  younger  than 
the  Seigneur. 

**  When  Raimond  de  Beaufov  does  a 
thing,  he  does  it  well/'  said  he  in  sour 
jest.  **  Here  have  I  been  four  years  in  my 
poor  house  with  never  so  much  as  a  *  (lod 
save  you  ! '  ;  and  now  you  come  to  do  me 
honour  with  a.troof)  at  your  heels." 

''  By  my  faith,  you  are  right,"  answered 
the  Seigneur ;  "  and  what  Raimond  de 
Beaufoy  has  come  to  do  this  day  he  will 
do  well  indeed  !  'I'hough  it  lies  in  my 
mind  vou  will  find  little  of  honour  in  it." 

Sitting  back  in  his  saddle,  he  very 
curtly  told  his  story,  while  jean  de  la 
Tour,  three  steps  down  from  his  open 
door,  listened  witii  much  outward  courtesy. 
At  the  end — 

"(live  me  the  fellow,  and  let  me  go," 
said  Beaufoy.  *'  With  you  1  desire  a 
quarrel  as  little  as  I  fear  it ;  but  have  the 
man  I  must  and  will.  When  I  have  done 
with  him  you  may  have  him  back,  and 
welcome." 

**  It  is  long,"  answered  the  other  slowl}, 
**  very  long,  since  a  man  said  *  1  must'  to 
Jean  de  la  Tour,  and  the  novelty  sticks 
and  is  hard  to  swallow.  Besides,  in  this 
matter  there  is  a  thing  1  know  and  a 
thing  1  do  not  know.  The  thing  1  do 
not  know  is  that  any  man  of  mine  has 
done  you  wrong,  and  the  thing  1  do  know 
is  that  if  the  tale  be  true,  vour  churl  i»:ot 
no  more  than  his  deserts. 

"  When  Beaufoy  comes  to  La  Tour  in 
courtesy  and  without  *  1  wills '  and  *  1 
musts'  in  his  mouth,"  he  went  on,  **  he 
will  ever  find  an  open  door  ;  but  when  he 
comes  as  to-day  the  door  is  better — thus." 

Turning,  he  walked  leisurely  up  the 
steps,  and  entering,  thrust  to  the  door 
behind  iiim,  and  Beaufoy  heard  the  jar  of 
heavy  bolts  shot  into  their  sockets. 

**  Faith,"  said  he  to  himself,  as  he  rode 
slowly  back  to  his  waiting  troop,  "  'tis  a 
pity,  a  sore  pity,  that  the  man  is  a  fool ; 
but  tliere  is  no  room  for  both  him  and  me 
in  Jieaufov." 


What  followed  thereafter,  though  it  cost 
five  lives,  has  little  to  do  with  the  story, 
and  so  may  be  briefly  summarised.  First, 
a  short  council.  **  Blow  me  in  that  door, 
Marmontel ;  or,  rather,  take  two  with  thee 
and  do  it."  So  three  went  forward  where 
but  two  came  back,  for  one  lav  across  the 
steps  with  a  cracked  spine.  The  stones  of 
La  Tour's  parapet  were  heavy  and  loose, 
easy  to  his  hand,  and  his  aim  was  sure. 
Then  came  a  rush  under  cover  of  the 
pungent  smoke,  a  rush  that  blooded  both 
sides,  for  one  of  Beaufoy's  men  went  down 
with  a  pike  in  his  breast,  dragging  with 
him  the  man  who  had  thrust  it  home,  and 
the  two,  rolling  into  a  corner,  ended  their 
battle  in  quiet.  The  rush  carried  the 
entrance,  and  the  guttural  curse  and  heavy 
breath  as  they  strove  in  the  narrow  pass 
were  followed  by  a  roar  that  rumbled  the 
dust  from  the  rafters  of  the  antique  roof  of 
the  great  square  hall,  a  roar  of  hoarse 
cries,  rasped  steel,  and  shuffling,  stamping 
feet.  Then,  of  a  sudden,  there  came  a 
great  calm. 

The  strife  had  been  unequal.  Two  of 
La  Tour's  men  were  on  the  floor,  the  one 
upon  his  face,  the  other  heaped  across 
him  and  curved  backwards,  staring  with 
blind  eyes  at  the  dim  roof:  and  the  rest — 
somt*  four — had,  on  an  order  from  their 
master,  flung  down  their  swords  and  were 
cramped  in  a  corner,  sullenly  glaring  at 
Beaufoy  like  so  many  wild  beasts.  Of 
Jean  de  la  Tour,  dead  or  alive,  there  was 
no  sign. 

"  Have  these  four  into  a  sure  hold," 
cried  the  Seigneur,  '*  but  do  them  no 
harm.  That  they  fought,  and  fought  well, 
for  the  hand  tluit  fed  them,  stands  to  their 
credit.  As  for  their  master,  disperse, 
fellows,  and  seek  him  out.  It  does  not 
fit  with  the  honour  of  Beaufoy  that  the 
man  who  flouts  its  justice  should  escape 
scot-free." 

Out  of  the  great  entrance-hall  a  long, 
narrow  room  ran  to  the  north  turret.  There 
the  Seigneur  sat  himself  down  and  waited 
the  result  of  the  search  with  what  patience 
he  might ;  nor  was  his  men's  diligence 
unrewarded.  In  an  upper  room  they 
found  three  women,  two  in  utter  fear, 
and  one  in  no  fear  at  all — a  well -grown. 
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slender  slip  of  a  girl  with  a  pale  face  and 
angry  grey  eyes,  and  who  met  them  with 
a  kind  of  stern  contemj)t,  asking,  *'  What 
brigand's  work  is  this,"hreaking  intamy 
"ather's  house  ?  '* 

'These  they  brought  to  Beaufoy,  and 
wete  quickly  sent  about  their  business. 

;  I  set  ye  not  to  seek  women,  but  a 
man,"  he  said  curtly.  *'  As  for  the  girl, 
let  her  bide  by  the  window  there,  and 
these  two  with  her." 

P^or  an  hour  he  sat  by  the  table,  thi  ow- 
ing a  word  or  two  to  Marmontel  from  time 
to  time ;  then  one  by  one  the  searchers 
returned,  shamefaced  and  empty-handed. 
The  cunning  of  Jean  de  la  Tour  had  been 
too  much  for  them. 

**  There  was  no  breakinsr  awav  at  the 
rear,"  said  Marmontel.  **  Besides.  I  know 
the  man ;  he  would  die  like  a  rat  in  its 
hole  ;  he  is,  therefore,  somewhere  within 
the  walls.  With  a  smooth  stick  and  a 
yard  of  whip- cord,  now  " — and  he  looked 
across  at  the  grouj)  bv  the  window — ''  we 
might " 

**  Hold  thy  peace."  answered  the 
Seigneur  .sternly;  **  when  did  Beaufoy 
war  on  women  .-*  In  all  courtesy, 
demoiselle  " — and  he  rose  as  he  spoke — 
'*  I  would  have  a  word  with  you." 

**Then  it  will  be  the  first  courtesy 
Beaufoy  has  shown  La  Tour,"  replied  she 
tartly,  **  so  in  all  courtesy  let  it  be  brief." 

**  What  would  you  have  ? "  And  he 
shrugged  his  shoulders.  *'  Men  cannot  war 
with  perfumed  essences  or  fools*  baubles  ; 
noryet  with  tongues,  like  women."  He  stood 
silent  a  moment,  and  drummed  his  fingers 
on  the  table  like  a  man  thinking  deeply. 
"  Thou  art  Jean  de  la  Tour's  daughter  ?  " 

**  I  am  Agathe,  daughter  of  Jean,  Count 
de  la  Tour." 

**  Aye,  aye  .-'     A  Count  of  (iascony." 

**A  Count  of  Gascony  is  the  better  of 
any  Seigneur  in  Angoumois." 

**The  better,  but  not  the  match,"  and 
the  Seigneur  laughed  sourly.  *'  To-day 
proves  that.  Truly  thou  art  thy  father's 
daughter.     Hast  thou  sister  ? — brother  ?  " 

'*  Neither  one  nor  other." .    . 

*'  What  kindred,  then  ?  " 

**  None  here.  Seigneur,  or  Raimond  de 
Beaufoy  might  not  have  been  within  Ta 


Tour's  walls  to-day.  In  Gascony,  perhaps  ; 
but— but " 

*'  Aye,  aye,  I  understand.  There  is  a 
feud,  and  not  one  would  have  crooked  a 
finger  to  keep  Beaufoy  from  where  he  is. 
No  uncommon  thing 'that  in  France,  but 
it  clears  the  way." 

Again  he  stood  silent,  gnawing  his 
underlip,  his  gaze  wandering  slowly  from 
the  girl  to  the  table  by  which  he  stood. 
Suddenly  he  straightened  himself  and 
looked  her  full  in  the  face. 

"Thy  father,  what  thinkest  thou?  Is 
he  alive  or  dead  ?  Answer  with  circum- 
.spection,  for  if  he  be  alive  needs  must  that 
we  find  him  though  we  burn  the  place 
about  his  ears.  If  he  be  dead,  or  it  is  in 
doubt,  that  is  another  matter.  I  have  no 
mind  to  make  Beaufoy  the  poorer  by  a 
stout  castle,  and  the  richer  by  a  blackened 
ruin.     Which  .^ " 

It  was  plain  that  the  question  was 
like  the  stroke  of  a  whip  upon  her 
fiesh,  for  she  first  went  pale,  then  red 
as  fire. 

*' Think,"  said  Beaufoy  softly ;  "think 
well.     Whatever  you  say  I  abide  by." 

"I,"  she  caught  his  eyes,  stammered, 
and  looked  down  upon  the  floor.  "  I — 
I — cannot  tell.  Since  the  fight  I  have  not 
seen  him  alive";  and  drawing  a  long 
'.>reath,  she  flashed  a  look  up  eagerly  at 
Beaufoy. 

**  Then,"  and  the  Seigneur  droi)ped  his 
words  very  slowly,  one  by  one,  "  for  all 
thou  knowest  he  is  dead  }  " 

"  For  all  I  know,"  answered  she,  fetch- 
ing a  sigh  that  shook  her  as  the  wind  a 
bush  ;  "for  all  I  know  he  is  dead." 

"  So,"  and  he  turned  to  Mamiontel, 
"that  ends  the  matter.  Let  there  be  no 
more  search.'* 

Then  he  beckoned  him  to  come  near, 
and  for  a  brief  space  the  two  stood  in 
earnest  talk. 

"  Thou  hast  thy  orders,"  Beaufoy  said 
at  length.  "  See  to  it  that  no  time  is  lost. 
I  give  thee  two  hours — no  more.  Now 
begone.  Some  of  you  there  seek  out 
bread  and  meat ;  our  hostess  and  I  would 
dine.  Thou  art  not  hungry  ?  "  he  went 
on,  as  the  girl  made  a  gesture  of  dissent. 
"Well,    well,    grief  is   a   great   slayer  of 
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appetite.  Now  I,  I  thank  the  Lord,  am 
fomished,  and  know  it." 
,  While  he  dined  he  talked,  and  when  he 
had  finished  eating  he  talked ;  a  great 
flask  of  Burgundy,  wine  at  his  left  elbow. 
A  medley  of  broken  tales,  legends  of 
Beaufoy,  memories  of  dead  women ;  a 
courteous  flow  of  words,  suave  and  smooth, 
bat  ^ever  once  might  Agathe  de  la  Tour 
or  her  women  quit  the  room.  At  last 
there  was  the  thud  of  hoof-beats  on  the 
tmrf,  and  the  loom  of  half-a-dozen  men 
riding  by  in  a  bunch. 

"On  my  word,  Marmontel  has  made 
good  haste,"  he  said,  following  the 
figures  with  his  eyes  as  they  swept  past, 
"  or  fair  company  makes  a  short  hour." 

Presently  the  door  was  opened  from 
without,  and  the  squire  appeared,  followed 
by  a  Franciscan  friar  in  his  black  frock, 
ever  whose  shoulder  peered  the  cunning 
eyes  and  animal  face  of  Peter  the  goatherd. 

•*  Shut  the  door  and  keep  it  fast,"  said 
Beaufoy,  pushing  the  wine-flagon  from 
him  and  rising  to  his  feet.  Then  he  stood 
thinking,  drumming  his  finger-tips  as 
before,  while  the  group  by  the  window 
eyed  the  group  by  the  door,  all  mar\'elling 
what  would  happen  next. 

•*  Friar,"  he  went  on  at  last,  **  our  good 
fnlsnd  Jean  de  la  Tour  is,  as  we  believe, 
dead ;  and  the  demoiselle  his  daughter 
has' none  of  her  race  nearer  than  Gascony. 
Tis  sorrowful — most  sorrowful — to  be  thus 
orphaned ;  and,  failing  kin,  I,  the  Suzerain 
of  Beaufoy,  must  play  guardian  and  com- 
forter. So  far  is  clear.  Clear,  also,  it  is 
that  I  must  put  her  in  safe  keeping,  for 
the  times  are  troublous,  as  one  may  sec  in 
the  hall  without." 

"There  is  the   Convent   of  Our " 

began  Friar  Mark  as  the   Seigneur   fell 
silent,  but  he  got  no  further. 

"  Ta,  ta,  ta,  ta !  To  send  such  a  face 
as  that  to  a  nunnery  were  a  fool's  work. 
No,  no,  let  the  girl  be  wed.  Stand  forth, 
Peter  the  goatherd,  for,  on  the  word  of 
Beaufoy,  thoc  shalt  have  her." 

Shambling  in  his  walk,  Peter  pushed  his 
lumbering  frame  to  the  front.  The  terror 
of  the  past  hours  had  told  upon  him,  and 
the  unwholesome  skin  of  his  flabby  cheeks 
himg    in   folds;    but    now   he    stiffened 


himself  to  a  bolder  front,  and  his  narrow  eyes 
were  keenly  alert,  with  the  furtive  watch- 
fulness of  a  wild  beast.  The  thing  was  a 
jest,  no  doubt,  but  who  was  he  to  baulk  the 
Seigneur's  humour?  Besides,  when  the 
Seigneur  jested  surely  a  man's  neck  was 
safe! 

**  A  pretty  figure  of  a  man ! "  said 
Beaufoy  grimly,  and  eyeing  him  as  if  he 
were  a  scabbed  cur.  "Wilt  thou  have 
her  to  wife,  rascal  ?  Speak,  man,  and 
do  thy  courtesy,  or  by  St.  Francis ! 
Marmontel  shall  prick  thee  into  words 
with  his  dagger.  What  ?  Silent  ?  Well, 
words  go  for  little.  Friar,  do  thou  thy 
part,  and  quickly.     Beaufoy  has  need  of 


me. 

''  But,"  said  the  monk,  hesitating  in  his 
sore  quandary,  "the  damsel,  perhaps,  is 
unwilling  ?  " 

"But  I  am  willing,"  cried  Beaufoy; 
"and  that  ends  it." 

So  suddenly  had  the  thing  been  sprung 
upon  them  that  at  the  first  neither  Agathe 
de  la  Tour  nor  the  goatherd  grasped 
Beaufoy* s  meaning,  but  as  it  dawned  upon 
the  man's  brain  that  this  freak  had  a  core 
of  earnest,  he  advanced  towards  the  girl 
with  outstretched  arms  and  a  broad  laugli 
upon  his  great  mouth. 

"ThOu.^"  she  cried,  "thou.?  Keej. 
back,  beast.  If  this  is  a  jest,  Seigneur  de 
Beaufoy,  end  it.' 

"  No  jest,  by  St.  Francis,"  answered 
Beaufoy.  "  And  the  '^nd  is,  thou  shalt 
marry  him." 

**  If  he  so  much  as  touch  me  I  shall 
kill  him." 

"  That  is  thy  affair  and  his,  but  when 
I  ride  hence  I  leave  six  men  behind  me 
lest  the  dead  arise." 

"But" — and  her  voice  ran  up,  quaver- 
ing and  shrill,  as  she  flung  out  a  hand 
pointing  at  the  goatherd  —  "it  cannot, 
it  cannot  be.  That  thing  —  that  — 
that " 

"Can  it  not!"  said  Beaufoy  coldly, 
"  but  I  say  it  can  be,  and  will." 

"If  my  father  were  here " 

"  Aye,  but  he  is  dead." 

"  It  is  an  infamy,  an  infamy!  "  she  cried. 
"  You ! — who  did  not  war  on  women  ! 
You ! — to   take    so   pitiful   a  vengeance  ! 
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Hear  mt-.  H)'  Holy  Mat)-,  if  thai  wretch 
so  much  as  fouls  me  \vi(>h  a  linger-tip  I  'II 
kill  him ! " 

"  Again  I  say  that  is  his  affair.  What 
thinkest  thou  of  thy  bride,  goatherd  ?  " 

••  That  I  'II  tame  her.  Seigneur,  never 
fear  "  ;  and  he  made  as  if  to  cateli  her  by 
the  arm. 

But  Beaufoy's  niuod  had  changed. 
"  Stand  back,  churl,  and  bide  thy  time," 
he  cried  sternly  as  the  girl  shrank  from  the 
stretched  -  out  hands ;  "  she  is  still  a 
demoiselle  de  la  Tour.  As  for  the 
taming,  I  havt:  my  doubts ;  but  for  the 
third  time  1  say  that  is  thy  affair.  Do 
thou  thy  part,  priest." 

Il  was  a  strange  ceremony.  The  man, 
between  terror  and  uncertainty,  knew  not 
which  way  to  turn,  and  stood  shuffling 
his  feet  and  muttering  and  murmuring  to 
himself  as  he  plucked  at  his  ragged  beard. 
The  girl,  drawn  to  the  furthest  angle  of 
the  window,  was  standing  bolt  upright 
and  breathing  hartl  through  her  shut  teeth, 
but  speaking  never  a  woid.  Near  the 
two  stood  the  friar,  his  face  full  of  the 
trouble  of  his  spirit,  and  save  for  his  voice, 
there  was  a  very  great  silence. 

But  the  silence  was  not  for  long.  From 
behind  Beaufoy  there  came  the  grind 
and  creak  of  warped  woodwork  moving 
grudgingly  in  unaccustomed  grooves.  A 
panel  in  the  wall  was  painfully  pushed 
aside,  and  in  the  space  appeared  Jean  de 
la  Tour. 


"A  miracle!"  cried  the  Seigneur,  "a 
miracle ! "  and  he  broke  into  a  laugh. 
"  Friar,  thy  ministrations  have  raised  the 
dead,  and  if  Paul  II.  does  not  canonise 
thee  thou  hast  lost  thy  due !  Seize  him, 
two  of  you,  and  hold  him  fast.  Now, 
priest,  the  bride  awaits  thee," 

"  No,  no,  no  !  "  cried  La  Tour,  "  Your 
trap  has  caught  me  ;  let  the  bait  go  free. 
And  listen,  Beaufoy  ;  no  man  of  mine  laid 
hand  upon  your  churl." 

"  What  ?      Faith    of    a  gentleman.    La 

"  Faith  of  a  gentleman,  Beaufoy." 

"Then,  by  St.  Francis!  I  had  been 
richer  by  two  men  if  you  had  sp^en 
sooner.  Fasten  your  loose  ends,  priest, 
and  quickly.  At  present  the  girl  is  no 
more  than  three  parts  ^fadame  le  Chevrier. 
Finish,  I  say." 

■■  Beaufoy,  Beaufoy,  it  would  be  an 
infamy  ;  why,  man- — -" 

■'  I'ut  a  hand  upon  his  mouth,  one  of 
you.  For  the  last  time,  priest,  finish,  I 
say.  I  have  sworn  to  Peter  the  goatherd, 
and  I  hold  to  my  oath." 

Again  there  was  a  silence,  and  across  it 
the  halting,  broken  \oice  of  the  monk. 
Then    it,    too,  ceased,    and    all    was    still 

"  Marmontel,"  said  the  Seigneur  softly, 
but  so  that  all  might  hear,  "have  yon 
goatherd  out  and  hang  him,  as  I  swore 
this  morning,  so  that  men  may  know  the 
justice  of  Beaufoy." 
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nil  thi-  imsi-m  r. 
appeared  the  florin, 
pound,"  which  hinteii  a 
m    nf   Ihf    decimal    svstr 


iIm>'s    routiiK'    will    nuHiLf   tu    recall    ih 
c.iiiinioilitii's  ami  tht  jinvili-Kt-s  Ibr  rac 
i.rivhiiii  s<inic  iiarticiilar  coin  can  al»a> 
I*  cxtliangcil.     A   licticr    i-xamiili'  coni 
iiiii,    [H'rha{)S,    ))<■    fouinl    than    the    ca» 
ol    (lur    largest    "  copper."       Ihe 
penny  ncwsjiapcr,  the  |)enny  stamp, 
till'  penny  fare  art;  but  a  few  o(  the 
things  for  which  we  might  liave  to 
pay  more  if  the  valnr  ot  the  penny 
might    I'ven 


ign  ilierc  simplilicaiion  of  accounts  which  prevails 
on.-tenili  in  the  lands  of  the  cent  and  centime.  Th« 
the  ititro-  present  positions  of  the  j)ieces  in  question 
1  inni  our  and  of  the  penny  in  particular  have  only 
bivn  attained  after  many  strange  vicis- 
situdes, and  an  existence  continuous  or 
intenniitent  exteiiding  over  long  periods 
of  years.  1 1  is  to  the  evolution  of  the  now 
humhie  coin  that  we  shall  here  turn  our 
attention,  though  if  we  make  a  jump  Irom 
the  times  of  Victoria  the  (Jood  to  those  of 
William  the  Con(|utror,  wc  shall  lind  that 
wkwanl,  ac-  the  pennj-  had  alread)'  established  its  pro- 
cordingasonepiecc  verbial  relationship  with  the  pound, 
of    money  or    an-  The     first    remarkable    feature    to    be 

other  is  interfered  noticed  about  the  money  of  the  early 
with.  Very  little  Norman  kings  of  this  country  is  that 
lonsideralion  of  a  their  penny  '!.Kig,  i)  was  made  of  silver. 
It  approximated  in  size  lo  our  modem 
-ixpence,  hut  was  very  considerably 
ihiniier.  What  is,  jierhaps,  quite  as  sur- 
prising is  the  fact  that  there  was  no  othcf 
kirid  of  coin  in   circulatiim.     Four  Sa.\on 


coinage.  Whei 
this  svsteni  i>  a 
length'  adopted 
changes  must  o 
necessity  he  mad. 
in  the  value  of  th» 
component  r<jins— 
changes    more    ■>r 


nd   • 


<elv( 


the 


pre 


<lii  anient  should  the  coin  be  depre- 
ti.iied,  for  the  seller  would  hardly 
■1..  able  to  accept  Us-,  and  the 
I  liances  are  against  the  value  of  the 
|.r.  -eni  penny  finding  expression 
in  mi)   new  coins. 

llie  vested  interest-.,  as  it  were,  of 
:lir  iK-nnyanil  the  res]K;ci  which  the  pound 
has  long  commanded,  combined  with  the 
ap|>arent  impossibility  of  leaving  both 
untouched,    have    so    far   ]>revented    that 


pennies,  indeed,  or  twelve  NorTnan  ones, 
went  to  make  up  a  shilling, but  the  term  only 
referred  to  a  sum,  and  not  to  a  piece,  of 
money.     In  like  manner,  the  pound  was 
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only  a  name  so  far  as  value  was  concerned, 
and  denoted  just  so  many  current  pennies 
as  would  make  up  a  pound  weight  of 
silver. 

Not  only  is  this  an  interesting  survival 
of  the  primiti\'e  custom  of  making  pa\- 
ments  by  weight  of  metal  that  antedates 
the  use  of  coins,  but  the  connectioa 
between  the  pound  and  penny  of  Saxon 
times  which  has  sunived  the  Conquest  is 
still  to  be  seen  in  troy  weight,  by  which 
the  precious  metals  are  still  sold.  The 
original  silver  penny  of  the  Saxon  kings 
weighed  i+  grains,  hence  the  meaning  of 
our  pennyweight.  Twelve  ounces  of  twenty 
pen n)- weights,  or  140  pennyweights,  make 
a  pound  troy,  so  that  in  the  beginning 
140  silver  pennies  went  to  the  pound,  just 
as  i+o  pence  still  go  to  the  sovereign. 
Nations    have   a  most    decided    way    of 


^^ 


making  their  individual  coins  fighter  as 
time  goes  oh;  and  zii'  grains  came  to  be 
the  proper  weight  of  the  silver  penny. 

It  is  possible  to  trace  the  penny,  hut 
not  under  the  same  name,  back  to  the 
time  of  the  earliest  known  coins.  Its  Saxon 
forerunner,  of  slightly  less  value,  the  sriii/. 
we  still  unknowingly  refer  to  when  we  say 
that  there  "is  not  as/to/  in  the  locker." 
This  piece  of  money  may  well  have  been 
derii'ed  from  the  Roman  drnariiis,  also 
of  silver  and  of  about  the  same  diameter. 
The  latter  was,  in  turn,  copied  about  two 
huniired  and  fifty  years  before  Christ  from 
the  Greek  drachma,  long  previously  current 
at  Rome.  The  former  had  depreciateil  in 
weight,  just  as  the  drachma  had  from  the 
standard  of  66i  grains  adopted  at  Athens 
some  hundreds  of  years  before,  and  which  is 
still  to  be  traced  in  the  drachm  of  60  grains 


in  our  own  apothecaries'  weight.  Hence 
our  pennyweight  and  drachm  have  the 
same  derivation.  The  origin  of  the  word 
drachma  is  interesting,  meaning  as  it 
does  "  a  handful,"  and  referring  to  the 
bars  of  metal  counted  rather  than  weighed 
during  the  transition  period  preceding  the 
issue  of 
definitely 

coins. 
Only  one 
step  far- 
ther is  11 
possible 
to  go,  and 
that  in 
deriving 


r.i-  ir/,'}r  Cfood  Friday. 


eek  drachma,  originally  weighing 
half  as  much  again,  from  the  gold  staUr 
of  Asia,  where  the  earliest  known  coins 
were  struck  in  this  metal.  The  siher 
drachma  was  half  the  weight  of  the  stater 
and  one-tHentieth  of  its  value. 

Returning  noH-  to  the  English  pennies, 
we  find  no  earlier  mention  of  them  than 
that  of  .\.Ti.  688.  They  (vere  coined  by 
the  individual  kings  of  the  Heptarchy, 
and  afterwards  by  the  sole  rulers.  On  the 
obverse  the  monarch's  head  and  name 
usually  appear,  while  the  reverse  shows  a 
cross,  and  records  the  town  where  the 
coin  was  minted,  and  the  name  very  often 
of  the  moneyer,  E\ery  important  town 
is  recorded 
upon  one 
penny  or 
another,  and 
local  mints, 
though 
diminishing 
in  numbers, 
continued  to 
issue  coins 
down  to  the 
time  of 
Queen  Anne, 
when    the 


alone  authorised  to  do  so.  The  Norman 
kings  had  pennies  of  similar  character,  often 
with  a   full-faced  effigy  (Figs,   i   and   2), 
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ami,  ill  faul.  it  was  nut  iiiuil  Kiiwanl  the 
Third's  ri'ijjn  that  larger  siIvlt  coins  were 
iniriiducpil.  All  the  same,  iho  silver 
penny  remained  in  circtilatiun,  though  o( 
diminished  siw  ;.Figs.  3  and  4),  until  the 
Smart  puriod.  When  milling  was  finally 
iiiiroduced,  by  Charles  II.,  as  a  rcnii'dy 
against  eliiiping.  ilu    silver 


tlian 


mlv 


and  tlun  uith  plain  edges,  for  ihe 
aims  given  liy  thi-  Sovereigns  on  the  ilay 
iiefiirc  Good  Friday,  which  is  known  [is 
Maundy  TImrsdny.  In  .^launiiy  >ets 
then,  the  silver  penny  (Figs.  5  and  ti]  is 
slill  li.  iie  ti.und  at  the  present  day,  and  it 
is  shghiiy  liiggei  than  the  inod.-l  penny  ol 
the  sani>'  nietid  'Fig.  ;',  wliidi  has  lu-eii 
issued  witliin  a  co|.per  rim,  and  .-ho«s  xhr 
n  the  hasis  uf  the  uriHuarv  rninage. 


and  Fdward  the  (.-onfessor— strn 
pennies;  though  the  <>ld  lale  runs 
actual  [lennies  mri'  em  inm  halves 
{.lunhings.  or,  we  should  sav,  lanhii 
After  Ki.hard  the  First's  lime  tliese  v 
issued  again  and  again  :  and.  with  si 


interruptions,  the  halfpenny  at  least  cob 
tiiiued  in  use  as  long  as  the  silver  pennj 
l-'ven  these  coins  did  not  solve  the  fiiffi 
cully,  and  a  host  of  unauthorised  cxiiis  0 


simihir  values,  tradesmen's  tokens,  aud  so 
1111  «ere  made  liy  private  jiersons.  (^)ucen 
i;ii/aheth  intro<luied  silver  three-half- 
jiennies  and  tliree- farthings  withom  ax-ail. 
and  eauseil  the  paiiems  for  a  eoppit 
i-..inage  lo  l)e  prejiarcd.  This  sovereign 
gave  permission  to  ihc  fity  of  Bristol  l.i 
prnduee    coppeT  coins    of    its    own,    btn 


le,]  ii.nie  herself,  aller  all. 
sors  made  s.veral  attempts  to  establish 
upper  currcl.ey,  hut  succoss  did  nM 
mx  until  after   the  with(k;i»al    .if  the 
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pence  aiul  fartliiiiK^'  came  into 
Indoed,  il  v\n.s  tiot  until 
(jtorgf  llif  Til  in  I' >  long 
rcifjn.  and  touanis  [lie  ciiil 
of  it,  thai  .Messrs.  KouUoi) 
and  Wait  nvn-  ])cnnittcd  to 
proituci'  till-  ina.'i.si^'o  copper 
penny  FiK.8),nMclimarkctl 
the  rcapjicarauct-  of  ihi.- 
UM-fiil  r<»in,  'I'hcsc  pitLcs 
of  in'iiu-y,  wiili  their  rajst-d 
rims  ;mil  incist-i!  letti-rinj-, 
wfigh.'d  a  full  -miicf.  ami 
chc«-k.-,l,-n/.tivclythi-gr,  vil- 
est oiiil.Hrst  of  ti.ktiis  thai 
liuilii|iioihattinicap|>(-arfil. 
A   inrn-sponding   t>u,]ieiiii; 


9 


coined  siibsequcntlv.  Tlie 
.second  iviiie  of  tlio  copper 
penny  was  of  ,t  niori"  ron- 
vrniont  si/e,  and  all  those 
sab.scquently  made  of  the 
same  niotaj  have  had  the 
same  diameter.  The  early 
peniiiis  of  Victoria  were 
roallv  coppcr.s  iFiff.  <)),  and 
a  K'""l  storv  is  toM  of  an 
old  woman  i'n  the  Nonh  of 
Scotland  win  I  contiinieil, 
.■dtcr    the     introduction    of 

"'        llie   li.ijhter   hron/e   coinaj-e 

in  i860.  t<nu-iKh  the  sueels 

a.^ainsi    tlie     pennies    of    the 

ili-i  Loiitrln  ilietn.     One  can  Mill 
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imagine  the  slreiiuous  endeavours  made 
by  the  youngsters  to  get  liold  of  the 
older  and  heavier  coins ! 

I  f  one  compares  the  first  bronze  issue  with 
those  of  latter  years,  it  will  be  discoiered 
that  the  beading  near  the  edge  of  the 
coins  (Fig.  lo)  is  distinct  from  the  latter. 
Since  i860  it  bas  become,  as  before,  a 
mere  toothing.  Of  recent  j'cars  (iSg.i), 
as  HO  kiiOH',  a  fourth  t\'j}e,  with  a  third 
kind  of  head,  copied  from  the  silver 
coinage.  Ijas  been  adopted,  and,  like  it, 
hearing  a  iroiiii  oil  the  head  (Fig,  1 1)- 


fnder  the   .laiei^ 


leh 


ibos. 


B74    and 
Iter  mav  he  fuuiid  indi 
M»erem,t  made  at  the 


pennt 


loi 


shield,  which    shows  two    of  the 
that  later  went  to  form  the  Union  Jack. 

Before  describing  the  series  which  show 
the  development  of  the  modem  Britannia, 
it  may  be  of  interest  to  touch  on  one  or 
two  points  bearing  upon  the  few  following 
reigns.  Scarcity  of  copper  caused  the  sub- 
divisions of  the  penny  in  James  the  Second's 
reign  to  be  made  of  tin  or  pewter,  with 
a  small  plug  of  copper  in  the  centre  to 
indicate  that  they  passed  for  coins  of  that 
metal.  William  and  Mary's  money  bore 
two  heads  (big.  16),  and  after  the  death 
of  the  Queen,  William's  alo 
In  Anne's  reign  no  halfpennies  wei 
firctilation,  and  it  seems  doubtful  if  a 
thi;  celebrated    farthings  became   cut 


To  tell  the  story  of  the  '■  lirilannia " 
which  is  such  an  important  fraturc  of  our 
pennj-  \\c  must  go  back  to  the  lime 
when  the  cop])er  coinage  was  introduced. 
James  I.  forbade  the  use  of  tokens,  and 
tried  to  replace  them  by  farthings. 
<harlesl.  issued  similar  ones  (Kigs.  ii  and 
1 3,  and  Cromwell  went  so  far  as  the  making 
of  trial  pieces,  h  was  left,  however,  for 
Charles  II.  to  produce  halfpence-  and 
farthings  as  we  nnw  know  them,  and 
they  bore  on  l!ic  re4crse  the  figure  of 
"Britannia."  The  general  idea  is  obviously 
taken  from  one  of  a  man  so  named  upon  a 
K<jman  coin  ^Fig.  1+;,  but  the  actual  repre- 
sentation is  said  to  be  a  portrait  of  the  lovely 
Frances  Smart.  We  figure  (Fig.  15)  the 
farthing,  which  is  verj-  similar  to  the  half- 
penny in  design,  though  it  shows  the  lady 
Avith  one  bare  leg.  The  sceptre  helil  by 
the  Roman  Britannia  has  become  an  olive- 
bniiich.  ai)i]  a  spear  has  been  added  to  the 


issued  is  in  the  style  ,  of  the  farthing  of 
I'harlos  11..  and,  if  in  good  presentation, 
will  fetch  from  si.x  [o  Iburtecn  shillings. 
I'ive  other  pattern  types  are  known,  which, 
according  lo  their  rarity,  sell  for  from 
fifteen  shillings  to  twelve  pounds.  The 
persistent  belief  that  <mly  three  copies  of 
the  farthing  were  coined  has  no  foundation, 
except  in  the  fact  that  some  of  the  pattern 
coins  are  \-eiy  rare. 

Returning  to  "  Britannia."  we  find  that 
Wood's  halfpenny,  coincti  for  Ireland 
(Fig.  17)  by  the  nian  whu-e  name  it 
bears,  shows  the  figure  leaning  upon  a 
haq)  instead  of  a  shield.  The  coins  were 
smaller  than  the  ordinary  coins  of  ( ieorge  I. 
being  also  less  than  the  contract  allowed, 
anddrewforth  the  celebrated  DrapierLeltcrs 
from  Dean  Swift.  In  Boulton  and  Watts' 
coins,  already  mentioned,  a  ship  appears, 
and  Hell-marked  waves,  upon  one  of  n'hJch. 
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In-low  the  shield,  the  word  soho  is  seen, 
signifying  that  the  coin  was  maile  at 
Birmingham,  though,  of  course,  issued  hy 
the  ^[t^t.   Thi-  spear,  he  it  noticed,  is  here 


ciiiivirted  iiitii  the  more  familiar  tridi-nt, 
itnd  the  olive-branch  is  mure  detailed, 
iM-roining  even  more  s(>  on  the  corre- 
>]iondiiij,'  halfpenny  {Fig-  iB),  H-hicli 
i-i  not  furnished  with  a  broad  nni. 
\Vliin  we  examine  the  coppers  of  tiie 
next  king  we  find  that  liritannia  has 
doiuied  a  helmet,  and  faces  the  right 
in>tead  of  the  left,  while  the  waves  ami 
ship  have  disap)>i-ared.  In  the  farthing  we 
show  I'ig,  19, the  hand  holdin;^  the  olive- 
branch  clutches  ihc  shii'lil,  and  in  the  half- 
penny Fig.  20;  till'  branch  has  gone,  and 
the  rose,  thistle,  and  ^haln^ock  take  tli^- 
plaie  cf  the  date,  which  appears  on  l)i.- 
ol.v.r<e   side. 

This  Mvle  .onlinuud  in  use  unlil  [lie 
Lronze  coin.nge  of  Victoria  apj>i'ared. 
With  the  latter  the  ship  and  waves  rame 
back  Fig.  11;  and  brought  FiMyMone 
Lighthouse  with  lliem.  The  date  returned 
;.lso  t..  its  ul.i  place,  and  the  rose,  thistle, 
and  shamrock  went  tu  adorn  the  dra]>erv 
(111  the  (Jueen's  dri-ss  Fig.  10  .  Lastly. 
ill  i8<)5,  ship;_Fig.  11,  and  lighthouse  and, 
«hal  is  more  to  lie  regretted,  the  wave-- 
«ere  again  left  out  when  our  present  style 

The  Irish  harii  used  to  replace 
liritannia  on  the  Irish  coins,  the  thistle 
<ji  Siuich:  the  "  three  legs"  'Fig.  13  . 
whii  h  are  the  crest  of  the  Isle  of 
^laii.  appeared  on  ^lanx  coins.  This, 
it  has  been  pointed  out,  is  prob- 
ably the  remains  of  the  "  s  vast  ilea,"  the 
oldest  design  hitherto  discovered,  from 
which  alsf)  the  "  key  pattern  "  is  derived. 


The  individual  coin  we  show  was  used 
some  years  ago  by  three  men  on  night 
duly  in  a  well-known  institution,  to  deter- 
mine'which  of  three  beats  each  should 
taki'.  by  the  usual  method  of  "  tossing." 
Mai  f- farthings  of  copper  were  issued  in 
the  present  reign,  but  did  not  come 
intii  general  use  ;  it  is  possible  that 
ihcy  might  have  proved  of  advantage  to 
verv  poor  people,  by  whom  the  farthing 
is  slili  circulated  to  a  more  considerable 
cxteni  than  might  be  imaginc<i.  Perhajis 
the  smalU'st  coin  struck  is  the  model 
eighth  of  a  farthing,  confonnable  with  the 
copper  c.inage. 

!\tidtiples  of  the  pennv  in  silver  were 
introduced  by  Kdward  III.,  as  wo  have 
said,  and  tmik  the  f<)rm  of  the  groat  or 
fourpence,  and  the  half-groat.  These  only 
went  out  of  fashion  with  the  silver  penny, 
and  we  show  in  Fig.  14  a  groat  of  the 
early  issue  of  Henry  VIII.  This  «as 
followed  bv  niany  debased  coins,  which, 
after  very  little  wear,  showed  their  true 
eharacier.  The  prominent  profile  of  the 
King  was  one  of  the  first  jwrts  to  change 
colour,  hence  the  familiar  title  of  "iihl 
<:opper-nose,"  by  which  the  loving  subjects 
of  Henry  VIII. 'knew  their  sovereign.  An 
e.tample  of  the  rough  coinage  made  in 
ihc  tim<-  of  the  wars  between  King  and 
Commons  from  silver  plate  given  to  the 
form<T    bv    iiiihlie    bodies     and     private 


## 


■»—  \>  Ka«i.v  Hal 


persons    is    givei 
mav     be     said. 


Fig. 


Ihis.     ) 
debase<l.     Im 


arch;vologists  will  never  cease  regretting 
the  wholesale  destniction  of  the  silver  of 
ancient  workmanship  which  occurred.  Nut 
only  did  the  loyalists  sacrifice  their 
property,  but  the  Commons  melted  down 


2I>S 


THE    PENNY   AND    ITS    STORY. 


that  which  belonged  to  the  Croiin, although 
the  Lortls  pointed  out  that  the  metal 
was  the  least  valuable  part  of  it.  Groats 
were  revived  in  \Viliiam  the  Fourth's  time 
as    milled 


1 845,  with- 
out milling,  now  takes  its  place.  We 
reprt-st-nt  the  ordinary  fourpennj-  {Vig.  tit',. 
with  "  Ttritanniu  "  on  the  reverse,  and  the 
somewhat  larger  but  iinmiiled  iMaundy 
groat.  lK.-ariiig  a  "4."  In  Eig.  27  is 
shown  :iii  early  lialf-,!<roat,  with  "  civitas 
LONDON  "  on  its  reverse,  showing  that  it  was 
coined  in  London.  Thr  ni-xt  ilUisiratiou 
is  of  an  Elizalx'th  twopenny  (Fig.  18  . 

'■■he  shilling  was  rcprcsento.l  by;i  coin  of 
that  value  in  Henry  the  i^evcnth's  time,  but 
we  do  not  intend  to  deal  with  coins  whose 
names  do  not  show  their  connection  with 
thcpcnnv.  Some  rough  pieces  of  t'harles  I . 
are  niark.d  "Nil.."  as  are  the  gini-mel:tl 
shillings  of  James  II.,  made  to  jiass  lor 
silver  when  this  nictat  could  not  be  got. 

FMward  the  Si.ith's  reign  s;iw  sixpences 

and  th reel lenny- hits   appear,  and  coin  <if 

the     first     denomination 

of  EtiMbeth's  (Fig. 


bear; 


date  . 


1  the 


.  (,)ueen  having 
introduced  the  idea. 
George  the  'I'hird's  last 
c<iin  has  an  exceedingly 
handsome     design,    wilb 


TAi 


"'•"•     the  I 
'^■'"''     form 
ducei 
Icbrated      engraver 
Second's    time,    poor!; 


ts-of-a 


,.u-i,,y.„„ 


cross,    intro- 

Simon,     ilie 

diaries     the 

itated   on   the 


(■ariy   llorins    of    \'iotoria.      The   i 
of    tbf     nrst     issued     Jnbilee     si: 


.■erse 


i)f  the  present  reign  followed  the  style 
of  one  of  (Icotge  the  Third's,  and  was 
so  like  the  half-sovereign  of  the  same 
issue  that  many  nere  forthwith  gilded  and 
passed  as  gold  coin.  At  Ituffalo  Bill's  show 
at  Earl's  Court,  change  was  given  for  many 
|>oimds'worthof  such  bogus  half-sovereigns 
in  a  single  aftenio<)n.  The  result  was  that 
the  issue  was  recalletl,  and  one  with  tiie 
familiar  reverse  substituted  for  it. 

.\mong  threepenny- bits  hc  show  two  of 
Charles  the  Second's  (Fig.  jo) :  the  first 
and  earlier  coin  faces  lo  the  left,  and  hoars  a 
croivn  on  the  elfigy.  an  orcnrrencc  not  to  be 
looked  for  until  ibc  liorins  of  the  present 
reign.  The  second  is  ihe  obverse  of  the 
-Maundy  coin  and  faces  to  the  right,  in  order, 
it  is  said,  that  the  King  might  turn  his  hack 
on  Cromwell  and  the  Commonwealth. 
Since  this  issue  the  succeeding  monarclis 
have  faced  left  and  right  alternately. 

A  three-halfpenny  piece  was  coined  f<ir 
1-    Vicloria      Fig.    ,ii\   and   one 


ap]peari'd  in  the  previous  rc'ign.  The  only 
jirior  instance  of  such  a  coin  being  used 
is  the  one  menliimed  above, when  the  three- 
farthings  was  also  issued  by  l'',lizabelh. 
Itoth  of  the  coins  were  marked  behind 
the  lu-ad  with  a  "rose,"  as  were  the 
threepenny  and  sixjience  i^see  Fig.  29), 
and  Sliakspere  alludes  tci  this,  though 
unthinkingly  he  transports  it  to  the  time  of 
King  John,  in  the  play  where  Philip  the 
Bastard  laughs  at  Fan  I  con  bridge's  leanness. 
He  has  already  transferred  the  "half  face" 
or  profile  groat  to  the  same  perioil  for  Ihe 
same  purpose,  and  makes  Philiji  say — 

.\nd  if  my  loi;s  ivtrt  two  such  ridM);  rods, 
My  amis  such  ceUkiu!,  BlufTcd,  my  face  so  thin 
That  im  mj-  car  I  iluret  iiW  stick  a  roir 
Lest  men  should  say,  "  Lmik  whiTC  tkiee  farthingt 
gocsV 


DAN. 


By   ELLEN    ADA    SMITO 


IT  was  a  strange  friendship,  this, 
between  Amos  Leybourne,  the  black- 
smith, and  Dan,  the  village  natural,  whom 
no  one  loved  and  some  feared,  for  he  was 
freakish  and  mischievous.  Not  a  few 
hated  that  weak  and  rickety  body,  and 
even  his  mother  had  not  been  proud  of  her 
**  love-child."  She,  however,  had  been 
dead  some  years,  and  Dan  thrived  as  best 
he  could  upon  the  cold  kindness  of  various 
relatives. 

As  regards  earning  his  own  living,  he 
was  a  hopeless  failure,  and,  after  years  of 
schooling,  if  they  sent  him  to  scare  the 
birds  from  the  seeded  field,  he  would 
forget  his  mission  and  wander  into  the 
woods  or  down  to  where  the  brook  babbled 
a  ceaseless  mijsic  under  summer  and  winter 
skies.  Such  a  sound  had  power  over  the 
restlessness  that  kept  him  aimless  and  idle, 
and  for  a  while  he  would  listen  intelli- 
gently, with  something  waking  in  his  face, 
that  made  it  brighter  and  more  hopeful. 

Such  was  Dan,  an  utterly  useless  ctjm- 
modity,  caring  as  little  for  human  beings 
as  they  did  for  him;  but  he  loved  Nature — 
for  she  does  not  whisper  her  secrets  only 
to  the  wise  and  prudent— and  hated  cruelty 
to  dumb  and  helpless  animals  so  much  that 
to  witness  it  would  shake  his  puny  body 
as  with  a  whirlwind  of  wrath.  People 
laughed  at  such  impotent  anger,  yet  it 
was  a  terrible  thing  to  suffer,  and  he  would 
Toam  the  woods  far  and  wide  to  find 
trapped  animals  and  set  them  free. 

It  was  through  this  ruling  passion  of 
his  that  he  and  Leybourne  became  friends  ; 
yet  the  beginning  was  stormy  enough,  for 
outside  the  smithy  on  fine  days  hung  a 
cage  with  a  lark  in  it,  which  belonged  t(j 
3ioung  Dick  Leybourne   before   they  had 
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made  a  convict  of  him.  In  former  days 
Amos  had  been  a  godfearing  man  and 
a  churchgoer,  but  his  son's  disgrace  had 
fallen  on  him  like  a  blight,  and  he  would 
sometimes  drink  hard,  and  swear  hard 
too,  forgetting  former  piety. 

One  sunnv  dav  he  went  to  feed  this 
bird,  and  found  the  cage-door  open,  the 
captive  free,  and  Dan  standing  close  by 
listening. 

"  Vou  young  devil ! "  he  cried  fiercely, 
catching  up  in  his  rage  the  first  thing  that 
came  to  hand  :  it  was  an  iron  bar,  but, 
in  spite  of  his  fury,  he  dared  not  use  it, 
for  the  crazy  lad  seemed  hardly  to  heed 
him  at  all. 

"Hush!  It's  gone  right  up  into  the 
blue.  I  can't  see  it  now,  but  it  is  sing- 
ing— singing — singing.  If  I  could  open 
Dick's  cage  and  let  him  out  so,  what 
would  vou  (l(j  to  me  then !  " 

The  man's  fierce,  strong  hand  fell 
paralysed ;  he-  could  not  even  hear  the 
lark's  rejoicing  notes,  but  Dan  could 
cvidrntl},  U)X  the  seemingly  dead  soul 
was  kindled  in  his  face  as  he  looked 
up  stead  fast  ly  :  perhaps  in  that  moment 
he,  too,  knew  himself  a  captive,  and 
realised  dimly  that  there  might  come  a 
day  ol  escape. 

"If  it  were  Dick  now,"  he  repeated 
fearlessly,  "  who  loved  the  wild  free  life, 
and  you  could  set  him  free  with  just  one 
touch,  wouldn't  you  do  it  ?" 
.  Hut  without  answering,  the  old  man 
went  into  his  sniithv,  cursing  his  own 
cruelty  ior  having  kept  the  poor  bird  in 
captivity  so  long;  and  from  that  luuir  Dan 
and  he  were  friends. 

IVoni  (liirerent  causes,  the  one  was  as 
solitary  as  the  other,  for  Amos  Leybourne 
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ht'ui  sluit  himself  up  with  his  sorrow, 
>;^r()wing  daily  more  hard  and  dcspairin*;. 
lie  did  liis  work  almost  wordlessly,  and, 
being  so  dull,  grew  unpopular  ;  hut  Dan, 
in  liis  aimless,  shiftless  way,  would  come 
in  when  he  listed,  and  squat  by  the  forge 
like  some  hobgoblin,  and  open  that  dazed 
mind  of  his  with  a  certainty  of  sympathy, 
unspoken  though  it  might  be. 

S(mietimes  he  would  blow  the  huge 
forge  bellows,  for  he  liked  to  watch  the 
fierce  Hare  rising  and  falling,  that  made 
Amos's  face  above  glow  weirdly ;  he  liked 
the  rushing  red  s})arks,  and  the  roar  they 
made* ;  and  then  when  the  music  of  the 
anvil  spoke,  he  would  sit  silent,  more 
goblin-like  than  ever,  with  listening  bright 
eyes. 

Amos,  in  a  rough,  hard  way,  tried  to  do 
his  duty  by  the  lad,  bidding  him  work, 
and  painting  the  horrors  of  the  "house" 
to  which  such  idleness  must  bring  him. 

To  such  counsel  Dan  would  listen 
hopelessly  :  for  Amos  might  as  well  have 
tried  to  tame  some  senseless  woodland 
animal  to  skilled  labour  as  to  hannner 
Dan*s  wandering  wits  into  any  useful 
shape. 

Sustained  labour  of  anv  sort  was  not 
in  him,  but  only  erratic  fancies,  mere 
hindrances  in  the  way  of  earning  bread  ; 
anil  at  last  Amos  gave  up  any  attempt  at 
imj)roving  him.  and  then  they  became 
l)Otter  friends  than  ever :  for  good  advice* 
kad  a  deadening  effect  on  Dan's  natural 
gifts,  and,  left  to  himself,  he  could  charm 
away  n^any  a  sad  hour  for  the  man  stricken 
childless  in  his  old  age. 

Mis  quaint,  shrewd  questions  were  a 
wonder  to  Amos,  anil  the  pathetic  strivings 
of  a  weak  intellect  towards  an  under- 
standing of  many  mysteries  which  even 
wise  men  cannot  fathom  roused  healing 
pity  in  a  heart  that  might  otherwise  have 
grown  loveless. 

**  Who  tells  the  plants  and  things  when 
the  spring  is  coming  ?  '*  he  would  often 
ask.  **  Something  whispers  the  secret  to 
them  .before  ith*e  last  snow  is  gone." 

**  *'ris  the  longer  days  and  the  sun  that 
warms  the  ground." 

Hut  Dan  was  not  convinced.  **  No ! 
No  !     I  've  seen  plants  put  away  into  dark 


j)laces,  where  the  sun  never  shines,  and 
even  they  know,  and  stretch  out  weakly 
leaves  that  go  seeking  until  they  die  of 
want.  Something  creeps  in  and  tells 
them,  and  I  want  to  know  what  it  is  ?  " 

*'  Idle  fancies,  lad,  idle  fancies  1  You 
should  mind  your  work.  Such  item- 
ming  at  the  plough-tail  means  crooked 
furrows.'* 

But  it  was  said  merely  for  form's  sake, 
for  the  old  man  quite  recognised  that 
there  was  no  change  possible  with  Dan 
in  this  life;  and,  comparing  his  ow^n 
rugged  strength  with  the  boy's  weak 
body,  he  saw  that  there  was  little  or  no 
fi'ar  of  his  making  old  bones. 

Dan,  on  his  part,  paid  no  attention  to 
the  formal  remonstrance,  but  pursued  his 
own  train  of  thought  to  the  roaring 
accompaniment  of  the  forge  fire. 

" 'Tis  like  the  wind  when  it's  angry 
with  the  trees.  I  've  seen  them  turn  all 
ways  to  avoid  the  blows,  and  even  the 
liead  leaves  run  away  from  fear,  like 
rabbits  when  the  keeper's  dog  chases 
them.  Everything  is  timorous  of  the 
wind  :  see  the  great  black  clouds  running 
for  dear  life,  with  no  place  to  hide  in. 
Why  are  they  so  frightened  ?  " 

"They  are  not  frightened  any  more 
than  those  sparks  you  are  blowing  up." 

"Oh,  but  thev  are!  You  see  them 
trying  to  catch  hold  of  each  other,  just 
for  company.  They  are  scared  as  I  am, 
when  it 's  dark,  and  there  is  no  one  near." 

For  the  darkness  was  Dan's  great 
terror.  Not  the  soft,  shadowv  darkness 
of  a  starlit  night — for  he  had  roamed  the 
woods  on  his  errands  of  mercy  too  often 
for  that — but  the  indoor  loneliness  of 
night,  with  no  one  near,  was  what  he 
ilreaded  and  feared,  and  his  people, 
understanding  this,  used  it  as  a  means  of 
punishment,  not  knowing  what  they  did. 

(^n  fine  Sundays  this  godless  pair — 
from  a  church-going  point  of  view — would 
wander  through  the  fields  in  a  strange 
yet  loving  companionship  that  never 
jarred.  Perhaps  if  Dan  had  been  hale 
and  hearty,  Amos,  thinking  of  thfe  tall, 
strong  son.  might  have  hated  him ;  Init 
the  lad's  strength  to  win  his  fetheiiy 
affection    lav    in    his  weakness  and  the 
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expression  of  quaint,  fantastic  ideas, 
bringing  a  new  interest  to  chase  away  sad 
thoughts. 

Very  proud  was  Dan  to  let  Amos  peep 
in  upon  the  nesting  birds  which  he  had 
discovered  during  the  week,  and  his  thin, 
gaunt  hand  would  replace  every  sheltering 
twig  with  scrupulous  care,. 

Then  it  was  pleasant  to  sit  by  the 
murmuring  brook,  all  bright  and  babbling 
with  the  spring  rains,  and  on  either 
mossy  bank  a  wealth  of  primroses.  Amos 
would  smoke  a  comforting  pipe  there, 
and  Dan  watch  the  mirrored  clouds  and 
the  little  frets  of  waves  that  dimpled  into 
sunshine  at  his  feet.  They  were  a  happy, 
harmless  pair  then,  although  Amos*s 
theology  was  often  put  to  a  severe  test 
by  Dan*s  vain  imaginings  concerning 
things  incomprehensible  as  he  looked 
almost  unwinkingly  upon  the  pale  April 
sun.  He  thought  the  world  must  be  very 
dark  to  any  sight  behind  that  glittering 
screen. 

**  God  can't  see  little  specks  like  us,"  he 
said  once.  "  Away  up  in  such  brightness 
as  that  nobody  could." 

•*  Maybe  not,"  answered  Amos,  and  then 
checked  himself  liking  to  think  that  an 
all-merciful  and  beneficent  vision  rested 
sometimes  on  the  captive  Dick.  "  But  the 
parson  says  that  he  can,  and  you  must 
mind  him,  because  you  are  weakly  and 
like  to  be  soon  took." 

Dan  nestled  up  against  this  one  friend 
of  his  with  scared,  beseeching  eyes. 

**  1  can't  bide  here,  or  there,  all  alone  ! 
'Twould  be  darkness  when  the  stars 
weren't  lit  o'  nights.  We  *11  go  together 
when  the  time  comes  ;  eh,  Amos  ?  " 

His  eyes,  large  and  bright  as  a  frightened 
rabbit's,  were  full  of  fear  of  the  unknown, 
and  Amos  soothed  him  with  vague  kindly 
promises,  feeling  inwardly  certain  that  the 
lad  would  be  called  first,  leaving  an  empty 
place  in  an  old  man's  heart.  Through 
the  summer  this  seemed  more  than  prob- 
able, for,  as  the  villagers  said,  Dan  began 
to  dwindle  and  pine,  and  lively  hopes  were 
expressed  that  the  Lord  might  be  pleased 
to  take  such  a  useless  commodity  to  Him- 
self. He  was  not  scantily  fed  or  clothed, 
for  Amos  saw  to  that,  and  clanged  hammer 


on  anvil  with  a  good  will  which  never 
comes  when  the  toil  is  only  self-seeking, 
but  Dan's  childhood  had  been  one  of 
hardness  and  hunger,  with  little  care  or 
pity  shown  him — such  a  ne'er-do-weel  as 
he  had  been,  and  still  was — so  the  life  in 
his  thin  body  grew  frail,  and  drooped  into 
early  autumn. 

It  was  then  that  Amos — hale,  strong 
Amos,  with  years  of  life  still  in  him — fell 
off  the  ladder,  when  he  was  new-thatching 
his  cottage,  and  had  to  lie  with  his  lower 
limbs  already  dead,  waiting  for  death  to 
creep  up  higher,  and  lay  a  silencing  touch 
upon  the  mainspring  that  still  beat  steadily 
on,  bearing  the  inevitable  with  fortitude. 
It  was  Dan  whose  heart  went  nigh  to 
break ;  and  if  by  force  they  turned  him 
out  of  the  sick-room,  he  would  wander 
disconsolately  to  the  dark  and  deserted 
forge,  where  all  the  merry  sparks  lay  in 
grey  ash,  and  the  lark's  empty  cage  hung 
outside  the  door. 

He  would  sit  there,  trying  to  think 
what  his  little  world  would  be  like  without 
the  one  friend  who  had  patience  with  him 
always,  nor  ever  scared  his  weak  spirit 
with  roughness  or  unkind  words.  He 
knew  it  would  darken  to  him,  as  the 
brightness  of  the  forge  had  already  done; 
and  the  fear  of  being  left  alone  seized  him 
like  a  terror. 

It  was  towards  the  end,  when  Amos*8 
stout  heart  had  perforce  to  falter  and 
weaken  for  lack  of  strength,  that  to  Dan 
was  given  the  last  watch.  Amos  had 
willed  it  so,  in  spite  of  opposition,  being 
dogged  of  purpose  even  then. 

He  wanted  to  try  and  comfort  the  lad 
over  whom  he  yearned  in  unselfish  pity 
and  love  ;  and  to  see  him  creeping  in  with 
eyes  of  piteous  affection,  like  some  los^ 
scared  animal,  whenever  a  chance  pre- 
sented itself,  made  Amos  forget  his  owil 
sufferings,  to  remember  only  the  helpless- 
ness which  so  depended  on  him,  and  which 
would  be  left  so  comfortless. 

He  tried  to  speak  cheerfully,  if  with 
no  orthodox  consolation,  endeavouring  to 
make  the  parting  seem  but  a  little  thing ; 
only  Dan  knew  better,  having  seen  the 
desolation  which  had  already  fallen  upon 
the  cheerful  forge,  with  no  master  hand  to 


wake  the  music  of  the  anvil.  For  the 
first  time  in  their  friendsliip  the  voice  of 
Amos  could  bring  him  no  comfort,  and  to 
all  that  he  said  Dan  hod  but  one  response, 
one  passionate  request  to  make — that  they 
should  set  out  together  on  the  unknown 

"  You  firomisii/,  Amos,"  he  wailed  again 
and  again.  "  You  promisi'd  that  1  shouldn't 
bide  down  here  all  alone." 


The  shadows  of  night  were  beginning 
to  draw  round  the  bed,  and  the  mind  of 
Amos  to  grope  amongst  other  shadows, 
dreamy  and  unreal.  To  his  feverish  fancy, 
he  seemed  to  hear  in  the  wild  pleading  of 
this  poor,  feeble  soul  the  beseeching  of 
even-  prisoner  and  captive  in  the  world, 
and  a  passionate  pity  for  him  and  for  them 
brought  tears  to  the  dying  eyes. 

In  Dan's  despairing  cry  he  heard  the 


But  .\mos  shook  a  feeble  hcail  in  dis- 
ap|>roval. 

"  We  must  all  bide  our  time,  lad.  'Twon't 
be  a  long  job,  anyhow ;  and  the  dyin'  isn't 
so  hard  as  you  fancy." 

Daii  crept  ln-secchingl)  nearer,  his 
exceeding  grief  making  the  falVrly  heart 
ache,  for  all  its  weakne.ss. 

"  When  you  are  gone,  thty  will  shut  nic 
up  in  the  'house' — I've  heard  them  say 
so — and  I  shall  never  be  let  out  to  pick 
even  a  flower  to  put  in  t'  churchyard.  Take 
me  w  nh  you !     Oh,  take  me  with  you  ! " 


voice  of  his  son  pleading  for  liherly,  ;itid 
recalled  the  rapture  of  ibi-  free'd  lark's 
rejoicing  song,  reflected  in  Dan's  fair  a^i 
he  -Stood  listening  by  the  eniptv  i::iy;r.  He 
knew,  short  as  the  lime  inifitit  lie,  it  would 
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being,  whose  one  faithful  friend  hi-  had 
been.  It  was  like  leaving  a  stray  l.iiiil)  ti) 
wander  helpless  and  forlorn,  while  he  u-as 
hastening  to  shelter.  It  seemed  a  cruel 
desertion,  and,  groping  among  shadows  as 
he  was,  all  question  of  right  and  wrong 
lost  itself  completely  in  pity.     He  could 


not  pass  in  peace  with  that  despairing  cry 
for  help  holding  him  back,  and  again  he 
thought  of  the  lark's  song  in  the  heavens 
when  Dan's  merciful  hand  had  set  it  free. 
Shut  in  a  cage,  the  poor  bird  had  moped 
and  fretted,  only  remembering  to  sing 
again  with  happy  liberty  and  the  joy  of 
soaring  beyond  human  vision.  With  eyes 
gron'n  very  dim,  and  by  the  light  of  a 
pale  summer  moon  just  beginning  to 
shine  faintly  through  the  window,  the 
d)-ing  man  looked  at  Dan's  anxious  face, 
so  worn  with  suspense  and  fear,  and  knew 
that  he  could  not  leave  him  behind, 
any  more  than  he  could  have  left  Dick 
still  in  prison  if  any  strength  of  his 
would  have  had  power  to  undo  the  bolts 
and  bars, 

"Hush.  lad!  hush!  You  shall  bide 
along  of  me,  and  we'll  go  together,  wher- 
ever it  may  be  ;  but — J  'd  like  you  to  say  a 
prayer  first,  to  make  the  waking  easier  in 
the  morning." 

Poor  Amos!  He  wasn't  half  so  par 
ticular  about  himself,  but  he  thought  this 
weak  soul  might  need  more  help ;  but 
Dan,    even    in    his    thankfulness,    could 


remember  no  prayer;  so  Amos  said  the 
Blessing  over  him,  the  only  thing  he 
could  clearly  recall  from  former  church- 
goings,  and  then  bade  him  nestle  close 
and  go  to  sleep. 

Trustful  as  any  child,  and  inexpressibly 
happy  and  comforted,  Dan  kisaad  his 
friend  good-iti'ght,  and  lay  down  by  his 
side  to  go  peacefully  to  sleep.  By  the 
moon's  rays,  which  were  already  turning 
the  dark  shadows  into  light,  and  with 
dim,  loving  eyes,  Amos  watched  until 
the  lad's  slumber  deepened  into  perfect 
repose.  Then,  with  firm  hand — for  Amos 
had  been  struck  down  in  his  strength 
without  a  wasting  illness  to  steal  vigour — 
he  pressed  the  sleeper's  face  closer  and 
closer  against  his  own  breast. 

After  a  time  Dan's  rest  became  troubled, 
but,  the  life  in  him  being  so  feeble,  there 
was  hardly  a  struggle,  and  in  a  few 
moments  the  cage  was  empty. 

Amos  lived  twelve  hours  longer,  but  was 
already  beyond  the  voices  of  earth.  He 
lay  passive,  his  stern  face  softened  with  a 
smile,  hearing,  perhaps,  high  in  the 
heavens,  the  happy  singing  of  a  lark. 
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KFORK  us  lies  a  long  stretch  of  lush 
meadow-land.  The  thin  veil  of 
ing  mist  that  broods  over  the  stream 
i;ichiiig  forth  an  arm  to  embrace  the 
ivs  down   in  )Onder  bend.     There  is 


of  a  solitary  snipe  comes  to  us  from  the 
<listant  osier-beds,  and  an  early  angler  is 
flicking  his  bait  up-stream  to  tempt  some 
less  war>-  trout  to  rise  from  its  hiding- 
place     on     the     bed     of    the    swirling 


silincc  everywhere,  save  for  the  gentle 
sighing  of  the  sedge  or  the  voice  of  the 
dalichick  when,  standing  erect  on  his 
grass  hummock,  he  stretches  his  little 
wings  out]  laughs  aloud.     The  drumming 
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truest  in  triumph. 
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A  literary  master  crafisin;in,  a  fabricator  Mr.  Swinburne's  sleepy  world  of  streams. 
of  fine  phrases,  a  Stevenson,  a  Hawthorne,  Herea  truant  urchin  is  angling:  forminnows 
a    Tlioreau    might    pen    many    a    deftly      in  the  plank-spanncd  tributary,  whilst  from 

yonder  reach  a  slip  of  a  country 
lass  is  approaching  with  spalls 
of  marsh -marigold  and  purplc 
loosc  -  strife.  Presently  the 
stream  broadens  and  dcscncA 
the  name  of  river.  Rush  and 
sedge  arc  of  ranker  and  closer 
i^niHth,  and  long  strands  of 
w  atiT  -  weed  afford  shelter  to 
vvluile  battalions  of  troutlels. 
Splash  and  ripple  betray  to  ex- 
perienced ears  that  the  water- 
rat  is  alert  and  seeking  whom 
he  may  devour.  Round  that 
islet  in  mid-stream  a  moorhen 


worded  paragraph  in  prajsc  of 
such  richly  endowed  solitudes ; 
but  men  of  coarser  grain  must 
|)erforce  content  themselves 
with  such  felicity  of  phrase  as 
comes  readily  to  hand.  Our 
pathwa}'  closely  skirts  the 
water's  edge.  We  tread  along 
its  windings  cautiously,  watch- 
ing the  tilt  and  loumcy  of  ihc 


dragon-ilii'B 

over    the 
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and  Holing 

the    errant 

llight    of 

the 

tiny    copper 

huttertlies. 

Here,  if  a 

uywhc 

re.   nlu^t    lie 

slowly  steers  into  open  water. 
to  dive  instantly  on  detecting 
tmr  proximitj'.  Presently,  tixi. 
we  reach  another  bend  in  tlie 
river,  where  the  herbage  on 
the  marge  is  thicker  still  and 
seclusion  is  complete- 

This   is  the   haunt    of    Hw 

"■alor-rail    {Ri'llus    aguatirtu). 

one  of  the  shyest  birds  found 

iinywhere  in  the  British  Isles— 

M(  shy,  indeed,  that  although 

the  f>  male  leaves  her  footprints 

<■  day  after  day,  the  sharpest  eye 

ii-reabcnils  will  fail   to  discover 

>  has    laid   her  young.      Those 
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who  have  best  studied  the  character- 
istics of  the  water- rail  have  wondered 
how  it, ever  gathered  courage  to  emerge 
from  primseval  solitude  or  waste  and 
draw  nearer  to  the  busy  haunts  of  man- 
kind. Like  many  another  species — the 
heron,  the  bittern,  and  the  avocet  for 
example — it  has  rapidly  decreased  in 
numbers  since  our  ancestors  left  their  flint 
implements  strewn  hither  and  thither  along 
our  river-beds  for  the  delectation  of  that 


springs  during  the  winter ;  but  Pennant 
and  Strickland  assi^  it  a  narrower  range. 
A  few  years  back  it  was  veiy  plentiful  at 
Redbourn  Uury,  St.  Albans.  The  photo- 
graph at  the  beginning  of  this  article  is  of 
a  bird  shot  on  the  boggy  reach  near  the 
watercress  beds  at  Whitwell,  in  pleasant 
Hertfordshire,  the  county  beloved  by 
\\'alton  and  by  Lamb. 

The   water  -  rail   is  very  seldom   seen. 
Unlike  the  gannet,  whose  numbers  on  the 


more  scientific  and  bird-slaying  race  which 
was  to  come.  But  though  doubtles!> 
destined  to  extinction  in  a  not  ver}' 
distant  foture,  the  water-rail  is  at  present 
well  distributed  throughout  England, 
usually  lurking  in  marshy  vicinities,  where 
it  can  indulge  its  love  of  solitude  to 
the  top  of  its  bent.  In  Scotland  and 
Ireland  its  range  is  limited.  Mr.  Cilfred 
Hartley  mentioned  it  among  birds  shot  by 
him  in  the  Outer  Hebrides.  It  is  named  by 
recent  writers  as  a  denizen  of  Barbary, 
l.g}'pt,  India,  China,  and  even  Iceland,  in 
which  country  it  is  said  to  haunt  the  warm 


Island  of  Suia  Sgeir,  near  I.cwis — we  l)cg 
"Sheila's"  pardon.  "M^  I^wis"  — are 
cslimated  at  300,000,  the  water-rail  kifps 
but  little  company.  Your  chance  of  over 
seeing  one  is  small  indeed  should  you  lack 
the  trained  eye  and  ear  of  an  ardent 
naturali.st.  Patient  observation,  hoxu'ver, 
is  destined  to  reap  full  reward  this  morning. 
We  reach  the  farther  side  of  llie  l>end 
already  mentioned,  and,  sitting  in  silence 
on  the  half-sunken  fence,  watch  how  thu 
river  runs  swiftly  down  its  sloping  bed  and 
eildies  and  swiHs  as  it  sweeps  past  that 
narrow  stretch  of  shingle  on  the  opposite 
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bank.  FTcacntly,  fifty  yards  aheail,  we 
caich  a  momentary  glimpse  of  a  wild  duck 
(trifling  slowly  towards  us,  his  body  under 
the   shadow   of  the    near   bank,    but   the 


velvet,  glossy  head  hallied  in  sunshine. 
At  the  same  timi;  there  is  a  slight  move- 
ment and  rustle  among  the  rushes,  almost 
vis-a-vis  to  our  [htcIi  ;  then  the  brown 
head  and  long  bill  of  the  water- rail 
emerge  limorously  from  a  tiny  green 
arcade  of  rush.  A  short  run  across  that 
Ufw  var<ls  of  clearer  sandy  shore,  a  few 
harsh,  stridnil  rall-n.iles— that  is  all.  The 
water-rail    has 


migrate  south  to  sunnier  climes,  an 
individual  bir<l  may  be  found  here  and 
there  taking  refuge  in  a  hole  in  ditch 
or  bank.  At  such  times  they  are  very 
hungT>-,  or  paialjied 
by  fright,  for  they 
have  been  captured 
by  hand  in  sito- 
ations  whence  escape 
would  have  been 
easy. 

We  spent  the 
winter  of  1887  at 
St.  Albans,  and  wit- 
nessed a.  remarkable 
sequence  of  e%-eDts. 
One  day  early  in 
November  wc  had 
found  a  hare  cnmcl^, 
ing  by  the  fimtaoe 
in  the  stokehole  at 
St.  Peter's  Xursery.  The  hare,  not  being 
us  sensible  of  the  privileges  of  hunuD 
friendship  as  were  the  hares  of  the  poet 
Cowper,  beat  a  i)rccipitatc  and  inglorious 
retreat.  We  were  watching  the  passing 
of  pussy  when  wc  descried  an  immense 
number  of  birds  approaching  from  the 
north.  They  |)roved  to  be  tieldfares 
{Tiirdus   pilaris).       So    great    was     their 
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musUT  that  half  an  liour  ilajiscd 
«Tc  ihe  Mragglers  of  ihu  nat- 
giiard  had  passed.  That  morning 
a  water-rail  walked  Iciaurily  om  of 
the  ditch,  crossed  the  road,  and 
threaded  its  way  through  the  coarse 
grass  by  the  wayside  towards 
Bcmard's  Heath.  We  followid  in 
its  wake,  and  traced  its  jiath  for 
Bomt:  distance  by  the  impress  of 
its  long  grallatoriul  toes  in  the  xifl 
drift. 

The  water- rail  rears  two  I  (roods 
each  season — to,  at  least,  we  an' 
assured  by  excellrnt  atilhurities. 
The  nest  is  even  more  sedulously 
hiilden  than  that  uf  thr  night- 
ingale. It  is  composed  uf  coarae 
herbagi",  ^lucli  as  grass  or  rnsh  or 
reed,  and  is  placed  amidst  ihf 
dej>se«  shelter  of  aijiiati-  jilant'^. 
The  eggs  vary  in  nunitH-r  frimi  tivi- 
III  seven;  they  are  not  easy  to 
discribe,  but  a  specinuii  formerly  in  tin: 
«riter'H  [lossession  was  of  olive  green, 
sfKitteil  and  dashed  with  reddish  brown. 


<  )rn;e  more  we  are  abroad  early 
cm  a  faultless  moniing.  We  are 
many  miles  from  the  scene  of  our 
former  ramble,  but  are,  neverthe- 
less, again  bending  our  steps 
towards  the  haunt  of  the  water-rail. 
*ru-dav'  our  quest  leads  us  beside 
broailer  waters,  where  several 
tributary  brooks  babble  noisily 
down  the  plain,  to  "flood  the  haunts 
of  hem  and  crake."  A  pair  of 
vellow  wagtails  are  frolicking  round 
the  legs  of  a  restive  heifer  stand- 
ing knee-deep  in  the  long  grass 
on  our  right,  and  a  whole  bevy 
of  swallows  are  describing  long, 
superlatively  graceful  curves  as  they 
chase  each  other  up  and  down  the 
river.  Presently  we  are  at  our 
rendezvous ;  a  friend  puts  off  in  his 
punt  from  the  opposiite  bank,  and 
nulh  across  to  take  us  aboard.    We 


.irift  >louly  d..Hn  the  lid.-  for  a  couple  of 
miles,  |>ush  our  punt  well  back  among  the 
sheltering  reeds,  and  wait  the  course  of 


THE   HAUXT   OF  THE  WATER-RAIL. 


events  with  ready  cameras  and  watcliful 
eyes.  Such  a  retreat  would  excite 
envy  in  the  breast  of  any  lotus-eater, 
or  elicit  a  sigh  of  satisfaction  from  that 
poet  who  desired  a  lodge  in  some  vast 
wilderness.  The  configuration  of  the 
country  hereabouts  suggests  reminiscences 
of  the  Valley  of  the  Avon,  between 
Sopley  and  Chrislchurch,  save  for  a  more 
abundant  foliage,  for  of  willows  alone 
there  arc  enough  here  to  satisfy  Mr.  Gran: 
Allen. 

We  are  beginning  to  feel  intermittent 
hankerings  for  the  contents  of  the 
lunch  eon- basket,  when  our  many  neigh- 
bours seem  to  awake  to  increased  liveli- 
ness. Some  big  frogs  near  our  anchorage 
are  waxing  restless  and  noisy,  and  thi^ 
grasshoppers  are  pyiing  with  commend- 
able persistence  from  the  bank-side.  .At 
short   inu-rvals   the   cnois   call    from    the 


buUrushes,  which  half  screen  from  view 
the  islet  in  mid-atream ;  and  here  and  thei» 
among  yonder  patches  of  duckweed  the 
smaller  trout  are  rising  almost  momentarilv, 
as  if  better  to  view  those  masses  of 
white  cloud  scud<'.ing  across  the  blue, 
and  causing  a  procession  of  shadows 
to  pass  down  the  river.  Fortunately, 
we  maintain  strict  silence,  for  suddenly 
two  water-rails  appear  within  ten  yards' 
distance,  threading  sinuous  passage  among 
the  rushes.  Instinctively  we  glance  in  the 
right  direction,  and  trace  the  two  snipe- 
like birds  treading  in  Indian  file,  wif|^ 
bills  turned  downwards  in  readiness  for 
any  boimt-bouche  that  may  lie  in  their  path. 
Simultaneously  a  hearty  laugh  rings  out 
from  we  three.  In  the  "  interests  ol 
science  "  we  have  watched  those  birds  will* 
keen  scrutiny,  but  in  our  excitement  have 
forgotten  all  about  o. 
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No.  II.— THE  INCIDENT  OF  THE  DIAMOND  BRACELET. 

By  EMERIC  nULME-BEAMAN. 

Author  of  "  The  Princess  Diamond;'  "  The  Faith  that  Kills,"  etc.,  etc. 


I  HAD  just  finished  dinner  one  even- 
ing, and  throwing  myself  into  an 
easy-chair,  was  in  the  act  of  lighting  a 
•cigar,  when  there  came  a  sudden  knock 
at  my  door,  and  the  next  moment  Archi- 
<bald  Batts  walked  in. 

**  My  dear  fellow,"  said  I,  jumping  up, 
'**  I  am  glad  to  see  you !  A  glass  of  wine  ? 
The  port  is  '63 — or  perhaps  you  prefer 
•whisky  ?  It  is  weeks  since  I  last  had  the 
pleasure  of  meeting  you !  Where  have 
you  been  all  this  time  ?  " 

Batts  poured  himself  out  a  glass  of  port, 
Avhich  he  held  to  the  light  critically,  then 
sipped. 

**  1  should  have  said  '68,"  he  observed 
•calmly,  putting  the  glass  down. 

**  By  Jove,  and  I  believe  you  're  right ! 
I  had  mistaken  the  decanter.  Sit  down, 
my  dear  chap,  and  have  a  cigar." 

**  Thanks.     I  have  been  to  Cairo." 

"Cairo?    Ah!" 

**Yes,  I  had  business  there,"  he 
remarked.  Then  his  eye  travelled  to  the 
large  mirror  over  the  mantelpiece,  in 
-which  were  stuck  a  dozen  or  so  cards  of 
invitation.  He  got  up  leisurely,  and  sur- 
veying one  of  these,  turned  to  me  with  a 
:smile. 

"  I  see  you  are  going  to  Lady  Denton's 
ball,"  said  he,  **  on  Tuesday  next.  So  am 
I." 

"  Why,"  I  smiled,  **  you  don't  mean  it ! 
i  thought  you  had  abjured  dancing !  " 

*'  But  not  dances,"  he  explained.  "  At 
least,  not  entirely — not,  that  is  to  say, 


when  it  suits  my  purpose  to  go  to 
them." 

**0h,  then  you  have  a  purpose,  my 
dear  Batts,  in  going  to  Lady  Denton's 
ball  }  " 

"  Yes,"  he  replied  slowly,  "  I  have  a 
purpose." 

**  Well,  curiously  enough,  so  have  L" 

Batts  leaned  back  in  his  chair  and 
smiled. 

**  My  good  Bertram,"  said  he,  **  I 
applaud  your  taste  !     She  is  very  pretty." 

**  She  }  *'  I  exclaimed. 

"  Colonel  Luxmore's  niece." 

"Good  heavens!"  I  said,  "how  on 
earth  did  you  know  that  Miss  Luxmore 
was  to  be  at  Lady  Denton's  ball }  " 

"  I  had  the  privilege  of  being  allowed 
to  glance  over  her  Ladyship's  invitation- 
list." 

"  And  you  are  acquainted  with  her?"  I 
asked  in  surprise. 

"  With  Lady  Denton  ?     Certainly." 

"  No,  no  !  With  Miss  Luxmore — with 
the  Luxmores ! " 

"  I  am  not.  Control  your  astonishment, 
Bertram !  I  have  on  more  than  one 
occasion  heard  you  mention  the  young 
lady  in  terms  of  discreet  adoration  and — 
drew  my  conclusions.  She  is  one  of  the 
belles  of  the  season.  This,  of  course, 
you  know  as  well  as  L  But  you  may  not 
be  aware  of  the  fact  that  Lady  Denton's 
ball  is  given  entirely  in  Miss  Luxmore's 
honour — in  celebration  of  that  charming 
young  lady's  birthday,  in  fact." 
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**  I  guessed  it,"  said  I.  "  Lady  Denton 
is  not  only  a  very  old  friend  of  the 
Luxmores,  but,  I  believe,  also  a  distant 
connection.  She  stands  almoGt  in  the 
place  of  a  mother  to  Ethel — ahem  ! "  I 
corrected  myself,  **  to  IVIiss  Luxmore." 

**  Ho,  ho !  "  smiled  Batts,  "  it  has  gone 
as  far  as  that,  has  it  ?  " 

**  She  is  an  heiress,"  I  replied  ;  **  I  but 
a  wretched  author." 

"Fiddle!"  said  Batts.  **  You  authors 
need  not  disparage  yourselves,  though  it 
appears  to  be  the  fashion  for  you  to  do 
so — to  attath  to  the  name  of  author  one 
of  the  adjectives  *  wretched,'  *  poor,*  or 
*  struggling  *  !  It  is  mock  modesty,  Bert- 
ram. You  know  well  enough  that  the 
successful  author  of  to-day  is  the  pet  of 
society ;  that  the  modern  author's  path  is 
strewn  with  roses  and  not  with  thorns ; 
that  the  Grub  Street  traditions  of  the  past 
ended  with  the  days  of  Goldsmith  and 
Johnson  1  To  be  an  author  is  in  itself  a 
recommendation  to  the  favours  of  young 
ladies.  But,"  he  added  quizzically,  **  I 
presume  in  the  present  instance  you  arc 
not  the  only  competitor  ?  " 

**  Oh  !  I  am  not  a  competitor  at  all,"  I 
answered  carelessly.  '*  Miss  Luxmore  has 
had  offers,  of  course." 

**  Indeed.     And  has  refused  them  ?  " 

'*^he  refused  the  Count — I  know  of  no 
others." 

**The  Count  .'^"  asked  Batts  quickly. 

"The  Count  di  Carrala,  an  Italian 
nobleman  of  great  wealth,  who  has  been 
somewhat  a  figure  in  London  society  of 
late.     You  may  have  come  across  him." 

**  Count  di  Carrala,"  repeated  Batts,  this 
time  slowly  and  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  his 
wine-glass. 

"Yes,  Carrala.  He  was — 1  may  repeat 
it  without  breach  of  confidence :  it  is  no 
secret — a  suitor  for  Miss  Luxmore's  hand." 

"Ah,"  said  Batts,  and  for  some 
moments  was  silent,  and  appeared  to  be 
absorbed  in  the  contemplation  of  his 
cigar  fumes. 

"  A  rejected  suitor  1 "  he  observed  pre- 
sently. 

"  Why !  "  I  laup^hed.  "  You  seem  inter- 
ested.   A  rejected  suitor  midoubtedly." 


"Well,  I  am  interested,"  said  Batts 
quietly  ;  "the  more  so  that  the  Count  di 
Carrala  is  precisely  the  man  for  the  sake 
of  meeting  whom  I  have  decided  to  attend 
Lady  Denton's  ball." 

"  What!  Is  he,  then,  a  friend  of  yours  .?'*' 
I  asked  in  surprise. 

"By  no  mea»s.  I  do  not  even  know 
him." 

"  Another  enigma  !  "  I  murmured. 
•    "A  simple   one.      I  wish  to  make  his- 
acquaintance — that  is  all." 

But  I  could  see  from  the  tone  in  which 
Batts  uttered  the  words  that  "  that "  was 
not  "all,"  and  waited  for  the  enlighten- 
ment that  I  knew  would  follow  in  due 
course. 

"  You  may  have  heard  me  speak,**" 
resumed  Batts,  after  a  slight  pause,  "  of  an 
old  friend  of  mine  who  is  now  dead — a 
man  called  Exley." 

I  had  heard  Batts  mention  the  name 
more  than  once,  and  so  nodded  an 
affirmative. 

"  Exley  married  a  young  Italian  lady  of 
great  beauty  and  of  a  high  family.  I  need 
not  repeat  her  name,  but' she  traced  her 
descent  from  the  Borgias." 

"  Ah,"  said  I,  "  so  many  Italian  families- 
do  that  !  " 

Batts  smiled. 

"  In  this  case  I  think  there  was  justi- 
fication," he  observed.  Then  his  face- 
assumed  a  suddenly  hard  expression^ 
"  Exley  died  soon  after  his  marriage^, 
leaving  all  his  money  to  his  beautiful 
young  wife.     And  she " 

"  Yes.     She " 

"  Married  again." 

Batts  sipped  his  wine  as  he  spoke. 

"  What  has  all  this  got  to  do  with  Count 
di  Carrala  }  "  I  asked. 

"Merely,"  replied  Batts,  "that  there- 
appeared  to  my  mind  to  be  a  slight  mystery 
connected  with  Exley's  death  to  which  it- 
is  possible — possible,  I  say  ;  at  best,  I  can 
only  conjecture — that  the  Count  may  hold 
a  clue." 

I  shook  my  head. 

"  I  am  thoroughly  mystified,"  I  admitted.. 

"Well,"  said  Batts,  rising,  "it  is  a. 
matter  that  I  would  prefer  not  to  discuss — 
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at  least  at  present.  (>ood  night,  my  dear 
Bertram.  We  shall  meet  at  the  ball.  By- 
the-bje,"  he  added,  "on  an  occasion  of  this 
sort  there  is  an  old-world  custom,  is  there 
not,  which  sanctions  the  bestowal  of  birth- 
day presents  on  the  young  lady  in  whose 
honour  the  festivities  are  held — a  custom 
that  obtains  in  Italy  ? " 


reputation  of  being  a  revengeful  family  !  " 
With  which  parting  innuendo  Batts  nodded, 
smiled,  and  left  the  room. 

I  sat  for  some  time,  smoking  thought- 
fully, after  he  had  gone.  I  knew  that 
Batts  rarely  spoke  without  a  motive  or 
acted  without  a  purpose.  And  wltat  his 
motive    and    purpose    might    be    in  thu 


s  bolir 


..liJ. 


"  T  do  not  know .     Possibly." 

Ilatts  paused  at  the  door,  as  if  ponder- 
ing.    Then  he  raised  his  eyes  to  mine. 

"We  will  assume  the  possibility,"  he 
said  in  a  curious  tone.  "  .\lid,  Bertram, 
before  [  go  let  me  tell  you  two  things,  my 
dear  fellow.  The  Countess  di  Carrala.  as 
well  as  her  brother,  will  be  present  at  the 
ball ;  and  the  Carralas  have  in  Italy  the 


present  instance  was  the  question  that 
caused  nic  for  the  next  two  days  a  con- 
siderable amount  of  intermittent  perplixily. 
On  the  morning  of  the  third  dav^the  day 
of  Lady  I>ent.>n's  twll.  that  is' to  say— I 
received  a  hurried  note  from  Batts.  It 
Ountaincd  but  two  lines — 

"  My    brougham    will    call  for  you   to- 
night at  8.J0.     Be   ready  to  accompany 
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me    to    the    Dentons  punctually  at   that 
hour." 

The  •*  punctually  "  was  underlined,  and 
I  confess  to  a  degree  of  astonishment 
both  at  the  early  hour  fixed  by  Batts  for 
our  departure  and  the  emphasis  he  laid 
upon  it.  Evidently  here,  too,  he  had  a 
motive.  I  glanced  again  at  the  invitation - 
card.  The  ball  was  to  begin  at  nine.  That, 
of  course,  meant  9.30 ;  yet  Batts  had  ordered 
his  carriage  for  half-past  eight.  Crediting 
him,  however,  with  a  sufficiently  rational 
purpose,  I  held  myself  in  readiness  at  the 
appcjinted  time,  and  was  not  kept  waiting. 
Batts  drove  up  in  his  brougham  at  the 
stroke  of  the  half-hour,  and  rang  the  bell. 
I  answered  it  myself. 

**  Surely  we  are  ver^  early  ?  "  I  observed, 
throwing  a  light  overcoat  over  my  arm. 

**  I  wish  to  be  early,"  he  answered. 
**  Come,   Bertram,  jump  in  !  " 

We  were,  I  think,  the  first — or,  at  any 
rate,  among  the  first — to  arrive  at  Lady 
Denton's  house,  and  were  shown  into  the 
gentlemen's  cloak-room,  which  we  found 
to  be  empty  when  we  entered  it.  Batts 
looked  round  with  a  satisfied  smile. 

** That's  right!"  he  remarked  com- 
placently.    "  We  're  in  good  time." 

*'  Good  time  !  "  I  repeated.  "  We  are 
half  an  hour  too  early,  my  dear  Batts  ! 
I  hate  arriving  early  at  these  functions  !" 
I  flung  myself  down  in  a  chair.  "  How- 
ever," I  added,  **you  have,  no  doubt,  some 
reason." 

**  Yes,"  he  observed,  **  I  have,  as  you 
kindly  suggest,  some  reason.  I  told  you  I 
wished  to  be  early.  I  will  now  tell  you 
why.""        . 

**  Prav  do." 

**  W^ell,  my  good  Bertram,"  continued 
Batts,  "  my  reason  is  this.  I  have  a  fancy 
to  be  in  the  reception-room  when  the 
Count  and  Countess  di  Carrala  arrive. 
They  may  come  early  or  they  may  come 
late  ;  but  it  is  my  impression  that  they 
will  come  early,  hence  my  desire  to 
anticipate  them." 

**  What  on  earth  is  your  object  in  this.-*" 
I  inquired  a  kittle  testily;  for  Batts's 
manner  at  times  annoyed  me  by  its  calm 
and  tolerant  self-assurance. 


**  My  object  }  "  he  repeated.  "  A  whim, 
my  dear  Bertram,  a  whim — nothing  else. 
The  guests  will  doubtless  be  presented,  in 
turn,  to  Miss  Luxmore  as  they  arrive — at 
any  rate,  such  of  them  as  may  be  deemed 
worthy  of  the  honour,"  he  added  with  a 
smile. 

"In  other  words,  the  Carralas." 

**  Of  course.  They  are,  as  you  have 
told  me,  already  more  or  less  intimately 
acquainted.  It  is  possible — just  possible, 
you  know — that  the  Carralas  (in  accord- 
ance with  that  custom  to  which  I  referred 
the  other  day)  may  take  advantage  of  this 
opportunity  to  make  some  slight  birthday 
offering  to  the  young  lady.  It  would  be, 
after  all,  but  a  graceful  recognition  of  the 
occasion  !  A  bouquet  of  flowers,  perhaps, 
or  a  trinket." 

He  stopped  and  arranged  his  tie  before 
the  glass. 

**  Most  improbable !  "  I  exclaimed,  for  I 
disliked  the  idea  of  Miss  LuxmCre  being 
made  the  recipient  of  favours  from  the 
liands  of  strangers.  **  You  forget  that 
Miss  Luxmore  has  refused  the  Count.  It 
is  scarcely  likely  that  Carrala  would  sig- 
nalise the  incident  by  offering  her  a  birth- 
day gift !  " 

"  On  the  contrary,  it  is  precisely  the  ver}' 
consideration  that  might  induce  a  foreigner 
to  conceal  his  chagrin  by  an  assumption 
of  easy  indifference — such  as  would  be 
implied  by  a  careless  generosity,  for 
instance." 

"  But  as  a  matter  of  delicacv " 

**  As  a  matter  of  delicacy,  his  sister, 
possibly,  might  be  made  the  bearer  of  the 
token  1  But  we  waste  thought  in  idle 
conjectures.     Suppose  we  go  upstairs  }  " 

I  shrugged  my  shoulders  and  followed 
Batts  from  the  cloak-room.  Our  names 
were  announced,  and  a  moment  later  we 
were  shaking  hands  with  Lady  Denton, 
who  greeted  us  with  the  frank  and  genial 
courtesy  of  a  really  well-bred  hostess. 

"  My  dear  Lady  Denton,  I  observe  that 
we  are  a  trifle  earlv,"  remarked  Batts  with 
admirable  sangfroid,  looking  round  at  the 
large  and  empty  reception-room,  as  I 
turned  to  speak  to  Miss  Luxmore,  who  was 
standing  near. 
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"Never  too  early  to  be  welcome,  Mr. 
Batts,"  smiled  Lady  Denton  in  reply. 
**  But,  see — they  begin  to  arrive !  "  and 
as  she  spoke  the  door  was  thrown  open 
and  fresh  guests  were  announced.  In  a 
few  minutes  the  room  began  to  fill  rapidly, 
and  each  new  arrival,  I  noticed,  paid  some 
little  compliment  to  the  beautiful  girl  in 
whose  honour  it  appeared  to  be  generally 
understood  that  the  ball  was  given.  In 
many  instances  these  compliments  were 
accompanied  by  the  presentation  of 
bouquets,  so  that  before  very  long  ]\Iiss 
Luxmore  seemed  to  stand  in  a  kind  of 
miniature  flower-garden  of  her  own— her- 
self (I  thought)  the  most  blooming  and 
fairest  flower  of  them  all.  Batts  mean- 
while moved  about  the  room  with  the  easy 
and  self-contained  manner  that  character- 
ised him,  chatting  with  some  of  his 
acquaintances,  bowing  to  others^  but  the 
whole  time  keeping  a  surreptitious  eye 
upon  the  door.  Presently  from  the  ball- 
room there  came  the  strains  of  the  band 
as  it  struck  up  the  opening  bars  of  a  waltz. 
The  buzz  of  conversation  filled  the  air. 
The  dancers  were  already  busy  with 
their  programmes,  and  a  gentleman  had 
approached  Miss  Luxmore  to  claim  her 
for  the  opening  dance,  when  suddenly 
Lady  Denton  touched  her  arm. 

**One  moment,  dear.  Here  are  the 
Carralas !  "  she  whispered  ;  and  even  as 
she  spoke  I  observed  Batts  move  un- 
obtrusively towards  the  group  and  take  up 
his  position  close  to  Miss  Luxmore. 

The  Countess  di  Carrala,  her  hand  rest- 
ing on  her  brother's  arm,  advanced  with  a 
somewhat  haughty  carriage.  She  was  a 
*  most  striking -looking  woman,  tall,  of  a 
fme  flgure,  and  with  a  face  that  blended 
alike  the  worst  and  the  best  attributes  of 
her  race.  It  might  have  been  called  a 
handsome  face — it  was  dark  and  of  a 
commanding  character,  but  with  scarce 
enough  femininism  to  render  it  entirely 
pleasing,  yet  suflicient  hardness  to  render 
it  almost  repellent.  Between  the  Countess 
aiid  her  brother  there  existed  a  close 
resemblance.  He,  too,  was  a  man  of 
forbidding  aspect,  though  none  could 
deny    that   he    was    handsome.     As    he 

No.  201/  June  'iQxk) 


approached  Lady  Denton  he  handed  to 
his  sister  a  morocco  case,  and  then  with 
a  low  bow  dropped  back  a  pace.  The 
Countess  extended  her  hand  to  our 
hostess  and  murmured  some  conventional 
words;  then  she  turned  slowly  to  Miss 
Luxmore,  who  seemed  to  shrink  a  little 
from  her  regard. 

**  My  dear  Miss  Luxmore,"  she  said, 
speakhig  distinctjjy  and  in  admirable 
English,  though-  with  a  marked  accent, 
"  permit  me  to  offer  you  our  hearty  con- 
gratulations and  good  wishes  on  this  your 
birthday.  Permit  me  also  " — she  opened  as 
she  uttered  the  words  the  morocco  case  and 
took  from  it  a  handsome  diamond  brace- 
let— *'  permit  me,  my  dear  young  friend,  on 
behalf  of  my  brother  and  myself,  to  clasp 
this  trifle  on  your  pretty  wrist.  I  am  sure 
it  will  become  you !  " 

Miss  Luxmore  stammered  an  incoherent 
rej)ly  of  thanks— she  was  visibly  discon- 
certed and  distressed,  yet  hardly  knew 
how  to  reject  this  evidently  well-meant 
act  of  courtesy.  The  gift  was  a  hand- 
some one — she  would  have  liked  to  refuse 
it,  but,  coming  as  it  did  from  the  Countess 
and  not  the  Count,  she  was  at  a  loss  for 
an  excuse  to  do  so.  Lady  Denton,  on  the 
other  hand,  appeared  as  pleased  at  the 
Countess's  present  to  her  protegee  as  ]\Iiss 
Luxmore  was  annoyed  by  it. 

*'  What  a  lovelv  bracelet,  and  how 
quaint !  "  she  exclaimed.  **  Really,  Ethel, 
I  am  inclined  to  envy  you  !  " 

'*  Allow  me,  dear  Miss  Luxmore,  to 
clasp  it  on  your  wrist,"  repeated  the 
Countess,  as  the  young  lady  still  showed 
signs  of  shrinking.  The  Count  stood  in 
the  background,  a  sinister  smile  on  his 
face.  Batts  was  at  the  ('ountess's  elbow, 
carelessly  drawing  on  a  white  kid  glove. 
Miss  Luxmore  took  a  step  forward,  and 
blushingly  held  out  her  soft  white  arm. 
The  Countess  stooped  over  it,  unclasped 
the  bracelet,  and  was  in  the  act  of  placing 
it  on  Miss  Luxmore's  wrist  when  Batts, 
leaning  forward,  chanced  to  catch  his  foot 
in  a  chair,  stumbled,  uttered  an  exclam- 
ation, and  in  the  sudden  efibrt  to  save  his 
balance,  thrust  out  his  arm  with  a  clumsy 
sweep  and  accidentally  struck  the  bracelet. 


•      1      m 
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as  he  did  so»  from  the  Countess's  grasp. 
It  fell  with  a  clatter  to  the  floor.  There 
was  an  angry  murmur  of  astonishment  and 
disgust.  The  Count  clenched  his  fist  and 
took  a  stride  towards  Batts.  The  Countess 
turned  on  him  at  the  same  time  a  look  of 
:oncentrated  and  withering  hate.  Batts 
alone  maintained  his  complete  composure. 
He  stooped  quickly  and  picked  up  the 
bracelet,  apologising  loudly  for  his  un- 
pardonable clumsiness.  Then  with  a  bow 
he  offered  the  bracelet  to  Miss  Luxmore ; 
but  whilr  he  did  so  his  eves  rested  a  second 
on  the  gold  framework  of  the  jewel.  He 
gave  a  little  start  of  surprise. 

**  A  thousanil  pardtjns/'  he  exclaimed, 
•'  but  I  fear  the  bracelet  is — is  bent  a 
little  out  of  shaj)e  !  How  can  1  hope  for 
your  forgiveness,  Miss  Luxmore  —  and 
yours,  Countess  ?  " 

He  stood  irresolutely,  looking  from  one 
to  the  other,  with  the  braeeh^t  in  his  hand. 

"(iivi'  it  me,  Sir!"  said  the  Countess 
haui^htily. 

**  Perniit  me  at  lea>t  the  satisfaction," 
urged  Batts,  *'  of  re[)airing  tlu'  bracelet  \  " 

'*  I  think  it  is  uninjuri'd,"  said  the 
Countess,   examining  the  article  closely. 

"Let  nui  see  it!"  broke  in  the  Count 
with  harsh  abruj)tni'>s.  And  he  took  the 
bracelet  from  his  sister. 

Batts  leaned  forward  and  whisi)ered 
something  hurriedly  to  Miss  Luxmore. 
The  young  iady  started  and  cast  ui)on 
him  a  wild,  frightenetl  look. 

"  As  vou  value  \onr  lite  !  "  1  heard  him 
mutter  to  her  again,  anti  then  he  as 
(juickly  turned  away. 

**  I  regret.  Miss  Luxmore,"  said  the 
Count  di  Carrala,  stepping  forward  the 
next  instant,  **  that  owing  to — to " 

**  This  gentleman's  clumsiness  !  "  inler- 
rujiled  his  sister,  with  a  .^c(irnful  glance 
at  Batts. 

Th(*  Count  smiled. 

Batts  bowed.  **  I  accept  tlie  entire 
blame,  and  am  the  last  to  dei)recate  your 
well  -  deser\'ed  censure,  Countess  !  "  he- 
observed  cheerfully. 

**  Owing  to  this — accident."  continued 
the  C\)unt,  not  heeding  the  interruption, 
•*  \vc  shiiW  be  comj)elled  to  postpone  the 


pleasure  of  presenting  you  with  this  trifling 
mark  of  our  regard.*' 

**  Oh,  please — please  don't  apologibi," 
murmured  Miss  Luxmore  confusedly  ;  "  ii 
really  is  of  no  consequence  at  alL'* 

**None  at  all,"  muttered  Batts  in  my  ear. 
**  Come  along,  Bertram,  out  of  this  crow.l. 
I  want  to  speak  to  you." 

The  Count  and  Countess  passed  on,  thr 
group  dispersed,  and  we  had  scarce!) 
turned  away  when  the  incident  appeare<j 
to  be  forgotten  in  the  press  and  throng  ul 
the  ball-room.  Batts  threaded  his  wa\ 
through  the  crowd,  and  presently  we  found 
ourselves  alone  in  a  quiet  comer  of  one  ol 
the  rooms  set  apart  for  idle  couples.  Batty 
flung  himself  into  a  chair  and  crossed  hi^ 
legs.     I  did  the  same. 

'*  Well,"  said  he,  **  I  fear  I  've  made 
rather  a  mess  of  it." 

**  If  you  allude  to  the  bracelet,"  I  agreed. 
'*yes.  It  certainly  was  not  improved  In 
the  fall." 

**  Oh,  my  dear  Bertram,  I  don't  allude  tu 
that  part  of  the  incident,"  he  laughed. 
"  I  futaut  the  thing  to  be  damaged.  I 
knocked  it  out  t)f  the  woman's  hand  on 
purpose." 

"The  deuce  you  tlid ! "  I  exclaimed- 
*'  What  on  earth  for?" 

**  Why,"  said  Batts  calmly,  **  to  save 
Mis^   Luxmore's  life." 

I  jumj)ed  from  my  chair. 

*Mu>od  Ciod,  man!  what  tlo  vou 
mean  ?  " 

*' Sini|)ly  this,"  said  Batts:  *' I  have  a 
strong  suspicion — almost  amounting  to  a 
I'onviction — that  that  bracelet  contains 
poison.  It  is  this  conviction  that  brought 
me  to  the  ball  to-night.  It  was  this  con- 
viction that  has  made  me  anxious  Xv> 
procure  the  ac([uaintance  of  the  Count  di 
Carrala,  into  whose  possession  I  recentlv 
discovered  that  this  bracelet  had  i)assed. 
1  have  known  of  the  bracelet,  my  ilear 
Bertram,  for  some  time  past.  I  accideiitallv 
traced  it  to  ii.s  present  owner.  It  was  in 
order  to  obtain  pc^ssessitm  of  it  myself  that 
1  wi.slied  to  maki*  that  owner's  acquaint- 
ance.      I    knew    he    would    he    at     I.adv 

• 

Denton's  ball.     That  was  my  purpose     as 
1  told  you  three  days  ago)  in  going  to  the 
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ball  myself.  I  did  not  then,  however, 
aiHicipate  the  denouement  we  have  just 
uitnesscd.  It  had  not  occurred  to  me 
that  this  von-  bracelet  of  which  1  was  in 
search   would    be   offered   as    a    birthday 


in  a  most  startling  way  !  I  am  more  than 
ever  strengthened  in  my  original  con- 
viction. The  Carralas  have  the  inherent 
racial  instinct  of  revenge  implanted  in 
their     breasts.       Thej-    possess     all     the 


'loTr  mr,  dear  Min   Lu. 


(■resent  to  the  young  lady  in  whoso  honour 
the  ball  was  given.  It  was  only  when  you 
tuld  mc  of  the  Count's  rejection  by  Miss 
/.uxmore  that  a  dim  and  vague  possibility 
floated  before  my  mind  —  a  pwssibilitr 
which  the  facts  of  to-night  have  realised 


tradhiuna!  traits  of  the  family  fmui 
they  are  sprung.  That  family,  tn 
Bertram,  is  no  less  a  one  ihu 
Borgia  s." 

He   pause<l,  and  I   stared  at  hii 
species  of  stupefaction. 
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**  You  may  recollect  that  I  told  you,"  he 
resumed,  "  that  the  girl  whom  my  friend 
Exley  married  was  also  descended  from 
the  Borgias.  In  fact,  she  was  a  connection 
of  these  very  Carralas." 

"  Yes,  I  remember." 

**I  will  now  tell  you  something  else. 
This  lady,  almost  directly  after  her  mar- 
riage, begged  her  husband  to  purchase  for 
her  a  particular  bracelet,  which  at  that 
time  happened  (owing  to  various  private 
family  vicissitudes,  that  I  need  not 
recount)  to  be  for  sale.  The  bracelet 
was  the  identical  one  you  saw  to-night. 
P^xley  bought  it.  I  have,  in  fact,  a  letter 
from  him  in  which  he  playfully  narrates 
the  whole  occurrence  to  me.  He  described 
the  bracelet  in  full.  From  his  description 
I  was  at  once  able  to  identify  this  bracelet 
with  a  celebrated  article  of  jewellery  that 
had  been  for  centuries  in  the  possession 
of  the  Borgia  family — an  article  of  almost 
historical  renown.  I  am  interested  in  the 
history  of  gcMns,  and  I  took  considerable 
trouble  to  hunt  up  the  history  of  this  one. 
Well,  my  dear  l^ertram,  I  found  that  a 
very  singular  peculiarity  was  associated 
with  the  bracelet :  whenever  it  passed 
from  the  hands  of  one  owner  to  another 
its  transference  was  signalised  by  the 
death  of  at  least  one  of  its  new  wearers. 
This  struck  me  as  a  very  significant 
coincidence.  Imagine,  then,  my  feelings 
when  only  a  week  after  I  had  received 
Exley's  letter  I  received  also  news  of  his 
sudden  death  !  Here  was  the  tradition  of 
the  bracelet  carried  out  with  a  vengeance. 
I  determined  to  try  and  get  to  the  bottom 
of  the  mystery.  I  formed  my  own  theories, 
and  in  order  to  verify  them,  I  wished  to 
purchase  this  bracelet.  Unfortunately,  I 
lost  all  trace  of  it  from  that  dar.  Mrs. 
Exley  had  disposed  of  it,  and  in  spite  of 
every  effort  on  my  part  to  do  so,  I  failed 
to  discover  its  whereabouts  till  accident 
placed  me  once  more  on  its  track.  I 
heard  of  it  at  Cairo.  The  Carralas  had 
been  there,  and  an  acquaintance  of  mine, 
whom  I  met  at  Shepheard's,  told  me  that 
he  had  seen  the  Countess  wearing  a  very 
remarkable-looking  bracelet  at  a  dinner- 
party at  the  Embassy  not  loqg  since.     I 


pressed  him  to  describe  the  bracelet.  He 
did  so,  and  I  knew  at  once  that  it  was  the 
identical  one  I  was  looking  for.  I  returned 
to  London,  and  the  first  invitation  I 
received  was  to  Lady  Denton's  ball. 
The  rest  you  know." 

**  But,  my  dear  Batts,"  I  exclaimed, 
'*  what  is  your  theory  }  After  all,  the 
whole  matter  rests  on  a  mere  pre- 
sumption !  "  . 

**  A  presumption  based  on  strong  cir- 
cumstantial corroboration,"  he  answered. 
**It  is  odd,  to  begin  with,  that  the  brace- 
let always  finds  its  way  back  to  some 
representative  of  the  old  Borgia  family  !  " 

*'  But  the  Countess  di  Carrala,"  I  inter- 
rupted, **  herself  wore  this  bracelet,  you 
say  }     Yet  she  is  alive  !  " 

Batts  smiled  a  little  contemptuously. 
"That  brings  me  to  my  theor}%"  he 
replied.  **  I  have  a  diagram  of  this 
bracelet.  It  is  a  curious  piece  of  work- 
manship ;  the  diamond  is  set  in  a  thick 
frame  ;  the  gold -work  tapers  down  from 
either  side  of  the  clasp ;  the  whole  appear- 
ance of  it  is,  indeed,  antique  and  clumsy. 
Well,  in  all  probability  (to  bear  my  theory 
out)  there  is  a  tiny  secret  spring  attached 
to  a  particular  portion  of  the  framework, 
communicating  with  the  setting  of  the 
diamond.  Pressure  on  this  spring,  at  the 
moment  of  clasping  the  bracelet  on  the 
wrist,  might  reasonably  be  supposed  to 
act,  we  will  say,  upon  and  release  a  tiny 
needle,  concealed  in  the  setting  of  the 
stone  and  steeped  in  some  secret  and 
virulent  poison.  The  pressure,  mark  you, 
would  in  this  case  be  applied  by  another 
person — not  the  wearer  herself — in  other 
words,  the  bracelet  would  have  to  be 
clasped  on  the  victim's  wrist  by  some- 
body who  is  acquainted  with  the  secret 
mechanism  of  the  jewel.  The  wearer 
would  at  the  time  be  conscioi>s  possibly 
of  a  slight  pin-prick,  scarcely  noticeable. 
Without  the  pressure  on  this  spring  the 
article  could,  of  course,  be  worn  with 
comi)lete  impunity.  To  return  to  Exley, 
my  impression  is  that  his  young  wife,  in  a 
moment  of  assumed  playfulness,  insisted 
(as  young  ladies  will  sometimes  do)  upon 
clasping  her  new  toy  on  her  husband's 
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wrist — and  he,  doubHcss  to  gratify  her 
humour,  laughingly  permitted  her  to 
ijululgc  this  childish  whim  —  with  what 
results  wc  know.  That  is  my  theory, 
Bertram.  And  if  it  is  a  true  one,  I 
have  perhaps  saved  Miss  Luxmore's  life 
to-night — but    at    the    same     time,"    he 


present,  the  proposition  might  carry  with 
it  an  offensive  construction." 

"  But  bearing  iiwmind  the  serious. nature 
of  your  suspicions,  surely  sentiment  should 
not  be  allowed  to  stand  in  the  way " 

•■  Hush  1 " 

Batts  checked   me   with   a   gesture.     1 


concluded,  "  I  have  made  it  more  diHicult 
for  mo  to  gain  my  ends  and  verify  my 
suspicious  by  procuring  possession  of  the 
bracelet." 

"  Could  you  not  offer  the  Count  a  high 
price  for  it.'"  I  asked. 

"  It  would  probably  excite  his  suspicions," 
returned  Batts ;  "  and,  moreover,  in  con- 
sideration of  the  fact  that  he  has  just 
offered  it  to  ^lisa  I.uxmore  as  a  birthday 


turned  to  the  door;  it  had  opened,  and 
the  Count  di  Carrala  himself  stood  before 
us.  On  perceiving  ushehesilalcd,  Imwi-d, 
and  was  about  to  withdraw  again,  uhen 
Batts  rose  to  his  feet  and  advanced 
towards  the  Italian  with  a  smile. 

"  I  feel  that  I  owe  you  a  further 
apology.  Count  di  Carrala,"  he  said 
politely.  "  My  name  is  Archibald  Batts. 
It  was  my   shocking  clumsiness  half  an 
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hour  ago  that  was  responsible    for    the  the  fall  did  not  materially   damage  the 

fiasco  in  the  drawing-room,  you  rcmeni-  bracelet?" 

ber  I "  "  But     slightly,     Sir,"     answered    the 

"  Praj-  don't  mention  it,"  said  Ibe  Count  Count. 

coldl) .  ISatts  appeared  to  hesitate. 

"I  should  not,  i>erhaps,  liave  done  so,"  "The   fact  is,"  he  remarked,   a   little 


/  he  had  pkiiil.d  hi.  hcl  iijKm  the  jc^vl  and  g 


returned  Batls  calralv,  "  cxn'i^  that  I 
happen  to  be  a  collector  of  gc-ms^and 
the  brief  glimpse  I  had  of  your  liracilct, 
Count,  persuades  me  that  it  is  a  jewel 
of  singular  and  antique  workmanship ; 
one,  indeed,  that  excites  at  once  my 
curiosity   and  avidity !     1   sincerely  trust 


!.iainnieringly,  "  I  must  ask  you  to  pardon 
me  fur  making  a  somewhat  curious  pro- 
posal. Count.  No  doubt  you  have  in  your 
collection  other  valuable  trinkets  of  equal 
merit  with  this  bracelet,  any  one  of  which 
might,  perchance,  scnc  equally  well  as 
a  present  for — a  lady.    The  bracelet  }-ou 
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admit  is  (owing  to  my  clumsiness)  slightlv 
damaged.  Could  I  prevail  upon  ycu, 
therefore,  to  substitute  another  gem  in  its 
place  as  a  birthday  gift  to  Miss  Luxmore, 
.  .and  do  me  the  honour  to  allow  me  to  offer 
myself  as  a  purchaser  for  this  bracelet  ?  I 
would  give  much  to  add  it  to  my  collection 
•of  old-fashioned  gems ! " 

For  a  moment  the  Count  looked  at 
Batts  as  though  he  would  like  to  strike 
him ;  then,  with  an  effort,  he  controlled 
himself. 

**  You  mistake,"  he  answered  icily.     **  I 

.am  not  a  dealer  in  gems,  Sir !     I  do  not 

sell  my  jewels  to  strangers.     In  Italy  such 

-a  proposition  would  have  been  accounted 

•as  an  affront,  but  here  in  England !  " 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders  with  eloquent 
•disdain,  and  turned  to  the  door. 

"  One  moment !  "  said  Batts. 

The  Count  wheeled  round. 

**  I  have  reason  to  believe,  Count  di 
•Carrala,  that  there  is  a  mystery  attached  to 
that  bracelet ;  and  sooner  or  later  I  intend 
to  fathom  it.  The  bracelet  is  not  intrinsi- 
cally valuable,  but  I  am  willing  to  pay 
;^5ooo  for  it,  or  even  more.  Some  day, 
Count,  I  shall  get  it,"  he  concluded, 
fixing  his  eyes  upon  Carrala's  face,  and 
speaking  slowly  and  very  deliberately. 

**  Ah,"  said  the  Count,  **  some  day,  Sir, 
you  think  you  will  get  it  ? "  and  his  lips 
twisted  into  an  ugly  sneer 

Batts  bowed. 

**  Some  day,"  he  repeated. 

The  Count  put  his  hand  suddenly  into 

his  breast-pocket  and  drew  out  the  morocco 

•case    which    we    had    before    seen.     He 

•opened  the  case  and  revealed  to  us  the 

bracelet. 

*'You  will  pay  ;^5ooo  for  this?"  he 
inquired  of  Batts. 


"  Yes,"  said  Batts. 
*  And  why  are  you  so  anxious,  Sir  ?  " 

"  I  have  my  reasons.'* 

The  Count  burst  into  a  mocking  laugh. 

"Ah,  my  friend,"  he  cried,  "you  are 
admirable — but  you  are  Flnglish!  You 
have  in  so  many  words,  made  me  a  propo- 
sition— and  even  conveyed  a  threat.  You 
would  wish  to  hear  my  answer  to  your 
proposition  and  your  threat,  you  and  your 
friend  ?" 

Batts  bowed  again. 

"Then,"  said  the  Count,  "behold  my 
answer !  " 

As  he  uttered  the  wordsj  he  dropped  the 
bracelet  heavily  on  the  floor  and  the  next 
moment  he  had  planted  his  heel  upon  the 
jewel  and  ground  the  setting  into  a 
shapeless  mass ;  the  diamond  rolled  from 
its  socket,  the  gold  frame  was  bent  and 
twisted,  the  bracelet  ruined  beyond  possi- 
bility of  repair,  its  cunnmg  workmanship 
shattered  beyond  possibility  of  detection. 
Then  the  Count  stooped,  and  picking  up 
the  gold  circlet,  handed  it  with  a  mock 
courtesy  to  Batts. 

"  Permit  me  to  offer  you  — vwhat 
remains  !  "  he  remarked  with  exquisite 
irony. 

Batts  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

**  You  have  spoilt  Lady  Denton's 
carpet,"  he  observed  calmly. 

*'And  as  for  the  bracelet ?" 

"  Ah,  my  dear  Count,  as  for  the 
bracelet,"  said  Batts,  "only  you  and  I 
will  ever  know  its  secret — now  !  " 

A  sinister  smile  spread  over  the  Count's 
features. 

**  Only  you  and  I  !  "  he  repeated  with 
a  curious  emphasis,  and  then  without 
another  word  he  turned  his  back  upon  us 
and  left  the  room 
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I     ROYALTY  IN    DISGUISE. 


By    GEORGE    A.  WADE. 


FROM  very  early  ilays  our  Royalties 
have  had  a  pariioniiblc  habit  of 
Koing  about  amongst  tlicir  subjects  under 
various  incognitos  and  disguises  fur 
purposes  which  have  often  differet 
111  m; 


assiimpiiu 
riM.-s     has 


i  the 
of  new 


t"  si-<-  ami  hear  at 
first-Ii;ind  what  the 
lower  orders  of  the 
people  said  and 
thought  about 
Iheir  Sovereign 
w  ti  e  n  talking 
amongst  them- 
selves. In  other 
lasi's  the  unusual 
dress  has  In-eii 
adopted  from 
motives  of  policy. 

I'erning  the  doings 

[K-aci-  or  war  which 
could  not  be  other- 
inse  effectively 
obtained.  And  in 
still  other  in- 
stances the  various 
Royal  i>ersonshavc 
had  to  be  dis- 
guised to  save  their 

lives  from  cruel  and  bloodthirsty  foes,  who 
were  only  too  keenly  looking  out  for  an 
opp<  >rlunity  of  taking  them  unawares. 

Charles  I,  was  extremely  fond  of  the 
sport  of  archer>-,  and  whenever  he  could 
discard    his    royal    robes    and    his    r61e 


as  a  ruler  of  the  land  he  took  the  chance 
presented  to  him  of  practising  his  favourite 
sport,  and  for  that  purpose  he  would 
disguise  himself  as  a  member  belonging 
to  one  of  the  numerous  bodies  of  archer* 
then  in  vogue,  and 
would  go  tu  s[H-nd 
the  day  in  shooting 
against  skilled 
wielders     of     the 


^ 

long-bow  at  most 
convenient  places 
near  his  capital. 
Oil  more  than  one 
occasion    he    was. 

MJ^ 

as  iK-ing  the  King 
through  some 
momentary  slip  of 
his     own     or    his 

4 

single-  allendant'.t 
uhilst  endeavour- 
ing to  keep  Up  the 
role;      hut,    as    a 

w^ 

through  the  many 
risks    with     nuich 

^ 

It  may  Iw  inter- 
esting t<)  recall 
that  the    ven-  last 

— s 

time      boHs     and 

>  AN  AftciikK.  uspj   i„    battle    by 

the  Knglish  was  In 
his  reign,  t'harleshimselfseems,  despite  the 
coming  into  vogue  of  firearms  in  battle,  to 
have  hati  an  idea  that  the  day  of  the  older 
weapons  was  not  yet  over,  for  he  promul- 
gated amongst  his  people  an  injunction 
that  the  young  men  should  practise  archcty 
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i';ich  convcnii'iit  ojipoTt unity  umi!  ]iri)- 
liciciit,  anil  lu'  irit'J  lo  raisf  a  imoii  of 
archers  duriiii,'  the  Civi]  War.  Hut  tlii; 
(lay  of  hatllc-arclii-ry  had  gone  ftir  i.vtT, 
ami  his  attempt  was  unsuccessful. 

liichar.1  il.  Has  one  of  our  f.«  ri-a!ly 
weak  Kiugs — men  more  fittetl  tii  liave  heen 
])riests  than  Kings.  He  took  the  greatest 
inlerest  in  all  ihat  i-oiii:enieil  monasteries, 
ami  he  !iad  three  |iatri)n   saints,  to  Hhimi 


PATRON  KM  NTS. 


ir.     On 

:il  lea:it.  he  .li.l  a.]orali..n  her<ire  llie  sh 
of  ilie  Virgin   iu    the  part 


:iia<-[ 


wliil 


ot  hh 


ai-n.uipanied  liim  to  repreM-m  hi-  jiairnn-i. 
Tile  line  stamiini;  nearest  in  ilie  kneelini; 
King,  «h..  is  -Iresse.l  as  a  wi  alUiy  lady, 
villi  gorgeous  r.jhes,  is  siili]«iseil  to 
represent  .'^t,  |.ilin  the  Haplist.  «hilst  (he 
other  t\u,  are  St.  K.lward  the  C-<.nle-s..r 
and  St.  Kilniund  the  Martyr. 

Kiehar.l's   fa.e   Has   eminently   filled   lo 
a.t    th<-    part    of    a    uoman    in   any    suvh 


I)erromuiTice,  for  it  was  the  soft,  snevt- 
teiniHTcd  face  of  an  Knglish  laily  of  hij;h 
liinli,  with  weak,  irresolute  lines  about  i)k- 
m  on  til  anil  in<li;cision  in  every  feature. 
There  were  many  times  in  his  life  when 
this  ruler  of  Kngland  had  to  ailt'|>t 
disguises,  .sometimes  from  choice,  ami  at 
others  from  necessity.  One  of  these  ».■ 
shall  mention  laier  in  this  nccouni.  Hui 
llie  picture  here  shown,  which  is  a  rtpn- 
dnclion  of  one  that  used  to 
be  at  Wilton  Hf>usc,  i-, 
pi-rhaps,  the  only  case  ue 
have  on  record  i>icloriaily 
H  here  an  Kngli.sh  K  :i:i.' 
appeared  pnbliclv  in  ih' 
disguise  of  a  woman. 

The  consort  of  Charlo  II 
was  a  I'oTluguese  rrimess, 
t'atherini-  of  Braganza. 
(haries.  as  is  well  knonn, 
was  tin-  finest  ailepi  we  linii- 
vet  ha<l  amongst  Kovaliies  in 
assnniing  dihguiscs.  One  of 
his  most  m.led  we  shall  ^e 
preseiiily.  Itnt  his  wife,  who 
was  net  partieiilarlv  ha]>i>v  in 
her  n..«  English  'home  for 
her  ro«al  .-onsort  was  not 
exacllv  a  model  liiiskind  . 
was  veri  titnd  of  acting 
again  her  fonner  jKisiiiim 
•  if  a  rnrtugiiesi'  lady  and 
iniisoling  herself  in  liis 
m-gh.i  ol  her  with  the 
pleasnres  she  used  lo  enj..v 
Lelnre    sh<-    h-fl     Lisbon     f..V 

I.oihlon.  happiness  tor 
imlitiirenee,  (."athcriiie  was 
a  cU-ver  (lerformer  upon  all 
aetits  of  music  that  were 
ivonred  hy  the  peojile  of  her  own  land 
lid  S|iaiii,  and  in  our  Illustration  >lie 
[ipi-ars  as  a  Spanish  lady  playing  on  ilie 
tiiiar. 

The  (,>iieen  found  her  chief  relaxation 
[id  eiijouneiit  in  music,  and  she  hail  a 
I  ry  sweet  voice,  though  not  strong.  She 
egiiiled  many  of  her  ladies  of  the  Court 
iih  he  songs  thus  aeeimi))anied  during 
lie  ueari*  times  when  the  King,  llucking- 
am.  and  others  of  that  fine  band,  were 
c'ping    "fourt"   liicmselves   with    Nell 
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oilier  places, 
n  .-  n  r  V 
VII  1.  was 
aU.>  MTV 
f..  ii.i  of 
>!oiii<;  iilKilit 
,inss.Hl       ill 


bis    suhje.-t. 
th,M.  Kl.  I 


a-ii;,iiii!,'  ilif 
rraitii.  aiul  m 
uhirli  lu- 
iiiiiis.-ir  «:(s 
muMlv  ui'H 
.i..,l     .i,Ti,ly 


i.Mifsaklli.r  ' '' oM     c./bhter 

lli;:ry — hi- was  m-vrr  above  iiiakiiif,'rni.-niln      noted  for  bis   original  ojiiiiions  uu  Stale 
tin  ^urh  I'tTusions  with  the  luivcsl  iharaf-      affairs  ami  his  Avavs  of  exi)ressinj,'  tlu-m. 
i.T-  in  or.ier  lo  f-.-t  inf..rmatioii.      Aiid  be  Uluft'  King  Hal  use,!  lo  go  an.l  talk  for 

:ilivay-.«cni  alone.    He  thoroiigbly  enjoyed      hours   uith    this    worthy,  who   gavv  vent 
hearing   bis   ]iro]ile   speak    freely   on   sncb       In-ely  lo   his   sunliments   upon  the  divorce 
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proceedings  anii  the  religious  state  of  ihc 
kiiiRilom  to  the  supposed  Vcoinan,  never 
fur  a  moment  dreaming  that  the  quiet 
listener  and  the  keen  debater  with  him  on 
opinions  of  which  that  listener  did  not 
approve  was  no  less  a  person  than  the  King 
himself.  Indeed,  had  the  cobbler  dreamt 
of  this,  knowing  what  a  reputation  his 
Sovereign  bad  for  dealing  promptly  nith 
all  who  did  not  agree  with  him,  we  may 
rest  assured  that  the  mender  of  soles 
would  not  have  hecn  s. 
guest  or  aired  his  ideas  so  fully. 
Charles  11.  would  never  have 
from  the  terrible  imrsuiiand  ibc  licti 


vith    his 


•aped 


to  perfection  as  nearly  as  possible  in  the 
art  of  "making-up,"  Our  illustration 
shons  him  as  a  forester  just  about  to 
climb,  at  tbe  earnest  suggestions  of  his 
faithful  followers,  into  the  oak  at  Boscobel 
on  that  eventful  29th  of  May  which  has 
been  famous  ever  since. 

The  King  had  escaped  from  his  keen 
foes,  and  they  were  on  his  track.  He  had 
taken  upon  himself  the  dress  and  manners 
of  a  forester,  and  had  retired  to  a  wood. 
when  word  was  brought  to  him  by  his 
loyal  men  that  a  troop  of  Roundheads 
\tas  close  upon  his  heels.  The  picture 
here    reproduced    shows    these     pursorn 


vengeance  of  C'romwill's  parly  after  the 
battles  of  Worcester  and  Dunbar  had  it 
not  been  for  his  wonderful  facility  in 
adopting  almost  any  disguise  that  mifthl 
momentarily  suit  his  purpose.  I-"ng 
practice  in  risky  amours  had  brought  him 


jusi  coming  into  sight  in  the  distance. 
Having  been  thus  forewarned,  "  His  Most 
(Iracious  Majesty"  climbed  up  into  the 
oak,  and  hid  amongst  its  thickest  branches, 
with  an  agility  and  skill  that  would  have 
done  credit  to  a   real    forester  and    one 
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much  more  used  to  tree -climbing.  E-Iow 
his  seekers  rode  under  that  very  oak  in 
their  vain  search  for  him,  and  how  they 
were  thrown  off  the  scent  by  the  men 
whom  we  see  here  advising  Charles,  are 
matters  of  history.  The  most  unsatis- 
faclory  part  of  all  these  escapes  of  the 
King  was  that  afterwards, 
when,  like  Joseph,  he  "came 
into  his  kingdom,"  he  also, 
like  Joseph,  "did  not 
remember  ilie  chief  '  helper,' 
but   fftr.-jat   him." 

If  (Jm-en  Klizabeih,  jirob- 
jibly  owing  to  her  sex,  was 
not  such  a  vigorous  walker- 
about  in  bv-streets  in  various 

her  father,  Henrv  VIll.,  she 
was,  al  any  rate,  very  f.nid  of 
adopting  such  changes  of 
raiment,  in.  order  to  take 
part  in  u!iat  ue  should 
to-day  perhaps  call  "Active 
'liibleaitx-vivants"— that  is  to 


similar  lines,  where  all  guests  had  to 
appear  as  representatives  of  mythological 
personages,  and  here  Phyllis  and  Corydon 
(otherwise  Klizabeth  and  Lord  I^iccster) 
were  much  in  evidence. 

An  Knglish  King  disgiiised  as  a  monk 
must  be  allowed  to  be  a  noveltv,  and  there 


tlie 


organised, 
would 


such   as  a  himt, 
and     the    hunters 


dl  ha« 


repri 


classical 

persiinaj,'e,     something 

our  fancy-dreSs  balls  c 

present.    Klizabelh's  fav. 

rnie  on  such  occasions 

one    that     suited    her 

nicety,  was  the  part  of  Diana.  ',>^^^^ 

the   Goddess   of   Hunting.     And    "Good 

<Jueen  Hess  "  couid  do  Diana  to  perfection. 

For  she  was  not  onlv  a  fine  huntress  and  a 


capital  rider,but  she  wasof  veritable  queenly 

Castle 

figure    and    mien,    and     her    will    never 

of     lh( 

brooked  opposition  during  the  furty-lhree 

Henry 

years  slie  s;it  on  the  Knglish  lhrj;ie.     She 

to  go 

was  too  much  the  daughter  of  her  father 

to  allow  any  inferior's  opinion  or  desire  to 

hchj 

clash  with  her  own  unreprovedly ! 

jiiume 

Hence,   as   Diana,    with   a  bow  in  her 

The  in 

band,    a    quiver    by    her    side,    and    her 

dresse 

favourite  hound  accompanying  her,  Queen 

and  ra 

F.li/abeth's  disguise  was  i)erfect,  am!  her 

ko,p 

role    a    thorough    success.      It    may    be 

therefi 

mentioned  here,  too,  that   she  was    verj- 

most 

fon<l    iif    country    picnics    managed     on 

might. 

..  EVCIP 


■rtainly  be  found  few  sueh  instances 
country's  story,  ^'et  that  was  the 
adopted  by  Richard  H.  at  Conway 
■,  when  he  was  trying  to  keep  out 
(•  usurping  hands  of  the  fi'an-d 
,-  Holingbroke.  Hiehard  h.id  t;islied 
to  see  his  friends  .at  the  Casili-  far 
in  North  Wales.  Hut  Bolingbn.ke 
spies  all  over  the  land,  and  tin- 
■y  to  Conway  was  sure  to  be  dillicuh. 
iciignito  of  the  King,  attended  ;ind 
■d  according  t<i  his  regular  pu>iiion 
ink.  wouM  have  been  impossible  to 
secret.  .\fler  many  cogitations, 
ore,  and  talks  with  his  counsellors 
faithful,  the  King  decided  that  he 
,  with  some  large  degree  of  safety, 
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wimire  ihilher  in  the  dress  ami 
outward  seeming  of  u  monk.  His 
face  and  figure  were  admirably 
suited  for  SUCH  a  [)art,  and  sudi 
cliaractLTs  were  then  aliout  as 
commonly  met  Avith  on  Knglisli 
roads  as  any  that  wi^rc  in  evidence, 
]»erlui|)s,  so  jiiany  clerics  and  friars 
of  one  sort  or  another  llierc  wcri-. 

Under  thisdisguise.  then,  Richard 
set  oul,  and  saffly  reached  Connny 
Castle,  and  the  old  print  from  which 
the  picture  is  taken  shows  him 
consulting  with  his  friends  there 
on  thv  walls  of  the  fortress,  still  in 
the  narb  of  ihe  monk,  with  cowl 
and  hood.  He  is  the  frcmt  fi.irure 
of  [he  jfroup,  and  is  evidently  m. 
some  ])oint  particularly  clear  lo  the 
of  ihr  hird  who  is  listeuin.i,' lo  him. 

"Good     iJuke    Ilumiihrey,"    son 


King  and  husband  of  an  enci^tic  woman 
whosi-  fame  almost  rivalled  his  own,  «as 
in  his  own  period  of  ihe  Middle  Ages  t 
person  feared  and  loved  at  one  and  the 
same  tinu'  l>y  his  Royal  relations,  who  did 
noi  like  his  popularity  uiih  the  populace. 
So  when,  for  what  ivimld  be  called  to-dij' 
'■  pi'liiii-  rea.sons,"  he  found  It  expedient  to 
disappear  for  a  lime.  Ills  wife  Klcanor, 
Duchess  of  (ih.ucester,  did  not  think  her 
own  head  would  be  sjiccially  safe  whilst 
her  stroiij;  protector  was  away.  The  noble 
lady  therefore  di-cided  to  sjtend  the  tinie 
in  a  ciuiveiit.  in  order  to  "  throw  her 
enemies  ulV  the  scent."  and  she  took  Dp 
(]uietlv  the  post  of  "  I  Jidy-Superior "  in 
the  Alihey  uf  St.  .Vlbans.  Here,  dressed 
as  a  niui,  and  carrying  on  without  any 
nni-i>  or  osier.laiion,  aiul  under  the  assumed 
name  »(  ■•  Sister  Mien,"  her  excellent 
rhariialiU-  work,  the  Duchess  was  safe  from 
her  foes,  who  never  thought  for  a  moment 
of  Mckiiig  for  such  a  restless  spirit  in  the 
eon  vent  intial  (juiut  and  repose  of  a  nunnery. 
r.Uiiiior  slaved  at  St.  Albans  for  a 
Umi,'  time,  until  the  way  was  clear  for 
Humphrey's  return  lo  his  previous  station. 


»lle 


she 


with    hin 


the 


fcirmer  iile.  Hut  ihcy  did  not  survive 
Icm^',  for  the  machinations  of  their  fties 
were  tno  bell  and  too  deep  for  that.  The 
fate  .if  ■■Ci.iid  Duke  Humphrey  "  and  his 
wife  is  slill  one  of  those  half-mysteries  of 
l-.tiglish  history  that  have  never  been  full) 
gone  into  and  made  plain  by  our  ben 
historians. 
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An'!,  coming  nearer  to  our  own 
centurj-,  we  must  not  pass  by  the  tase  of 
t"liarles  Edward,  the  Young  Pretender, 
whosL-  wonderful  escapes,  aided  by  l-lora 
Macdonald — the  Prince  himself  being 
disguised  as  a  Highland  peasant — are  finer 
tlian  most  pages  of  thrilling  romance  in 
the  novels  of  to-day.  The  story  of  the 
li'valtyand  truth  shown  to  the  Prince  in 
bis  distress,  when  his  blood  was  sought 
by  enemies  on  every  hand,  forms  one  of 
the  briijhtcst  pages  in   Highland  history. 


whose  grandfather  had  ruled  Kngluiid. 
The  disguise  of  this  I'rince  is  one  of  the 
must  effective,  though  one  of  the  most 
terrible,  in  English  hislor}-. 

And  to-day  Royalty  still  uses  disguises 
when  occasion  or  desire  serves.  It  is  not 
many  jcars  ago  since  three  men,  ordinary 
men,  of  rather  better-class  rank,  perhaps, 
by  their  dress,  might  have  been  seen  one 
night  traversing  the  streets  off  the  wurst 
districts  in  the  East  End  of  London.  I  he 
dwellers  there,  who   strongly   resent    tiic 


Hid  I'lora  Macdonald's  name  will 
>i-  immortal  with  his  own  to  futun- 
nisiiTity,  on  account  of  what  she  did  for 
liiii  in  those  hours  of  darkness  and  defeat. 
Ir  is  >hovin  here  in  the  pietu re  fast  asleep 
;i  ..111-  of  the  many  caves  in  which  they 
ivi-d  during  his  hiding  from  Cumberlaml's 
nni,  whilst  the  faithful  Elora  is  still  on 
Ik-  watch  and  listen  for  the  slightest 
ii-y;es[ion  of  possible  foes.  The  tattered 
leasaiit's  dress,  the  worn-out  shirt, 
hi-  matted  hair,  the  weary  face — these 
m-  not  often  seen  so  plainly  on  one 
vb»  was  the  descendant  of  a  King,  one 


vishs  of  strangers  inni  their  sacred  diriy 
precincts,  let  them  i)ass  as  being  uiiHunlii 
of  attention,  so  ordinary  did  liie  tbn'i- 
appear.  Yet  those  same  dwellers  wi.uM 
soon  have  made  a  to-do  that  would  liavr 
stirred  the  neighbuurhood  to  its  de]>ilj> 
had  thev  even  dreamed  fur  a  minute  tlwii 
the  middle  man  of  the  three.  »ith  lb.- 
billycock  hat  and  liis  coat-collar  lnrn,-.l 
up  as  if  to  keep  out  the  rain,  was  no  less  a 
personage  than  the  Prince  of  Wales,  wdni 
had  long  had  a  desire  to  sec  their  district 
of  awful  repute  just  as  it  was  in  its  ordinar\ 
night-life  I 


SONS 

OF    EMPIRE. 

Br  M.  M.  H. 

I  HAPPENED  to  come  on  to  the  plat- 
form just  behind  them,  and  saw  the 
whole  thinsr. 

**']'ommy*'  was  smart  and  spruce  as  a 
soldier  should  be  ;  his  little  wife  was  smart 
and  spruce  too.  Her  short  blue  coat 
was  well  -  fitting  ;  her  sailor  -  hat  worn 
jauntily. 

As  for  Tommy  junior,  whose  name,  it 
appeared,  was  Jim,  he  gasped  and  gurgled 
hilariously,  and  didn't  take  in  the  situation 
in  the  least. 

"Jim  go  a  war  too,"  he  cried  joyously; 
**Jim'Il  fight  a  Boers  longa  daddy." 

*'  So  he  shall,  bless  him,"  said  his 
mother  fondly.     *'  So  he  shall — when  he's 


na:s:er. 


»> 


'i'he  station-master  evidently  knew  them. 
**  So  they're  takin'  your  man,  Missis," 
he  said.     **  Comes  'ard,  don't  it  ?'' 

The  little  woman  rounded  on  him  quite 
fiercely — 

**He's  proud  to  go,  and  'tisn't  me  as 
'ud  stop  'iin."  Tommy  turned  to  speak  to 
an  acquaintance,  and  she  added,  in  an 
undertone — 

"  E  's  down'earted  enough  ;  don't  you 
say  another  word." 

**  I  savey,  Missis  —  daresay  you  're 
right  •  it  don't  i)ay  to  send  'em  away 
frettin'." 

They  had  a  good  cjuartcr  of  an  hour  to 
wail  for  the  train,  and  for  the  life  of  me 
I  couldn't  go  off  the  platform,  though  I 
had  only  come  up  for  my  morning  paper 
The  little  group  interested  me,  and  1  felt 
I  must  see  the  thing  through. 

A  good  many  friends  came  to  wish 
Tommy  good  luck,  and  through  it  all  his 
wife  held  her  head  high  and  laughed  and 


chatted  with  the  best  of  them.  But  every 
now  and  then  she  cast  a  wistful  glance  in 
her  husband's  direction,  when  she  thought 
he  wasn't  looking,     (jenerally  he  was. 

Any  attempts  at  commiseration  she 
resented  like  a  personal  insult. 

At  last  the  train  came  up,  and  Tommy 
held  his  little  wife  to  his  heart  for  the 
last  time. 

Even  then  she  didn't  break  down  ;  and 
if  there  were  tears  in  her  eyes  they  got  no 
further. 

The  baby  displayed  less  philosophy: 
when  he  found  that  he  was  tiof  going  **  a 
war,"  he  howled  with  a  childish  abandon 
that  was  very  disconcerting,  and  refused 
to  be  comforted. 

In  vain  did  his  mother  beseech  him 
to  wave  his  hand  to  daddy.  His  only 
response  was  a  more  vociferous  yell  and, 
"Jim  go  a  war,  Jim  go  a  war  longa 
daddy." 

Tommy  leaned  out  and  watched  them  as 
long  as  he  could  see,  but  Master  Jim 
continued  his  protest  after  the  train  was 
out  of  sight. 

His  distracted  mother  sat  down  with 
him,  and  attempted  consolation 

It  was  useless.  Jim  wanted  daddy — 
wanted  to  uro  to  war. 

A  mere  man  feels  very  helpless  at  such 
a  crisis.  1  longed  to  assist,  but  did  not 
know  how 

Happy  thought !  The  automatic!  Put 
a  penny  in  the  slot,  and  the  child  will 
stop  cr}'ing. 

I  rushed  at  the  machine,  and  having 
secured  such  assortment  of  goodies  as  it 
afforded,  cautiously  approached  the 
offended  infant. 


;o 
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He  ceased  howling  on  the  instant,  and 
held  out  his  chuhhv  hands. 

"Wcelies  a  Jim!— iveeties  a  Jim  !  "  he 
cried  eagerly.  Kvideiitly,  though  at  heart 
a  soldier,  he  had  not  quite  outgrown 
childish  tilings! 

I  glanced  furtively  at  his  mother,  but  her 
eyes  met  mine  readily,  and  forbade  me 
plainly  enough  to  suggest  i;ven  to  myself 
that  she  had  been  crying. 

She  had. 

"Jim  will  soon  forget  /jji  troubles,"  I 
ventured  to  remark,  as  with  some  com- 
placency 1  Matched  ilic  butterscotch 
disajipear. 

"Thank  you  kindlv,  Sir,  I'm  sure.  It 
did  so  u[iset'me  to  'ear  'im." 

Evidently  I  was  lo  infer  ilial  nothing 
more    serious    h;id    happened     lo    trouble 


tetitatively ;  and  wondered  how  she  would 
take  it. 

"That  he  is,  and  Jim  here  'II  be  juy 
such  another — won't  you,  Jim  .'  " 

She  hugged  the  child  to  her  bosom, 
and  covered  his  sticky  little  face  with 
kisses. 

I  turned  on  my  heel,  and  went  down 
the  platform,  a  very  queer  and  quite 
unaccountable  feeling  in  my  throat. 

A  moment  later  she  rose  and,  with  a 
touch  to  her  veil  and  a  tug  ai  the  smart 
blue  coal,  led  the  child  away. 

A  trim,  pathetic  little  figure  ;  her  head 
still  erect,  her  eyes  bright  and  defiant, 
her  heait— ah  !  who  shall  say  .' 

Jim,  grateful  beyond  ordinary,  turned 
once  to  call  back — 

"Good-bye,  Mr.  Man;  Jim's  go  in'  a 
war  ;  Jim  go  fight  a  Boers." 

"Truly,"  I  said,  "a  son  of  Empire." 
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By    A.    GOODRICH. 


THE   world   is  so  apt  lo  regard  as  appalling  abundance.     To  say  that  tht 

"  cranks  "  all  those  who  have  the  beaten  track  is  the  safe  track  may  be  a  very 

divine   courage  to   think,  siM:ak,  and    act  good    maxim   for   the   majority,    but   that 

for    themselves     that     few     realise    how  should  not  prevent  them  from  regarding  as 


hideous  would  be  the  monotony  of  this 
earthly  pilgrimdge  of  ours  were  wc  all 
cast  in  the  same  mould,  with  the  tastes, 
aspirations,  and  desires  of  those  hum- 
drum   folk    of   which    we    have    such    an 


delightful  those  "oddities"  who,  in  search 
of  amusement,  and  undismayed  by  riili- 
cule,  persist  in  exploring  untried  regions. 
As  an  illustration  of  this,  consider  the 
public   attitude  towards   Grangerising.  or 
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extra  book  illustraliTig,  as  it  is  frc(iucntly 
called.  The  Rev.  James  Granger,  a  vicar 
of  Shiplake  in  the  last  centurj,  and  most 
certainly  one  of  the  poorest  theologians 
and  preachers  uf  his  age,  little  dreamt 
how  posterity  would  treat  his  idea  of  illus- 
trating a  dictionary  of  national  biography 
by  the  incorporation  of  likenesses,  or.  as 
they  are  called  in  the  print  ivorki,  "heads." 
It  was  some  time  before  it  dawned  on 
the  leisured  and  rich  (for  Grangerising  has 
never  been,  and  never  will  be,  an  amuse- 
ment for  the 
needy)  that 
here  was  a  way 
of  killing  time 
which  com- 
bined the  fierce 
excitement     o  f 


the 


A'ith 


the  mild  but  rc- 
fresbinf,'  joy  of 
pasting  th>; 
spoils  in  a  book. 
Bill  when  it 
did,  (heir  con- 
version was  so 
thorongh  that 
t()-ilay(iranger- 
istti  has  become 


rnri-s  to  cither  historical  (.harmliTs, 
ktinwTi  places,  or  both,  havinf,' been  sel 
the  ( IniiigeriwT  or  extra  book  ilhistrat 
set  lorth  on  his  travels,  and,  provide, 
an  index,  proceed  to  ransack  all  the 
and  booksellers  in  ihe  neighboiirhoo 
tending  liis  researches,  if  neccss^irv  : 
his  means  pennic,  to  the  utternioM  [>; 
the  earth  in  search  of  priciis.  cohmi 
plain,  water-coloured  drawings,  etchings, 
lellers,   locks    of  hair— in   fact,  anything 
and   everything  having  the  remotest  cuii- 
iieciicin    with    ibe    >ubjcct- mailer   of  the 


book.     The  search  may  be  prolonged :  Init 

what  matters  that  ? 
Grangerising,  in  short,  develops  instinm 

somewhat  similar  to  those  which  impel  di'.- 

mother  to  love  the  offspring  uhich  givi-s 

her  the  most  trouble  to  rear, 

"  You  will  be  glad  to  hear,"  said  a.  most 

enthusiastic   Grangeriscr  to  mc    recently. 

"  that    my   beloved    task     of    illustrating: 

Wagner,  which  I  have  been  busily  engagei! 

on  since  the  death  of  the  great  raasicr. 

will,  in  spite  of  the  eflbrts  of  rival  illu-^- 
trators,  be  fin- 
ished in  file 
years  fr..m  u.,w. 
It  Hill  be  iV 
c  r  o  w  n  i  i:  ,• 
achiovcnicnt  ■•:' 
my  life.  1  b..\.- 
alrca.lv  c.l- 
lected  over  f.iur 
thousand  prints, 
to  say  iiolhir-i; 
of  hundreds  of 
photographs 
and  leltrrs.  In 
my  search  for 
material  I  have 
e  X  |i  e  II  d  ed 
^3000  and 
travelled  1000 
miles." 

Yuur  true 
(Jrangcriser 
thinks  nothing 
of  .<ieating  hinn 


self. 


."iay. 


Frank 
Sahiii's  hhop  a 
favourite  haunt 
.11-  llii>'  in  Shaftesbury  Avenue  at  <j  a.m.. 
ir-d.  and  remaining  there,  especially  if  the 
will  portfolios  set  before  him  arc  yielding  goo«l 
.vitli  results,  till  closing-time, 
iuis  Food  ?      .\    biscuit    or    a    sandnich— 

es-      nothing  more. 

d  if  1  know  a  gentleman  »ho  is  illustrating 

s  (if  a  Life  of  (Jneen  Victoria.  The  ten  >-ean 
I  or  he  has  devoted  to  the  work  ha.i  already 
elded,  he  tells  me,  5000  heads,  all 
nssificd  according  to  rank,  profession. 
e.:  prints  of  places,  1000;  autograph 
tters,  4000  ;  besides  a  vast  number  (for 


A   FASHIONAHLE   HOBBY. 


ull  IS  lish  that 

«s- 

Grangeriser,"  is 

conifs    to     the 

a  fevourite  say- 

<;raii;:crisiT's 

j^H^B^^^ 

ing     of    Mr. 

n.i.     ol'    othcT 

^^^^r^^                      ^^^^^^H 

Albert  Jackson. 

iiitiTfstiiiK 

^^K^                                  '  ..^^^1 

the  print- dealer 

rrliis. 

W  hen     his 

^^Es-n 

of  Great  Port- 
land Street,  W 

l.icturLS     iiri; 

As  this  gentle- 

compk'tc,     ihL- 

W^^              .     W       1 

man    is    the 

tcxl   will    b.; 

PW^          -    '^       1 

most  prolific 

jwsicd      in,      a 

rw    ^.    .         1 

Grangeriser  the 

rroceJur.rt- 

^■^H  <  ^^    r^^^M 

world  has  ever 

tailing  to  miiul 

^H^l  /     >   ^^1 

known,  he  can 

ilw     wonls     of 

H   TtM^v   ^^^V 

claim  to  speak 

S,r   H.-njumin 

^ft.^m^   /^H 

with  authorit}'. 

li.Kkhilf  :    '■  A 

K          -W        ^feflVB^H        ^1 

Mr.    Jackson 

iLi'iit    rivulci   ul 

^V^H 

is  a  professional 
book  -  illus- 

ttXt       l.lOiirKlLT- 

T 

Vi  1 1^' 

tW 

iiig    through    :: 

li  ^ 

i^r 

trator,  who  has 

mcaOoiv        <.f 
iiiarniii."     This 

'-' 

fcl 

^ 

<luring  the  past 
forty  years  sup- 

di.nr.   they  arc 

plied    America 

bomulupaiul.as 

HISS    KAKkf\ 

with  thousands 

anilf.  forgotu-n 

of  Grange  rised 

in   the    excitement 

of  some    new   unter-      works.     His  treatment 

of  "The  Town." 

[irisr.       "Once    a    ( 

Grangcriser,  alwayu  a     by  Leigh  Hunt,  and  Life  of  Stothart,  the 

« 
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the  connivance  of  his  tradespeople) 
the  money  he  spends  on  prints  <jvcr 
his  household  bills. 

Still  another,  whose  greatest  jit 
is  to  buy  up  all  the  unsold  and  cteo 
unbound  copies  of  some  book, 
wonhless  in  itself  but  suitable  for 
Grangorising,  in  order  to  haw  i 
monopoly  of  the  work.  But  this  ii 
mere  detraction,  for  is  there  an^ 
amusement  against  which  nothing 
can  be  urged  ? 

We  may  frown  at  the  fonatic  nin 
prefers  to  keep  his  family  ii 
semi-destitution  rather  than  pan 
with  the  ivorks  the  illustrating  d 
which  has  impoverished  him,  and 
regard  as  mad  those  book-illis- 
trators  who  think  nothing  of  buying 
a  costly  work  and  destroying  it  fo( 
the  sake  of  the  prints  it  containi. 
More  than  one  copy  of  "  Boydctto 
Shakespeare,"  that  magnificent 
edition     which,    it     is     said,     con 


artist,  are  "marA-cls,"  being pspct'iallv 
chiiniileriscd  by  rare  tasti;  ami  dis- 
ci-rnmi-nt.  .\hhoiigh  ^Ir.  Jackson 
has  been  (Jrangerising  all  thcsr 
ycnrs,    his    hn-c    of  the    work    is  as 

1 1  is  jiroductions  do  not,  of  cniirsi'. 
compare  with  those  of  Mr.  W. 
Wright,  who,  before  his  historic  sal<- 
of  last  year,  thoiighl  mithiiig  o! 
givin«  ji.iS"  f'T  *  I'Sfc  print. 

.As  lo  'Jrangeriscrs  never  we;minn 
of  tlii'ir  hobby.  1  can  go  furllii-r 
th;in  Mr.  Jacksim.    Cases  have  coiiH' 


which 


■nger- 


isiTS,  havin;;  impovprished  iIium- 
drp-'udrnt  on  thk-m  by  tin-  slavishncs> 
of  rhoir  devotion,  have,  to  avoid 
<loiri.'>iic  strife.  wor>Iiipp.'d  al  tl,.. 
shrini;  of  thi;ir  hobbv  in  socri't. 

1  know  one  entliiisinst  wli<.>,. 
evenings  are  spent,  not  in  the  club, 
as  his  family  suppose,  but  in  an 
allii-  not  far  from  where  he  lives.' 
Another    1    wot    of    spreads    (with 


THK   MOTUUUCa 


USS.  CI. A  RE. 
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«-.)rk  . 
Iia<l    i- 


cnRr; 

yanct 

Vill(f 

t<.  In 

s    (its 

lliis    1 

cll-k 

'n>i! 


jfioo.ooo  tu  produce,  has  liccn  strifipcd 
stark  naked  of  its  matchless  engravings 
ami  left  to  (lie  ()f  exposure.  Shockinjj  ! 
the  reader  will  exclaim.  Quite  so.  Hut, 
on  the  other  linml.  there  is  this  much 
to  he  said  in  favour 
of  (Irangcrising:    ils 


nn.l      develops  th.- 
artistic  faculties. 

When      Mr.  \V. 

Wrighl     jrave  up 

hoiik-making  for 

hijok-illustniting  hi' 

prohably     kneiv  n.. 
more   about   pictures 


Mi>iilil    have   daunieil   most    nun, 
init    not    :\Ir.  Wri.srht. 

I...oking  for  nec.llcs  in  a  hay- 
slaik  is  nothing  to  hunting  for 
|irints  uiihiiut  indexes,  but  being 
a  man  of  resistless  energy,  with 
[lie  nosi-  ot  a  bluodhuund  and 
the  tenacity  nf  a  bulldog,  the 
retired  Turf  l.cviathan  set  to  work, 
and  in  four  years  had  not  only 
socure<l  a  conipleie  list  of  hills 
from  tin-  tirsi  performance  to  ihc 
laM.  hut  a  collection  of  prints 
numbering  thousands.  So  c<mi- 
l)lete.  iniiceil,  was  the  pictorial 
collection  (ihirh  he  placed  before 
Jlr.  F.  \V.  I'ailthorpc,  the  gentle- 
man he  cmplo_ved  lo  write  a 
•OH  liistory   of  the    Carden,  that    the 

eminent  illustrator  of  Dickens 
found  his  lask  rendereil  com- 
paratively easy  Tn.i.red,  it  is  the  illus- 
trating of  obscure  ejiisodes  in  our  history 
of  a  cenlurv  ago  that  renders  Mr.  Wright's 
works  so  valuable.  We  knew,  of  course. 
that  Mrs.  flark,  mi.strcss  of  the  Duke  of 


id 
Hut     tha 


snnis  he  has  spent 
on  the  wot^s  he  has 
illu'irated  since  then 
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York,  soil  of  James  II..  sold  Aniiy 
aiul  Navy  contracts,  public  appoint- 
ments, and  so  forth :  hut  it  was 
not  till  I  cami'  to  examine  ^Ir. 
Wright's  sumptuous  volnmrs  that  i 
saw  hou-  bitter  public  opinion  must 
have  been,  even  in  those  days  of 
corruption,  to  have  toler.itcd  tlic 
lampoon  which  was  pnblishoil  tlii' 
moment  Mrs.  Clark.  Iiavius  m-ll 
feathered  her  nest.  "  split '"  on  In-r 
paramour. 

The  Cieorgian  period  is  >aid  tu 
have  been  so  licentious  that  even 
the  amours  of  (leorgi-  IV.  failed  lo 
shock  it.  I  thought  so  too.  till  I 
came  across  in  one  of  Mr.  Wright's 
volumes  a  print  which  shuus  thai 
morality  even  then  was  not  withinil 
its  champions. 


t. 

-^««ii^^i* 

Mrs,  Jordan,  misn 

was  probably  one 


comedy  actresses  who  ever  graced 
lh(-  stage,  but  she  laboured  under 
the  impression, a.-i  other  comedians 
have  done,  that  her  tnie  forte 
was  tragedy.  The  expcrinienl, 
which  of  course  ended  in 
failure,  provided  the  moralists 
with  an  opportunity  toe  good  to 
be  lost. 

All  (Jrangerisershave,  of  conrsi". 
liii'ir  favourite  subject,  Some 
fancv  Koswell's  "  Life  of  Johnson," 
otliirs  "  Neil  Gwynn."  by  IVter 
(,'nnningham,  a  work  which  UM.-d 
to  be  sold  as  waste  pai>er  b<-fore 
its  suitability  for  ( irange rising 
lifiame  known.  Other  favourite 
works  are  "Pilgrim's  Pr«>gress." 
Lives  of  Naiwlcon,  Hyrou,  Scott, 
and  Knight's  "  London." 

Mr.  Wright,  when  he  was 
( Irangrrising,  chose  the  drama, 
and  at  this  point  1  cannot  do 
better  than  warn  future  (iranger- 
isers  from  tackling  Kdmund 
Kean.  Macrcady,  an<]  the 
Kembles.  Kver)thing  north 
ig  was  secured  by  Mr.  WrighL 
the    same    reason,  avoid     MaJamc 
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Vcstris,  Bartholomew  Fair,  Richardson's 
Shoiv,  and  even  steer  clear  of  Dickens. 

Mr.  Alfred  Harmsworth,  among  uthers, 
has  explored  the  Dickens  field,  and  ^Ir. 
Wright,  being  an  enthusiastic  admirer 
of  the  great  novelist,  not  content  with 
doing  Forster's  Life,  starteil  a  Dickensaiia, 
the  four  portly  volumes  he  sold  containing 
over  10,000  newspaper  cuttings.  The 
marginal  border  of  the  Uickcnsana  was 
designed  by  Mr.  Pailthorjie, 

When  examining  Mr.  Wright's  ivnrks 
one  *-as  sure  to  light  on  some  forgntti-ii 
event  in  our  history.  These  being  ihi- 
days  of  crusades,  it  mav  not  be  amiss  to 
recall  the  one  in  which  Lord  Kllfnl)ur<.ugh 
lent  his  great  name  to  the  cause  of  jiure 

This  subject  is  w()rthy  of  study  by 
refiirniers  on  the  look-out  for  a  mission. 
The  great  Kdmund  Kean  has  had  more 
than  one  biographer,  but,  so  far,  the  world 
has  never  known  where  he  «as,  and  ivhat 
he  was  doing,  during  the  year  1805. 

]  came  across  this  bill  in  Mr.  Jackson's 
shop,  and  print  it  because  it  Ihrows  some 
light  on  that  much  tlehated  year.  The 
bill  shows  that  he  was  acting  in  a  theatre 
improvised  in  a  biUiard-room  in  Camden 
Town. 

Many  (jrangerised  works,  it  must  be 
confessed,  arc  dreadful  to  contemplate — 
faded  letters  cheek  by  jowl  «ith  htcks  i<( 


hair,  water-colour  drawings,  engravings, 
etchings,  etc.  Nothing  of  the  sort  is  dis- 
cernible in  Mr.  Wright's  matchless  volumes 
Money  has  been  poured  out  like  water  in 
the  effort  to  render  them  the  finest  the 
world  has  ever  known.  Every  sheet  cost 
twopence  in  addition  to  the  inlctting  of 
the  prints.  The  margins  of  the  pages 
consist  of  drawings, 
all  by  French  artists 
if  repute.  Every 
me  of  these  beare 
■lo([Uent  testimony 
o  the  skill  of  the 
inowned  French 
irtists  «ho,  tempted 
English     gold. 


abo 


atmg 


the 


borders 

of     the 

pages. 

Of     lh< 

;        1 00,000 

prints  he 

purchased. 

unlvthevt 

n-  choicest 

lire    to    be 

found    in 

the  works. 

The  re:;t 

have  been 

dcslroved 

'>T  cast  on  one  side. 
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bungled.  And,  no  matter  how  long  the 
play  runs,  that  particular  line  is  always 
approached  by  the  artist  with  a  certain 
amount  of  nervousness.  Sometimes  it  is  a 
minor  line  ;  mostly  it  is  an  important  one. 
In  the  case  of  Minnie  Clarissas  part  and 
John  Barfield's  play,  it  was  an  important 
one.  But  the  actress,  laughing  always  as 
at  some  recognised  absurdity,  refused  to 
be  beaten,  and  invariably  declined  the 
dramatist's  offer  of  rewriting  the  speech. 
So,  her  little  slip  was  passed  over  at  each 
rehearsal  with  the  happy-go-lucky  phrase 
that  **  it  would  be  all  right  at  night." 

Night  came — the  night.  John  Barfield 
stood  at  the  back  of  the  circle.  It  was  liis 
first  play :  therefore  he  was  too  anxious  to 
sit  in  a  box.  And,  besides,  not  only  his 
welfare  depended  on  this  play,  but  his 
happiness  also.  However,  he  had  no 
cause  for  fear  ;  at  any  rate,  not  till  Minnie 
Clariss  approached  her  elusive  line.  Uj) 
to  that  point  the  play  had  *'  gone  splen- 
didly ! "  Minnie  came  on.  John  turned 
pale.  She  wore  a  dainty  Alpine  hat.  He 
wore  a  look  of  anxious  pain.  Jauntily,  in 
the  band  of  that  Alpine,  sprouted  a  i)ca- 
cock's  feather. 

The  unhappy  man  crept  away.  The 
feather  would  be  fatal.  Minnie  was  sure 
to  spoil  the  line  ;  and  with  it,  perhaps,  tlie 
whole  act.  He  paced  the  corridors.  When 
he  surmised  that  the  line  had  been  passed, 
•he  crawled  throus^h  the  iron  door  leadini*; 
on  to  the  stage  ;  and,  with  a  shocking 
grin  upon  his  countenance,  he  whispered 
to  the  prompter  concerning  that  line's  fate. 
It  was  all  right :  Miss  Clariss  had  said  the 
line  "  like  a  bird."  Ah,  but  that  was  onlv 
what  the  prompter  declared  !  Perhaps — 
Oh,  that  feather  !  Treading  a-tiptoe,  the 
anxious  superstitionist  moved  across  the 
back  of  the  scene  and  out  at  the  stage- 
door.     He  walked  uj)  and  down. 

Years  passed.  Since  the  sight  of  that 
peacock's  feather,  he  had  never  looked 
forward.  He  had  drifted  upon  the  stream 
of  life  like  a  moribund  fish.  He  had 
not  only  failed ;  he  had  made  no  further 
effort.  Of  what  avail,  to  fight  sfgainst  the 
gods  } 

Shortly,  he  was  dragged  inside  and 
flung  on    before   the   curtain.     There  he 


received  the  finest  and  most  genuine  out- 
burst of  cheering  and  applause  that  had 
been  known  under  that  roof  for  manv  a 
night.  John  Henry  Barfield,  dramatist, 
heard  the  note  of  success ;  and,  lo !  it 
sounded  good  ! 

ii^  «  «  « 

'*  Miss  Clariss,  you  've  helped  me  to- 
night ;  and,  now  we  *re  alone,  I  want  to 
thank  you  with  my  heart  as  well  as  with 
my  lips." 

*'  And  you,  Mr.  Barfield,  have  helped  me. 
Your  success  has  been  my  success.  Shall 
we  call  it  a  conspiracy  of  competence  }  " 

**  Let  us  call  it  a  conspiracy  of  luck. 
And  that,  despite  the  peacock's  feather  you 
wore  in  your  bewitching  Alpine." 

"  Oh,  I  'm  so  sorry !  "  she  cried,  with 
genuine  contrition.  **  I  '11  explain.  Last 
night,  at  the  dress- rehearsal,  if  you  noticed, 
I — but,  of  course,  you  didn't  .  .  .  What  } 
You  did  ?  Well,  f '11  believe  you  !  While 
you  look  at  me  like  that  I  can't  do  any- 
thing else — but  believe.  To  begin  again, 
last  night,  at  the  dress-rehearsal,  in  that 
scene  with  the  tricky  line,  I  wore  a  toque. 
And  the  line  went  wrong.  The  Alpme  had 
not  come.  Nor  did  it  arrive  till  the  last 
minute — as  per  usual  with  theatrical  milli- 
nery. I  put  it  on.  The  boy  called  me. 
I  ran  downstairs,  and  was  on  the  stage  and 
off  before  I  saw  —  in  the  green  -  room 
glass — that  there  was  that — that  fateful 
feather  in  the  hat-band.  And  the  line 
went  right.  .  .  So  you  must  admit  that 
peacocks'  feathers  don't  count — or,  if  they 
do,  it's  on  the  good  side.  Still,  I've  i)ut 
the  feather  in  my  purse.  .  .  .  See  }  So 
that  I  can  destroy  it  at  home  by  the  fire — 
just  to  please  you.  For  I  expect  you  had 
a  bad  moment  when  you  saw  this — this 
fateful  feather  in  mv  hat." 

"  I  was  a  fool !  "  came  the  hearty  com- 
ment. 

*'  Don't  be  hard  on  yourself,"  she  said 
softlv. 

"  It  was  a  stupid  obsession  of  mine." 

*'  I  don't  say  it  was  stupid." 

"  Whv  not  }  " 

*'  Because  I  don't  share  it." 

"  I  thought " 

**  That  I  was  going  to  say  something 
difl*erent }  " 
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a  K^itg,  and  how 
Bart-tli,  having 
kill.-d  one  of  his 
assailants  in  self- 
il.fL-nci".  was  tritd 
fiir  murder.  The 
features  of  Burke 
anil  tlie  Doctor,  who 
both  apjwarcd  at  the 
trial,  are,  of  course, 
familiar  to  most  of 
us  ;  hut  who  knows 
what  Raretli  was 
hkc-  It  took  Mr. 
Wright  two  jears 
to  hunt  up  a  reallj- 
gooil  portrait. 

In    truth,  it  may  oi 

be     said      that 

thousands  of  line  old  prints,  hid  away  in 
portfolios  or  reposing  tranquilly  on  shelves, 
have  had  the  dust  of  oblivion  blown  off     not  to  be  had, 


"-^  igy^  liWMgw— 


them   and   been   made   to  do  sen'ice   in 

illuminating  the  past ;  and  if  prints  were 

er- colour  drawings  by 

the     first    artists    of 

the    day   have    filled 

the  gap. 

When  on  the  war- 
path after  material 
for  "Vauxhall,"  Mr, 
Wright  lighted  on 
Rowlandson's  fine 
print  of  the  Gardens. 
As  an  example  of 
the  engraver's  art  of 
the  period  it  was 
unique,  but  it  had 
one  defect :  it  was 
far  too  large  for  the 
Vauxhail  volumes. 
Bind  and  fold  it 
down  .'  "  Perish  the 
thought !  "  said  Mr 
Wright.  A  device 
so  paltri-  would  hide 
the  marginal  decor- 
ations of  the  borders. 
So  a    first-class 
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of  the  pr 
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made. 

h  must  not  be 
supposed  that  other 
Grangerisershave  not 
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lavished  money  on  their  progeny.  The 
Grangerised  works  of  Mr.  Frank  Sabin 
are  full  of  the  costliest  and  rarest  prints. 

Mr.  Sabin  is  a  born  Grangeriser,  he 
spends  thousands  over  his  works,  but  he 
seems  averse  to  selling  them. 

Although  the  various  works  Grangerised 
expand  to  truly  heroic  proportions  under 
Mr.  Wright's  treatment  —  his  "Life  of 
Kerable"  alone  containing  ijoo  plates — 
there  are  none  which  for  size  can  compare 
with  Pennant's  "  London,"  which  cost 
Mr.  Crowle  £lioo,  and  was  bequeathed 
to  the  British  Museum. 


He  has  nothing  as  big  as  the  Clarendons, 
illustrated  by  the  late  Mr.  Sutherland,  of 
Gower  Street,  at  a  cost  of  ^iz.ooo,  and 
bequeathed  by  his  widow,  who  completed 
the  work,  to  the  Bodleian  Library, 

This  gigantic  work,  it  is  true,  contained 
10,000  prints  and  drawings,  750  portraits 
of  Charles  L,  518  Charles  IL,  350  Crom- 
wells,  173  James  IL,  410  William  HI., 
filling  thirty-seven  large  volumes ;  but  it 
took  Sutherland  forty-five  years  to  com- 
plete, which  was  almost  thu  time  absorbed 
in  Grangetising  the  Virgin  Mary  by  some 
foreign  ecclesiastic,  whose  name  I  forget. 


jifts.  ABmoTON. 
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THE 

LUCK  OF  THE  PEACOCK'S 

By  GEORGE    GAMBLE, 

FEATHER. 

Author  9/**  A  Farrago  of  Folly;'  "  The  L'Mknownr 

etc. 

1 

QlKKR  FrKAK  of  an  AUTHOR. 

Sik  \N(fK  Charge  A(;aixst  aDramatl^t. 

P<n»i  I  AR  Playwright  Fulls  Plstol 

IN  Public  Park. 

S(  >  ran  the  evening  placards.  PcopU- 
who  bought  the  papers,  and  even 
peoph*  who  did  not,  soon  learned  that 
John  Ht-nrv  Barfield,  the  newly  successful 
dramatist,  had  been  charged  at  West- 
min-^lrr  with  wantonly  firing  a  pistol  in 
St.  James's  Park,  and  with  thereby  shoot- 
in^Li:  to  death  a  valuable  peacock.  The 
prisoner  did  not  even  nserre  his  defence. 
He  was  not  mad  ;  he  was  not  drunk  ;  he 
had  simply  dont  this  thing.  The  magis- 
trate labouring,  as  do  so  many  of  his 
kind,  under  a  foolish  fond  delusion  that 
hr  was  a  ilispenser  of  ethics  as  well  as  a 
dispeuMT  of  laws)  read  the  prisom-r  a 
plaiitudinal  lecture  on  the  evils  of  setting 
bail  examples.  The  prisoner  smiled,  'rhf 
magistrate  fined  him.  The  prisoner,  unlike 
a  certain  king,  smiled  again.  The  magis- 
trate pouted.  The  prisoner  paid.  The 
magistrate  continued  to  earn  his  salary — 
by  discouraging  a  too  zealous  open-air 
mouther.  The  prisoner  was  a  prisoner 
no  longer. 

A  week  later,  however,  John  Henry 
liarfifld,  dramatist,  was  once  more  a 
prisoner  :  and  for  a  similar  offence — shot 
peacock  and  all.  Upon  this  occasion  the 
deed  had  been  committed  in  Hattersca 
Park  :  consequently,  the  case  was  heard 
in  another  court.  But  the  former  affair 
was  so  recent  that  it  was  at  once 
recalled ;  and  this  time  John  Henr}' 
Barfield,  dramatist,  was  sentenced  to  a 
short  term  of  imprisonment. 


Not  long  after  his  release  he  shot  a 
peacock.  Upon  this  occasion  he  did  the 
thing  in  \'ictoria  Park  :  where  he  was 
discovered  trying  to  bur}'  the  body. 
He  went  to  the  station  quietly ;  loudly  he 
proclaimed  his  intention  of  slaying  pea- 
cocks at  every  possible  opportunity.  And 
he  adiled  that,  previously,  it  had  not 
occurred  to  him  that  by  merely  killing 
peacocks  he  was  scattering  broadcast  their 
evil  influence  ;  and  that,  henceforth, 
he  was  going  to  bur}-  them  as  well.  He 
was  remanded  in  order  that  the  state  of 
his  mind  could  be  inquired  into. 

People  asked  of  themselves,  and  of  each 
other.  What  was  the  reason  for  this  man's 
seeming  alvsence  of  reason  ?  What  was 
the  income  of  his  outcome.''  What  was 
the  cause  of  his  effect  }  Was  it  humour, 
anil  were  these  things  done  for  a  joke } 
Was  it  avarice,  and  were  these  things  done 
for  a  bet  ?  Was  it  cunning,  and  were 
these  things  done  for  an  advertisement } 
This  last  was  most  in  favour.  An  author 
had  lu-i-n  known  to  fire  at  the  House  of 
Comnu>ns  :  because  his  book  was  not 
selling.  An  actress  had  been  known  to 
lc>s(^  ti  diamond  necklace  of  untellable 
value  and  to  find  it  on  her  dressing-table  : 
becausr  **  the  notice  was  going  up."  And, 
therefore,  it  was  with  much  surprise  that 
the  public  learned  that  John  Henry 
Barfield,  in  addition  to  being  a  dramnttst, 
was  a  monomaniac.  On  ever}'  subject  but 
one  he  was  perfectly  sane.  On  many 
subjects  he  was  more  than  sane — he  was 
intelligent.  But  ct)nceming  the  tmth  of 
the  superstition  tliat  peacocks*  feathers  are 
unlucky,  he  was  hopelessly  convinced. 
And  the  tale  told   by  his  friends  (who 
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promised  the  magistrate*  to  watch  over  the 

future   conduct   of  John  Henry  Barfield, 

dramatist  and  monomaniac)  almost  justified 

his  ineradicable  belief. 

«  «  i»  « 

"  Do  you  like  the  scene,  Mr.  Barfield  ?  " 

**  It  is  very  good  indeed  !  You  beat 
yourself  every  time." 

"  I  'm  glad  It  satisfies  you,"  said  the 
scenic  artist. 

**  It  ought  to ! "  cried  the  dramatist. 
"  It 's  perfect !  " 

Soon,  however,  there  sprang  into  his  face 
a  look  of  horror  and  dismay.  He  had 
noticed  the  painted  images  of  two  peacock's 
feathers  on  the  decorated  panels  of  a  door. 

**  Oh,  my  God  !  Do  you  want  to  ruin 
the  show  ?  " 

*' What's  the  matter.?  What's  the 
matter  ?  " 

*'  Look,  look,  look  1  "  shouted  Barfield, 
pointing. 

**Well,  what  of  them?  Aren't  they 
pretty  ?  " 

"  Pretty  hideous,  pretty  horrible,  pretty 
hateful ! " 

"Do  you  mean  to  say  that .?^' 

**  I  mean  to  say  that  I — object !  " 

**  Well,  I  am  damned  !  "  announced  the 
artist.  **  I  should  have  thought  you  were 
young  enough  to  know  better.  It 's  only 
we  old  people  that  are  allowed  to  have 
such  childish  articles  about  us  as  super- 
stitions. Come  now,  do  you  mean 
honestly  to  tell  me  that  you  're  so  foolish 
as  to  think  that  such  a  beautiful  thing  as 
a  peacock's  feather  can  have  any  malign 
influence  ?  " 

"  Only  in  a  theatre,"  muttered  Barfield, 
a  trifle  ashamed  of  himself,  **  only  in  a 
theatre.  I  've  known  too  many  failures 
accompanied  by  peacocks*  feathers — not 
to — not  to " 

**  Well,  as  long  as  they  weren't  cuused 
by  them " 

**  I  say  that  I  've  known  too  many 
failures  in  which  peacocks'  feathers  have 
been — been  concerned,  not  to  object  to 
them.  Wliy,  there  was  *  Tunis,'  with  its 
fan  of  peacocks'  feathers — and  its  failure. 
And  there  was  the  pantomime  last  year, 
with  its  ballet  of  peacocks'  feathers — and 
it^   failure.     And  there  was  that  comedy 


at  the  house  opposite,  with  its  Miss 
Drayton's  dress  of  peacocks'  feathers — 
and  its  failure.  And  that  last  goes  to 
prove  my  contention.  For  the  comedy 
was  a  fine  one ;  and,  additionally,  it  con- 
tained many  elements  of  popularity.  So 
nobody  could  explain  why  it  didn't  catch 
on.  And  /  can't  explain  why — except 
that  I  know  the  peacocks'  feathers  were 
used,  and  that  the  play  failed.  It  started 
with  a  flourish  of  trumpets  from  the  Press 
and  the  public,  yet  the  bottom  dropped 
out  of  it  in  a  week.  So,  my  dear  good 
fellow,  put  anything  you  like  in  place 
of  these  pretty  little  things — put  cupids, 
toads,  butterflies,  fleas — put  what  you 
wish  ;  but  don't— oh,  don't — put  peacocks* 
feathers ! " 

The  artist  fumbled  at  his  beard, 
grunted,  smiled,  laughed,  wetted  his 
fingers,  and  rubbed  out  the  potent 
decoration.  While  he  was  waiting  for 
his  labourer  to  bring  a  fresh  pot  of 
destemper  in  order  that  he  might  paint 
in  something  else,  the  leading  lady 
approached. 

**  Oh,  why  have  you  destroyed  those 
beautiful  feather^  ? "  she  asked  with 
genuine  regret. 

"Well,  Miss  Clariss,  it  was  like  this," 
began  the  artist,  and  stopped. 

"  I  must  plead  guilty — not  to  believing, 
but  to  knowing  that  they're  unlucky," 
broke  in  Barfield.     "And'l " 

"There,  did  you  ever  hear  such  non- 
sense }  "  laughed  the  artist. 

"  Oh,  we  all  have  our  little  fads  !  "  cried 
Minnie  Clariss  sympathetically.  "  Person- 
ally, I  have  no  objection  to  peacocks' 
feathers ;  thev  're  too  beautiful  to  be 
harmful.  Now  don't  either  of  you  say 
how  harmless  /  must  be  !  Because  I  said 
it  first !  But  I  must  admit  that  I  wouldn't 
carry  a  parasol  on  the  stage — much  less 
open  one — for  a  hundred  pounds  a  week 
and  full  for  matinees.  And  I  always  want 
to  box  the  ears  of  any  person  whom  I  see, 
at  rehearsal,  balancing  a  chair  on  one  leg 
and  twirling  it  round  and  round.  How- 
ever, I  make  matters  equal  by  not  minding 
if  the  tag  be  spoken  at  rehearsal,  smd  by 
not  minding  if  peacocks'  feathers  be  used 
anywhere,  anyhow,  any  time.     They  are  so* 
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beautiful!  And  they  have  a  slight  sug- 
gestion of  wiclvcdness  about  them  that  in 
no  wise  detracts  from  their  charm." 

In  that  hour,  John  Barticlil  was  not  the 
priniaturely  aged  man,  with  the  pale, 
anxious     face      and     grey     temples    and 


speak  till  the  fate  of  his  play  was  deter- 
mined. If  successful,  he  would  be  in  a 
position  to  otfer  something  more  than  his 
hand  and  heart ;  and,  in  addition  to  the 
courage  that  comes  of  a  full  purse,  he 
would  possess  the  knowledge  that  he  was 


••  /.Mi,  look.  looi  .'■■  -/i 

ilctermini'd  smile,  that  afti^rwards  slooil  in 
the  (lock  :  he  was  bright  of  eye,  bright  of 
mannir.  bright  of  brain.  And  as  the 
young  author  moved  up  stager  in  company 
with  Minnie  Clariss  (a  gay-hearted,  bril- 
liant comedienne),  the  sienic  artist  could 
mt  help  thinking  what  an  admirahle 
match  they  would  make.  And  John 
Barfield  was  not  without  hope.  But  lii- 
had  decided  to  abstain  from  venturing  to 


not  ask 

with  hii 

The  I 


L'  Ihis 


_'h.-ars:il  he 


sli.i 


her  ■^■A-dT 


n-h.-arsil  ]ir<)- 
ceetied— till  a  certain  lino  was  reach.'d. 
Now.  all  theatricals  know  (and,  through  the 
medium  of  iiiter\-ii-ws,  most  of  the  piililic 
know)  that  in  the  course  of  a  long  part 
then-  is  always  one  line,  sometimes  more, 
but  always  one,  that  refuses  to  gel  itself 
learned.     Hither   it   is  fw^oV-Vcw,  Qt  \\  \*. 
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bungled.  And,  no  matter  how  long  the 
play  runs,  that  particular  line  is  always 
approached  by  the  artist  with  a  certain 
amount  of  nervousness.  Sometimes  it  is  a 
minor  line  ;  mostly  it  is  an  important  one. 
In  the  case  of  Minnie  Clariss's  part  and 
John  Barficld's  play,  it  was  an  important 
one.  But  the  actress,  laughing  always  as 
at  some  recognised  absurdity,  refused  to 
be  beaten,  and  invariably  declined  the 
dramatist's  ofter  of  rewriting  the  speech. 
So,  her  little  slip  was  passed  over  at  each 
rehearsal  with  the  happy-go-lucky  phrase 
that  **  it  would  be  all  right  al  night." 

Night  came — the  night.  John  Bariiekl 
stood  at  the  back  of  tht!  circle.  It  was  liis 
first  play:  theretbre  he  was  too  anxious  ic> 
sit  in  a  box.  And,  besidt-s,  not  only  his 
welfare  depended  on  this  l)lay,  but  his 
happiness  also.  Ilowevrr,  he  had  no 
cause  for  fear  ;  at  any  rate,  not  till  Minnie 
Clariss  approached  her  elusive  line.  \\) 
to  that  point  the  play  liad  "  gone  sj)len- 
didly!"  ]\Iinnie  canu?  on.  John  turned 
pale.  She  wore  a  dainty  Alpine  hat.  He 
wore  a  look  of  anxious  pain.  Jauntily,  in 
the  band  of  that  Alpine,  sprouted  a  pea- 
cock's feather. 

The  unliaj)py  man  crej)t  away.  The 
feather  would  be  fatal.  Minnie  was  sure 
to  spoil  the  line  ;  and  with  it,  perhaj)S,  tlu* 
whole  act.  He  paced  the  corridors.  When 
he  surmised  that  the  line  had  been  j)asse(l, 
•he  crawled  throui^h  the  iron  door  leadini^ 
on  to  the  stage;  and,  with  a  sliockini; 
grin  upon  his  countenance,  he  wliisjxTiNl 
to  the  prompter  concerning  that  line's  fate. 
It  was  all  right :  ^liss  Clariss  had  said  the 
line  *•  like  a  bird."  Ah,  but  that  was  onl\ 
what  the  pronij)ter  iledared  !  Perhaps — 
r)h,  that  feather!  Treading  a-tiploe,  the 
anxious  superstitionisl  moved  across  the 
back  of  the  scene  and  out  at  the  slaire- 
door.     He  walked   uj)  and  down. 

Years  passed.  Sini'e  the  sight  of  that 
peacock's  feather,  he  had  niver  looked 
forward.  He  had  drifted  uj>on  the  stream 
of  life  like  a  moribund  fish.  He  had 
not  onlv  failed  ;  he  had  made  no  further 
effwrt.  Of  what  avail,  to  fight  against  the 
gods  .-■ 

Shortly,    he   was    dragged    inside    and 
flun^  on    l)ct't)rc   the   curtain.     There  he 


received  the  finest  and  most  ^nuine  out- 
burst of  cheering  and  applause  that  had 
been  known  under  that  roof  for  manv  a 
night.  John  Uenry  Barfield,  dramatist, 
heard  the  note  of  success ;  and,  lo  I  ii 
sounded  good  ! 

is-  -K-  *  « 

**  Miss  Clariss,  you  *ve  helped  me  to- 
night ;  and,  now  we  *re  alone,  I  want  u> 
thank  you  with  my  heart  as  well  as  with 
my  lips." 

'*  And  you,  Mr.  Barfield,  have  helped  me. 
Your  success  has  been  my  success.  .Shall 
we  call  it  a  conspiracy  of  competence  .-' " 

"  Let  us  call  it  a  conspiracy  of  luck. 
And  that,  despite  the  peacock's  feather  \ou 
wore  in  your  bewitching  Alpine." 

"Oh,   I'm  so  sorr}' !  "  she  cried,   with 
genuine  contrition.     **  I  *I1  explain.      \jl>i 
night,  at  the  dress- rehearsal,  if  you  noticed, 
1 — but,  of  course,  you  didn't  .   .  .   What  ? 
You  did  ?     Well,  I  '11  believe  you  !     While 
you   look  at  me  like  that  1  can't  do  anv- 
thing  else — but  believe.      To  begin  again, 
last  night,  at  the  dress-rehearsal,   in  that 
scene  with  the  tricky  line,  I  wore  a  toque. 
And  the  line  went  wrong.    The  Alpine  had 
not  come.     Nor  did  it  arrive  till   the  last 
minute — as  per  usual  with  theatrical  milH- 
nery.      1    put  it  on.       The  boy  called  nie. 
I  ran  downstairs,  and  was  on  the  stage  and 
olT  before    1    saw  —  in    the   green  -  nH>m 
glass — that    there    was   that — that     fatetu) 
hatluT   ill   the    hat-band.     And   the   line 
w(  nt  right.  .  .     So   you   must  admit  tlia: 
peacocks'  feathers  don't  count — or,  if  they 
(1(»,  it's  on  the  good  side.     Still,   I've  jmi 
the    feather  in   my  purse.  .  .  .     See  .••     So 
that  1  can  destrov  it  at  home  bv  the  tire — 
just  to  please  you.      For  1  expect  you  had 
a   bad  moment  when   vou    saw  this — this 
fateful  feather  in  mv  hat." 

"  1  was  a  fool !  "  came  the  heartv  com- 
nient. 

"Don't  be  hard  on  yourself,"  she  said 
softly. 

"It  was  a  stupid  obsession  of  mine." 

"  1  don't  say  it  was  .stupid." 

"  Whv  not  r  " 

*'  Because  I  don't  .share  it." 

"  I  thought " 

"That  1  wa.s  going  to  say  something 
dilferent  .^ " 
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"  I  never  know  what  you  are  going  to 
say." 

Thrilled  at  being  adjudged  an  enigma, 
the  woman  smiled  upon  the  man  more 
sweetly  than  she  intended.  Thus  encour- 
aged, he  commenced  to  speak  of  the 
subject  uppermost  in  his  heart ;  but  some- 
thing in  her  steadfast  open  gaze  caused 
him  to  rovt-rt  to  the  subject  uppermost  in 
his  brain. 

"  That  superetition  of  mine,"  he  said, 
with    a    tjuper    at- 
tempt at  a  whimsical 


instinct." 

■'  \  o.-  s  h  e 
laughi'd  ;  "judging 
by  the  facts  vou 
once  ln!d  me  atxtut 
feathers  and 
faihires  — your  — 
your  snpcr.stition 
v/aa  based  upon 
reason." 

"  .\nil  was  there- 
fore  " 

"  The  more  hkciy 
to  he  wrong." 

"  /  was  going  to 
Kiy  thai." 


overlooking  of  the  feather;  perhaps  the 
feather  had  been  exhibited  as  a  warning ; 
perhaps  the  feather's  accidental  appear- 
ance was  an  omen ;  perhaps,  although 
his  play  had  succeeded,  his  suit  might 
fail.  And  it  was  with  some  trepidation 
that  he  made  his  next  move. 

"  Let  go  my  hand — there 's  a  good  boy. 
Well,  if  you  will  be  obstinate — mind 
nobody  sees  us.  .  .  .  Has  the  hall-keeper 


gone  for  my  cab  ?  . 


"  I  know,"  she 
lid  quietly  ;  "  for 
's  in  this  that  we 


kniiw  what  you  are 

going  to  say."  ..  /^  ^  „^  fya„j_ 

Minnie  twiddled 
the  peacock's  feather  between  her  thumb 
and  forefinger ;  and  she  ventured  to  be- 
liive  aloud  that,  perhaps,  if  only  to  prove 
the  rule,  it  had  brought  luck— good  luck. 
And  John  said  softly,  to  himself,  that 
ht'  was  going  to  find  out  if  it  had  also 
brought  happiness. 

(.onccming  this  latter,  he  was  a  trifle 
in  duubt.  Certainly  she  had  been  more 
than  friendly  to  him ;  but  how  much  of 
that  was  due  to  artistic  s>'mpathy.  and  how 
much  to  personal  affinity,  he  could  not  tell. 
Thoughts,  contradictor)'  as  inconsistent, 
nicked  him  swiftly  as  suddenly.  Perhaps 
she  had  only  invented  her  account  of  the 

N'o.  101.    June  1900 


Hjw  the  light  of 
the  T-piece  shines 
on  the  lustres  of 
that  propertv  chan- 
dclit 


angn 

s!    .     , 


What  f 

my    eyes  ?      Oh,    I 


daresay 


.  I 


know  thai  we  are 
in  the  shadow — 
here.  Kut  I  'm  sure 
there  are  men  up 
in  those  flics.  .  .  . 
What  .-'  They  've 
long  since  gone  ? 
Then  how  do  you 
account  for  that 
creaking.-  " 

"Oh,  that's  only 
the    ro|>es    of    the 

down    'after     the 


nd  sirt 


>of 


gvoii  boy." 


n  i  n  g  I 
danger, 
ssure  you  there 's 
danger — except. 
perhaps,  to  mc  —  except,  perhaps,  that 
you  will  not  answer  as  I  wish  you 
to.  .  .  .  Minnie,  you  know  that  I  like 
you — you  know  that  I  care  for  you. 
Minnie,  I  love  you.  .  .  .  Someday — some 
ttay — will  you  be  my  wife  ?  " 

His  declaration  was  not  so  flamboyant 
as  might  be  expected  from  a  dramatist ; 
nor  was  her  answer  so  theatrical  as 
might  be  expected  frtmi  an  actress.  She 
nodded.  But  that  simple  niuvenient,  com- 
bined with  the  glory  of  her  smile,  was,  for 
him,  far  more  potent  than  the  most  superb 
gesture  she  had  ever  made ;  and  those 
simple  words,  combined  with  the  wxcwx-^ 
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of  his  manner,  were,  for  her,  far  more 
eloquent  than  the  tinest  speech  he  had 
ever  written.  And  that  youthful  pair,  with 
tht  taste  uf  success  upon  their  lips,  stood 
in  the  shadow  of  that  jirosaic  scene-dock, 
side  by  side,  as  if  in  a  star-iit  woodland 
deli.  And  their  hearts  heat  high  with 
love  and  hope  ;  and  the  eyes  of  each  were 
brighter  than  the  lustres  of  the 
chandelier  that  hung  above 
them ;  and  soon  upon  their 
lips  was  the  divine  taste  of  a 
joy  that  is  mutual. 

"Oh,  my  dearest!  I  am  very 
happy,"  whispered  the 

"  John,  I  will  love  you  al 
life,"  she  murmured  sweetly, 

"  Mine      begins     from 
night." 

"  .Mine — begins    from 

Something  rushed  down  upon 

Shortly   they  were  discovered 
stretched      upon      the      stage. 
Ajound    them   w< 
fragments      of      a      chandciie 
The  man  was  unconscious;    tl 
as  dead.     In    her  eyi 


was  a  look  of  fearful  pain  ;    in  her  hand 
was  a  peacock's  feather. 

.\nd  that  is  why  John  Henrj'  Bariield, 
successful  and  lucky  dramatist,  took  to 
shooting  peacocks ;  and  why,  when  pre- 
vented from  shooting  pea<ockf,  he  took  la 
shooting  himself. 


•tched  ujvn  Iht  ilagf. 
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ROTHENBURG   AND   ITS   HISTORIC   PAGEANT. 
By     C     FRANK     DEWEY. 

Copyrighted  by  the  Author,  iqoo. 


THE  lapse  of  centuries  has  deprived 
Rothenburg-on-the-Tauber  of  the 
foremost  place  that  it  held  in  the  eariy 
history  of  West  Germany,  but  whoever 
even  now  roams  through  its  mediaeval 
streets,  and  at  every  few  paces  comes 
across  houses  tableted  with  names  of 
Kings  and  Emperors  and  Princes  of 
world-wide  celebrity,  who,  for  State 
reasons,  visited  "  the  city  set  on  a  hill," 
or  the  "  German  Jerusalem,"  as  it  has 
been  called,  can  have  no  doubt  of  its 
earlier  importance  in  a  political  and 
historical  sense.  Lost  as  this  prestige 
now  is  in  the  downward  turn  of  fortune's 
wheel,  something  of  its  past  glories  comes 
before  us  in  imagination  as  we  wander 
from  point  to  point.  Here  are  evidences 
of  statesmanlike  power,  of  knightly 
chivalry,  of  martyrlike  faith,  of  artistic 
creation,  or  domestic  devotion.  But  what- 
ever has  disappeared  of  its  importance  in 
the  region  of  •*  practical  politics  "  it  has 
fully  retained  in  the  halo  of  art  that  still 
hangs  around  this  many- gabled  and  wall- 
girt  town.  Nowhere  has  the  old  mediaeval 
pattern  been  better  preserved  than  at 
Rothenburg;  nowhere  has  the  artist  a 
richer  field,  a  veritable  "happy  hunting- 
ground"  for  quaint  bits  of  architecture, 
for  interiors,  for  street  scenes  and  land- 
scapes. But  even  in  these  days,  though 
since  the  boundaries  of  its  possessions 
have  been  gradually  forced  back  it  cannot 
be  called,  as  formerly,  **  the  granary 
of  Nuremberg,"  the  many  mills  which 
hum  along  the  banks  of  the  Tauber,  its 
grain-clad  hills  and  vine-clothed  slopes, 


its  breweries  and  factories,  the  result  of 
modern  life,  point,  at  any  rate,  to 
thrift  and  comfort,  if  not  competence. 
The  absence  of  soldiers  in  a  town 
in  Germany,  where  soldiers  grow  on 
every  bush,  is  very  noticeable.  Indeed, 
the  absence  of  visible  signs  of  Govern- 
ment— ^though,  really,  its  temporal  welfare 
is  thoroughly  well  looked  after  by  the  wise 
and  energetic  Biirgermeister,  Herr  Mann — 
makes  the  visitor  almost  think  he  is  in 
a  republic.  In  fact,  the  bearing  of  its 
inhabitants  has  a  sturdy  self-dependence 
and  equality  about  it  that  is  surely  a 
remnant  of  the  days  when  it  was  a  great 
and  respected  commonwealth.  Though 
belonging  to  the  Bavarian  monarchy,  it 
is  as  autonomous  as  any  State  in  the 
American  federation. 

In  the  Thirty  Years'  War  Rothenburg 
suffered  frightfully.  The  victories  of 
Gustavus  Adolphus  had  endangered  the 
Catholic  League,  and  to  protect  the 
Bavarians  from  the  Protestant  Swedes  and 
their  allies,  of  which  Rothenburg  was 
chief,  in  1631  it  was  besieged  by  Tilly. 
Rothenburg  was  then  a  wealthy  town  of 
6000  inhabitants,  and  from  its  situation, 
upon  abrupt  and  steep  cliffs  above  the' 
Tauber,  and  its  massive,  tower  -  crowned 
walls,  was  extremely  well  fortified.  The 
citizens  were  proud,  capable,  trained  in 
arms,  and  well  provided  with  cannon  and 
ammunition.  Tilly,  of  course,  could  not 
suffer  the  Swedes  to  establish  themselves 
upon  the  Tauber  on  such  a  powerful  base 
of  operations,  whence  they  could  further 
overrun     Franconia.      Thus,     after     the 
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unlucky  attempt  upon  Wertheim,  finding 
himsi-tf  inferior  in  numbers  to  the  Swedish 
hosts,  lie  prudently  decided  to  attack 
Rothenburg. 

With  rt'iiiiited  forces  and  heavier  guns, 
he  threw  himself  upon  the  fortified  town, 
but  the  obstinate  defenders  contested 
ever)'  inch  of  ground.  Toward  evening 
the  poM'dcr  -  tower  exploded  through  a 
grenadi-  of  the  enemj-,  and  after  desperate 
and  continuous  iighting  of  thirty  hours. 


mercy.  Surrounded  by  his  generals- 
Count  Pappenheim,  the  Duke  of  Lor- 
raine, Count  von  Aldringcr,  and  Genenl 
von  Ossa — he  sent  for  the  Senate,  vidi 
Biirgcrmeister  Bezold  at  their  head,  and 
announced  their  condemnation  to  death 
fur  their  obstinate  resistance  and  dis* 
obedience  to  the  imperial  commandcn 
to  whom  they  owed  allegiance.  Already 
the  executioner  had  been  sent  for,  when 
some  of  the  wives  succeeded  in  p 


the  Swedish  garrison  and  defendi-rs.  find- 
ing thfir  small  means  jHiwerless,  rfluct- 
antly  hung  out  the  white  flag.  Tiliy  would 
not  hear  of  terms  of  capitulation.  Tlir 
Swedes  might  withdraw  free,  but  ihe  town 
mu.st  submit  uncc)nditi<inally.  Kothenburg 
was  occupied,  and  Tilly  took  possi-ssion 
of  tlu'  |ii-auiiful  and  imposing  Kathhaus. 

In  vain  did  women  ami  children  crowd 
into  ihi'  niarket-plBce,  throw  themselves 
at  thf   fvi-l   oS   the    victor,   and   beg   for 


I>Al'GHTEft. 


into  the  council -hall,  and  with  th«r 
(iiiUlnn  begged  for  mercy.  Tilly  at  bat 
allowed  himself  to  be  softened,  but  coupled 
his  clemency  to  the  Senators  with  a  peculiar 
clause — namely,  that  one  of  them  should 
emjuy  at  a  draught  tlie  mighty  loving-cup 
of  Timber  wine  presented  to  the  victors. 

This  condition  was  ftdlilled  \>j  ei- 
IUirgcrmeisti;r  Nusch,  who  thus  saved  the 
lives  of  himself  and  his  colleagues  ;  sad  ibe 
chalice,  whirli  is  of  glass  and  holds  thirteen 
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Bavarian  schoppcn  (about  three  quarts), 
friiin  which  this  tloliverinR  draught  was 
taken,  is  to  this  day  an  heirlogm  of  ihu 
Hiirgermeister's  lineal  <lesci'iulaiits.  It 
is  clahoratclj-  painted,  representing  the 
Emperor  on  a  throue,  with  the  seven 
Electors  to  the  riglit  and  seven  Princes  to 
the  left,  bearing  the  date  of  1606.     Later 


were  adiieil  the  arms  of  Nusch,  whose 
family  was  ennobled  atui  got  a  I'l.nsioii 
from  the  Senate  iu  remembrance  of  the 
douj^hty  deed.  It  is  jealously  guarded 
at  the  house  of  his  descendant,  Herr 
Piirkhauer,  where,  lo  my  (jutsiion  if  it 
was  for  sale,  he  replied,  "  Um  keinen 
Preis"  ,Not  at  any  price;. 
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The  sleepy,  peaceful  condition  into 
which  Rothcnburg  had  sunk  after  the 
stirring  events  of  her  early  history  induced 
some  of  her  energetic  citizens  to  look 
about  for  some  means  of  attracting  atten- 
tion and  commercial  enterprises  to  the 
mediaeval  city.  So  much  that  ivas 
dramatic  had  passed  within  those  ancient 
walls  that  it  required  only  the  historic 
picture  of  Hcrr  Shuch,  representing  Tilly 
in  the  new  Kathhaus  of  Rothenburg,  to 
suggest  the  dramatising  of  that  wonderful 
episode  in  the  Thirty  Years'  \Var,  Herr 
Hoerber,  a  patriotic  citizen  of  Rothen- 
burg, furnished  the  drama,  and  with  the 
assistance  of  Herren  Johler  and  Furst,  the 
piece  was  successfully  put  on  the  stage  in 
the  old  Kaiscrsaal,  where  Tilly  dictated 
liis  terms,  many  of  the  living  actors  being 
descendants  of  the  heroes  of  that  event. 


St  representation  took  pla 
Wednesday,  June  6,  1891  , 
assured  from  the  very  first.  The  staging 
and  grouping  and  the  general  arrange- 
ment nre  displayed  with  truly  Titiancsque 


effect.  The  ex-Biirgermeister,  Nusch,  is 
the  central  figure  of  this  great  historical 
play  of  the  "  Meister  Trunk,"  or  "  Giant 
Draught."  which  is  now  enacted  annually 
in  the  great  hall  of  the  Rathhaus. 

The   victorious  general  and   his   Staff, 
Charles,  Duke  of  Lorraine,  Prince  Louis 


of  Pfaliiburj;,  Count  GoUfrled  of  Pappen- 
hcim,  fount  Johann  Aldringer,  Rudolf  von 
Ossa,  and  a  Dominicar.  monk,  with  the 
devastating  and  plundering  rutlians  that 
formed  their  train,  make  their  entry  into 
the  Rathhaun,  where  the  Senate  is  assem- 
bleii  with  liurgermeisler  Bezold  at  their 
head,  and  among  ihem  a  former  Biirger- 
meister,  George  Nusch.  Tilly  rejects 
anything  like  capitulation,  but  allows  the 
Swedes  to  go  free,  comlemning  the  town 
to  tribute  am\  the  Senate  and  Biirgcr- 
meister  to  death.  In  vain  the  poor  wives 
and  children  heg  for  mercy.  The  victor  is 
inexorable,  but  at  length  agrees  to  be 
content  with  the  death  of  four  StVLa.««s 
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I^t  them  choose.  Unanimously  the 
Si-nate  prefers  death  for  all,  and  the 
Bijrgeniieister  himself,  under  a  guard  of 
soldiers,  is  sent  to  fetch  the  executioner, 
who  lives  out  of  town. 

In  the  meantime,  to  bring  Till)-  into 
better  humour,  and  according  to  the 
custom  of  the  times,  the  daughter  of  the 


"  I  will  show  mercy  on  this  conditioi^— 
that  one  of  you  empty  the  full  cup  at  odc 
draught."  NatunUly,  the  Senate  renuim 
dumb  at  the  bitter  jest.  It  was  a.  fiat 
beyond  human  power.  But  at  lengdi 
Xusch,  thinking  it  is  a  more  agreeaUe 
death  than  hanging,  and  being  the  ion  of 
the    host    of   the    "Golden    Stag"  a»d 


castellan    and    cellarer 

and.  with  lier  father's 

fetch  it.      The   lellarer 

praises     the    wine,    e( 

prisoniT — 

My  I-oiil.  1  h.ivf  liiia  in 

A  noIJi-  (ifr>]irinK  i>f  iht 

Ul  mi-  l....lav.  Ilie  .l.iv 

<-.>ve  hini  lii>  fiu<.-<l..m:   't 

iiirthv  > 


Tilly 


akes    the    1 


ighl' 


Ktirruji-cu|i  wilh 
Tauher  wine,  drinks,  and  |)asses  it  around 
lo  his  suite ;  these,  however,  do  not 
exhaust  it.  Tilly,  struck  by  its  si/e, 
and  bro'iglit  into  better  humour  by  ibe 
genvrotis  nine,  exclaims,  with  a  grim  joke. 


probably  accuslomcd  to  big  drinks,  conies 

forward  and  offers  to  do  so — 

llii-  I'.iial  «iir,  which  in  thf  very  marrow  of  our 

(liir  (iitinm'  )i1a|;ucs,  i:<  nut  from  brotherly  lure, 

Y-M  a  bum  h.ile  hugitX.    <'i(hI  hultls  lu 

.\ll  a>  hicilhiT.  in  His  Falher-hcait. 

Alike  who  Al.ba,  or  Jchova,  crj-. 

1  litink  lu  ihtL'.  uh.  fiiith !     Oi  cl»c  may  this 

My  .U-«ili-.lraui;lil  lie.  which  lo  aniither 

,\iul  incite  liivcly  li<iiiif  my  spirit  bears. 

Hreaiblessly  the  anxious  spectators  watch 
as  ibey  sei'  the  large  measure  lifted  higher 
and  higlier.  its  contents  gradually  dis- 
appearing down  the  throat  of  the  valorous 
Kurgermeister. 
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Nfty.  smile  i 

freely  own 
Whai    movetj   my   bean !      I^ve, 

loyal  once 
To  golden  locks,  is  not   a   irailor 
They  silver  gleam.  [when 

[TatiHg  htr  huiband's  hand.} 
By  (hiii  hand  led, 
To    this   heart    bound,   and    happy 

more  than  all, 
£slc«m  for  each  brooghi  sunshine 

Time  speeds,  creeps  on   the  shade 


"KC. 


'I'hcy  scarcely  dared  ho[)e.  His  strength 
would  fail,  and  the  cup  wouhl  be  witli- 
(Iraun.  But  no !  it  is  drained  to  the  last 
droll,  and  the  fainting  Biirgcrnieistcr  has 
just  strength  enough  to  hand  it  to  Tilly 
anil  stammer  out  :  "  Thy  promise !  " 

"  It  shall  be  honourably  kept,"  says  the 
(ieneral;    and  Nusch  sinks  to  the  floor. 
Then  women  and  children  press  into  the 
council-chamber,    full   of  joy 
at  the  uncxpectcti  tleliverance, 
for  which  no  one  has  dared 
to  hope.    The  Itiirgenneister's 
wife  appears  and  ihanks  'lill; 


.\nd   bitter   partrng   threatens    to 

eoKulr  us. 
Now  know  I  erst  what   thou  hut 

And   what  pale   death  would  fain 

have  robbed  me  of. 
And  yet  af;ain,  as  through  a  miracle, 

for  which  1  th.-ink 
My  God.  Ihou  art  once  moic  my 


Three  tlays  Nusch  lingers  between  life 
and  death,  and  when  he  recovers,  his  first 
words  are:  "1  could  never  save  another 
town."  This  historical  drama  is  alnaj-s 
given  at  Whitsuntide,  and  attracts  thou- 
sands from  all  parts  of  the  Continent.  The 
real  cup,  of  course,  is  not  allowed  to 
be  used  for  the  play,  hut  a  good  imi- 
tation    is     in     thi-     Rathhaus.      In    the 


for 


cle: 


The 


cellarer's  daughter  brings  him 
flowers,  and  Tilly  says:  "  I 
thank  thee  !  Be  happy,  and 
forget  not  that  Tilly  held 
judgment  in  this  Senate  Hall 
and  drank  thy  wine."  To 
which  the  Biirgermeister's  wife 
replies  with  passional  i- 
feeling — 

I'ornel     lhi^    day .-      When   fear    ol 
(k-itlh 

iDKCther  minfleJ  .- 


Whin  lift  i 


s    Bl%-C! 


V[iiin  whoM:  heart  my  faithful  loie 

W'c  come   to   thank    thee,  Cuuni, 

for  thy  great  gift : 
One  priies  mosi  we  have  alt  but  lost. 
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noon  of  the  play  Tilly  and  his 
,  numbering'  over  500,  a  motloy  crew, 
nhle    in   the    Spital    Court    and   walk 


Lt<»vn  in  sul.-nin    [.row- 
narrow  ami  crooked  sin 
the  i.lace  wht-n-  i1k-  rmI  Tilly  i-nc 
upwanlsof  2,o  vcarsago.    Al!  ilic  ga 
of  the   toivn'  are   held   l>y  iiall>erdie 
watchmen  in  the  tdsiume  of  thai  [>i 

To  the  ohscrvaiit  and  iul.-lliijeiit 
Rollienlinrfjoft-ersiK^wlraturusofhi: 
interi'st  at  almost  every  tnrn. 

Siarlinf,',  for  instance  from 
the  I  lirsdi  Tavern,  and  mm- 
in^'  111  the  left  np  the  .-treel. 
the  first  ohject  that  oiiiiioli.es. 
near  the  Uocnan  fatlu'lii- 
Church  of  St.  J..hn.  is  one 
of  the  numcroius  fonmaius,  >■• 
plentiful  in  Kothcnliurft,  Mir- 
niounied  bv  a  figure  in  sloiu' 
of  a  hearOed  sea-Iriton  ttilli 
two  tails,  one  of  hIijcIl  is 
comf.malilv  tucked  under 
each  arm.'  -riie  ehureh  l.r- 
hind  the  founiaiii  is  a  Ccihi.- 
huildinj;  of  the  vear  i+o(,  wiili 
a  sl.-ndcr  an.l  jieiuliar  beilry 
placed  upon  a  eohimn.  (t1 
the  scnlpturcs  that  ad.irn.'d  it 

outside,   few   remain    hey.md    ., 

and  a  St.  Christopher,  ratlier  dilapidated. 

Kxactly    opi»osite   th.-    east    end   nf   the 
rhiin-h  />-  the  housf  of  Ntrsch.  the  historic 


Senator  who  saved  the  town  from  destruc- 
tion and  his  fellow- Senators  from  death. 
Passing   this    house,    we    come    suddeidy 
upon  the  market-place,  when- 
___  the  noble  Rathhaus  raises  ii* 

stately  front.  This  magniti- 
cent  building  consists  rrally 
of  two,  the  older  and  <.>othic 
building  attached  to  it  at  the 
back  being  built  in  1 140.  after 
a  still  more  ancient  Rathhaus. 
which  stood  opposite,  \iai 
burned  down.  This  buildiue 
contains  the  old  dun^nns 
where  Toppler's  busy  life 
ended,  the  torturc-clianilMT, 
the  archives,  the  noble 
council-chamber  where,  once 
a  year,  the  fcsti\al  fday  to 
commemorate  the  deliverance 
of  the  town  by  NuscVi 
"  -Meister  Trunk  '*  is  }>lavei]. 
this  older  building  sprinjjs  a  siiuare 
tower  about  180  ft.  high,  that,  acciir.linp 
to  old  [lictures,  had  not  originally  its  charm- 
ing bell-cupola  and  its  four  colossal  stone 
(inures,  but  had  a  simple  stone  gallery, 
and  over  thai  a  kind  of  stone  eMinguisher 
where  the  bell  was  placed.  The  tower  i^ 
rather  troublesome  to  ascend,  hut  the  view 


n  the  sumniil  repay.s  one,  and  so  doe* 
chat  with  the  old  custodian,  who  liws 
here  by  day ;  two  others  taking  his  place 
t  nighi. 
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Tliis  Gothic  Rathhaus  is  diviiicd  by  a 
court,  partly  bri'.igcd  over  by  a  gallcn'  from 
thi;  front  or  Renaissance  building.  In  this 
court  is  a  verj'  ancient  portal  falling;  into 
moss-grefn  decay,  but  so  lovely  in  its  ritiii 
thill  oni-  cannot  ivisli  for  the  nithli-ss, 
destroying  hani.1  of  thi-  restorer.  For  a  few 
pennies,  in  the  interests  of  artists,  the 
castellan  hangs  over  tlic  <loor  an  old  lantern 


The  groat  door  in  the  south  gable — 
what  strikes  one  so  much  in  Rothenburg 
is  that  most  of  the  chief  entrances  ari- 
gables:  thd  gables  arc  turned  in  tin* 
street,  and  not  the  fronts  of  the  houses, 
as  in  other  towns — is  .^timiounled  by  ihi- 
eagle,  and  on  one  side  a  Phoenix  risinjj 
from  the  ashes,  alluding  (u  the  burning 
of  tin'  older    Rathhaus,   and   a   pelican 


that  iH'longs  to  it ;  but  which,  in  it^ 
able  age.  is  nut  allowed  to  remain  thei 
manently.  The  Renaissance  etlittce 
fniin  aboiu  1512,  and  was  budl  ei 
by  the  finid  of  the  town  alone.     1 


symbolising  the  parental  care  of  ilie  Iciuii 
fi'.r  her  tliildreii.  IteHveeti  the  v.i.lh  -al.k' 
and  the  east  point  is  i.  uirret  ihmuii  ,>u[, 
extending  the  hIiuI,-  lu'iglit  i.f  the  luiild- 
iiig.     -Vn  armed  knidil  bearing  ibr  >lue!d 


two.storey  building,  with  a  high  [xiinted  of  the  founts  of    Rotlunbi 

roof,    through    which   hfak   three  sets  of  gable.       Ktitefing    the    belfry   l.nver.    one 

dormer   nindows.      In    the   middle    is    a  ascends   the   winding    ston.'  staircaM'.    a 

bellry  tower,  which  is  the  chief  entrance,  triumph  of  an,  and  s.i  exanly  huilt  thai  a 

thi.ngh    the    great   door   is    in    the   south  iH-ncil  pni   in  the  groove  rind>  its  nay  to 

«ablr.      The  feature  of  the  exterior  is  the  the  Ixntcmi  h  hhout  falling  out. 

.-o  -  called    "  Rustica    Colonnade,"    above  The  first  lluor  begins  with  an  anu-room. 

which  are  the  arms  of  ihe  Electors.  the  beamed  ceilin«^  wt  \\\\W\\  v,  ^-w^viTWii!!. 
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hv  Ionic  columns.  The  benches  are  of 
chiselled  slone.  From  llie  ceiling;  hangs 
an  old  candelabrum  made  of  antlers  and 
a  woman's  li|,'tire.  Round  the  walls  hang 
llie  coats -of- arms  of  former  liurgermcisters 
and  Consuls.     In  the  middle  is  a  Cjothic 


end  of  the  haH  is  a  large  relief  of 
stone,  formerly  in  the  Franciskaner  Kirche. 
It  is  entirely  (iolhic,  painted  a.d.  iioo, 
and  represents  the  Last  Judgment.  Ji 
was  brought  here  as  appropriate  to  the 
Ha!l  of  Justice,  and  the  jur>are  obliged  to 


doorwbidi   leads  iiitn  the  o.m.idliall.if 

t;,L'    ib.'i 

i>atli    before    it  that  they    will 

the  old  Kalhhaus.      1  !„•  ivilinK  is  uf  oak. 

Iridv  ad[n 

lister  jii>lia-.   Angels  hold  tools 

entirely   supimrled    by   ei'hitiins,    and    ha.s 

in  their  1 

and;-,  and  all  the  signs  of  the 

a      centre       {■.■am       uliiih       ba,       m^er 

I'assii.n; 

beh.w   are   the    Tope   and    ihe 

requiri'd    rejiairiii;;   since    ii    was    }iui    up 

Kais,T  el 

d    in    iMirldly   dignity,  the  oti? 

in     1240.       Till'    battle -piciiires    aniuiid 

uith    tbe 

tiara   and   the   other    with    the 

Ibe     walK      are      from       the      I'alace     of 

imperial  l 

roivn.  representing  CalhoHcisci 

''c/ik-is.shfim.  iivar  yiunkh.     At  the  south 

and  I'rotc 

tantisni.     Lower  do»ii  they  arc 
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both  naked  in  purgaton-,  signifying, 
in  the  sight  of  God,  they  are  only 
as  (Uher  men.  The  fine  proportions  of 
the  hall  arc  stunted  by  the  galleries  erected 
for  the  play,  wliich  takes  place  here  once 
a  year ;  hut  the  removal  an<l  replacing  of 
thc-m  for  each  performance  would  be  too 
costlv.  A  fine  Renaissance  press  at  the 
north  end  contains  the  original  keys  of 
six  outer  gates  of  the  town.     These,  with 


Sunday,  Tuesday,  an<l  Friday  a  chorale 
is  played,  a  verse  to  each  quarter  of  the 
compass. 

The  houses  facing  the  Rathhaus,  rich 
with  different  and  curious  gables,  com- 
memorate by  tablets  the  imperial  antl 
rojal  guests  who  at  different  times  have 
taken  up  their  quarters  here.  Facing  the 
post  -  office  to  the  south,  and  behind 
the   Herterich   Brunncn,  arc  the  remains 


a  crown,  an;  carriwl  on  a  cushion  on 
solemn  .iccasions  before  any  sovereign 
that  visits  Rot  hen  burg. 

The  hell  in  the  octagon  belfry  is  called 
by  the  populace  the  "  Poor  Sinner's  "  bell- 
In  former  times  its  piercing  tones  were 
used  to  bring  the  town  council  together 
in  haste  and  necessity.  The  windi)W8  of 
Ihi-  staircase  are  remarkable  in  this  way : 
that,  instead  of  lieiug  placed  horizonlally, 
they  follow  the  line  of  the  stairs 
round,  and  arc  slanting.  From  the  high 
watch-tower   of  the  ohl    Rathhaus  every 


of  the  oldest  Rathhaus.  It  was  subse- 
quently a  dancing-house,  then  a  butcher's 
hall,  and  now  a  kind  of  museum.  It  has 
a  vaulted  and  beamed  ceiling,  and  con- 
tains two  large  Ri-naissance  pressis,  one 
of  which  is  particularly  valuable.  In  fn-nt 
of  this  old  Rathhaus  is  th.-  splendid 
founUin  of  St.  George  and  the  I)raf;on  : 
and  just  south  of  this  stands  the  famous 
tavern,  "  The  Hear."  where  a  club  of  well- 
known  artists  from  Munich.  Paris,  and 
London  assembles,  and  gives  various  enter- 
tainments in  the  winter. 


THE  EXPLOITS  OF  H.M.S    ^'SPEEDY." 


THE   BITER    BIT 


By    ARCHIBALD    S.    KURD. 


HER  :\IAJESTY'S  small  twin-screw- 
torpedo  gun -boat  Speedy  is  one 
of  the  least  important  of  the  ships  of  the 
Mediterranean  Squadron.  There  is  nothing 
in  her  appearance  to  suggest  that  she  is 
the  last  representative  of  a  line  of  pre- 
decessois  of  renown  and  of  one  little  ship 
in  particular,  whose  exploits  when  the 
present  centur}'  opened,  amid  wars  and 
rumoursof  wars,  bring  even  to-day  the  blood 
to  our  foreheads  and  the  fire  to  our  eyes. 

Nowadays,  few  call  to  mind  the  brilliant 
achievements  of  the  Earl  of  Dundonald,  a 
distinguished  sailor  who   flourished   at  a 
time  when  England  boasted  many  great 
fighters  on  land  and  sea,  and  who  is  repre- 
sented to-day  by  a  grandson  who  has  won 
fame  in  the  present  war  as  a  cavalry  leader. 
He  was  a  born  sailor,  and  came  of  a  family 
already  famous  in  warfare.  The  Cochranes 
were  ever  in  the  service  oftheir Sovereign, 
in  1900  as  in  1780,  when  Lord  Cochrane, 
the  eldest  son  of  the  ninth  Earl  of  Dun- 
donald, and  the  hero  of  this  story,  joined 
the  naval  service.     He  was  five  years  old 
and  drew  his  pay,  in  accordance  with  a 
custom  that  flourished  at  that  time.     Of 
course,  the  fact  that  he  was  an  officer  at 
this  earlv  a^e  does  not  mean  that  he  went 
to   sea,   but   merely   that    his    name    was 
entered  on  the  books  of  various  war-ships, 
just  as,  when  a  boy,  he  was  appointed  a 
Captain    of    the    79th    Foot.       I'hus    at 
one    and    the    same    time     he     was    an 
officer  of  both  the  Navv  and  Armv,  but  he 
eventually  chose  the  sea  as  his  profession, 
and  went  afloat  in  June  1793,  when  seven- 
teen and  a  half  years  old.      Before  he  was 
twenty-five  he  was  promoted  to  the  rank 
of  Captain,  which  is  the  equivalent  to  the 


rank  of  Lieutenant-Colonel  in  the  Army — 
a  mere  stripling  for  such  a  position.  He 
almost  immediately  hoisted  his  pennant 
in  the  14 -gun  brig  -  sloop  Speedy  ^  a 
crazy  little  craft,  and  it  was  not  many 
months  before  he  had  shown,  not  only 
the  British  people,  but  the  whole  world 
that,  though  his  ship  was  of  quite 
insignificant  size  and  her  guns  were  of 
no  great  account,  her  gallant  Captain  could 
fight  and  win  against  overwhelming  odds. 
Lord  Cochrane  roamed  the  seas  over — 
a  Drake  of  the  nineteenth  century — and 
harassed  the  trade  of  the  Spaniards  so 
unmercifully  that  he  soon  became  a 
marked  man,  though,  as  we  shall  see, 
chivalrous  foreigners  could  not  with- 
hold admiration  for  his  daring  courage. 
He  was  the  worst  enemy  the  Spaniards 
had,  and  in  a  period  of  fourteen  months 
captured  **  off  his  own  bat,"  so  to  speak, 
thirty-three  vessels,  carrying  128  guns  and 
533  men,  besides  assisting  in  taking  many 
others. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  century  some 
of  the  most  daring  exploits  in  warfare 
were  done  by  middies ;  but  while  there  are 
many  tales  of  splendid  courage  by  boys 
and  youths  of  the  Navy,  there  are  few 
records  of  months  of  sustained  courage 
to  parallel  the  career  of  the  Speedy,  At 
last  the  Spaniards  decided  they  would  put 
a  stop  to  her  successful  attacks  on  their 
shipping,  and  the  3  2- gun  vessel  El  Gamo 
and  other  ships  were  directed  to  capture 
this  inconvenient  little  brig.  Conscious 
that  he  had  more  than  twice  as  many 
guns,  and  six  times  as  many  men  to  fire 
them,  as  Lord  Cochrane  could  boast,  th^ 
Spanish  commander  of  the  Gamo  put  to 
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sea  with  a  light  heart  and  high  hopes,  fully 
believing  that  he,  or  one  of  his  consorts, 
would  have  small  difficulty  in  capturing  the 
little  termagant  'ship,  and  bring  it  back 
captive  with  the  Spanish  colours  flying. 

At  first  when  the  Gamo  came  in  sight 
even  Lord  Cochrane's  heart  failed  him. 
What  could  he,  with  his  few  guns  and'  a 
mere  handful  of  men  and  boys,  do  against 
such  a  strongly  armed  opponent  ?  He 
decided  not  to  fight,  if  he  could  help  it, 
and  when  the  Speedy,  being  slower  than  the 
Gamo,  was  at  length  overhauled  at  sea, 
her  young  Captain  ran  up  the  Danish 
colours,  and  a  man  dressed  in  a  Danish 
uniform  was  posted  at  the  gangway.  In 
a  gibberish  that  for  all  the  Spaniards  knew 
was  Danish,  this  man  roared  back  to  the 
unwelcome  visitors,  but  they  were  npt 
satisfied.  To  the  horror  of  all  on  board 
the  Speedy,  a  boat  with  an  officer  put  off 
from  the  Gamo,  because  the  Spaniards 
had  their  suspicions.  When  the  officer 
was  quite  near  the  side  of  the  British 
ship,  he  was  courteously  informed  that 
this  brig,  masquerading  as  a  Danisl» 
ship,  had  lately  left  a  port  where 
plague  was  rife.  This  was  sufficient  for 
the  Spaniard  ;  he  wished  to  run  no 
risks,  and  with  thanks  and  apologies  for 
the  timely  warning,  put  back  to  his  ship 
and  the  enemies  parted.  It  shows  of 
what  stuff  Lord  Cochrane's  crew  were 
composed -the  same  old  stuff  that  has 
built  up  the  Empire— that  officers  and  men 
alike  were  half  ashamed  of  the  ruse,  and 
at  length  Lord  Cochrane,  who  needed 
little  persuasion,  promised  that  when  next 
they  met  the  Gamo  they  would  fight  and 
make  no  endeavour  to  run  away. 

It  was  only  a  few  days  later  that  the 
look-out  man  on  the  Speedy,  in  the  earl}' 
dawn,  descried  a  sail  on  the  horizon.  It 
was  the  Speedy s  policy  to  chase  ever)-- 
thing  she  saw  that  appeared  tempting. 
Without  a  thought,  chase  was  accordingly 
given.  There  was  little  wind,  and  con- 
sequently it  was  nine  o'clock  when  the 
Speedy  discovered  that  she  had  been 
chasing  the  Gamo,  one  of  the  Spanish 
vessels  which  had  been  sent  to  capture 
her.  The  situation  was  somewhat  amusing, 
but  it  had  its  serious  side.     Here  was  a 


little  British  brig,  mounting  only  fourteen 
4-pounder  guns  and  manned  by  a  plucky 
little  band  of  fifty-four  officers,  men,  and 
boys,  ranged  up  alongside  the  Gamo, 
wit4i  twenty-two  long  i2-pound6rs,  eight 
8 -pounders,  and  two  other  weapons, 
probably  24-pounders,  and,  above  all,  a 
crew  of  3 1 9  officers  and  men.  If  anyone 
were  asked  what  chance  such  a  handful 
of  men — though  Britons  in  heart  and 
muscle — had  in  a  contest  against  such 
odds,  they  might  be  excused  if  they 
answered  with  an  incredulous,  amused 
smile.  Some  people  tell  us  that  British 
sailors  are  no  better,  and  perhaps  a  trifle 
worse,  than  the  sailors  of  other  countries, 
but  these  persons  cannot  know  anything  of 
the  wonderful,  almost  incredible,  exploits 
of  our  seamen  in  the  past  and  to-day. 

The  Speedy  was  soon  within  gunshot 
of  her  enemy,  and  with  admirable  pluck 
commenced  the  memorable  action.  It 
was  sheer  impudence  for  such  a  vessel 
and  such  a  crew  to  attempt  to  fight  a 
foe  so  superior  in  every  respect.  But 
here  was  the  impossible  happening  on 
the  lonely  sea,  where  she  could  hope  for 
no  assistance.  One  can  imagine  the 
Spanish  commander  congratulating  him- 
self that  at  last  this  troublesome  ship  was 
within  range  of  his  great  guns.  He  gave 
orders  that  the  fire  of  the  Speedy  should 
be  returned  with  interest.  **  I  might  as 
well  cut  a  long  engagement  short  by  at 
once  boarding  this  inconvenient  little 
vessel,"  he  thought,  and  he  doubtless 
pictured  an  easy  conquest — her  plucky 
defenders  overcome,  and  a  run  home  with 
his  prize.  As  soon  as  the  officers  of  the 
Speedy  saw  the  preparations  to  board,  they 
sheered  off  in  a  most  irritating  manner, 
and  though  the  Spaniards  made  a  second 
attempt,  they  were  driven  off,  and  probably 
their  tempers  and  their  fighting  were  not 
improved  bv  the  resistance  with  wiiich  tliev 
were  met. 

For  fortv-five  minutes  the  2:uns  of  the 
two  ships  belched  forth  their  most  deadly 
fire.  Manoeuvre  his  ship  as  skilfully  as  he 
might.  Lord  Cochrane  could  not  escape 
the  enemy's  heavy  guns,  which  swept  his 
decks.  The  shots  were  telling,  and  eight 
seamen  of  his  little  band  had  been  mowed 
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down,  two  of  them  receiving  mortal 
wounds.  It  was  hopeless  to  continue  the 
fight  under  such  conditions.  What  could 
he  do  ?  He  had  two  alternatives.  He 
might  try  to  show  the  Spaniard  his  heels  ; 
but  that  was  hopeless,  because  his  ship  was 
slow.  He  decided  to  try  the  impossible — 
not  as  a  forlorn  hope,  but  with  a  deter- 
mination to  be  the  victor — he  decided  to 
beard  the  Spaniards  on  their  own  decks. 

We  can  picture  the  amazement  of  the 
Spaniards  when  they  saw  the  little  British 
brig  run  in  close  under  the  great  guns  that 
bristled  at  her  sides.  They  were  not  left 
long  in  doubt  of  Lord  Cochrane's  plans. 
As  soon  as  the  vessels  were  alongside,  with 
a  wild,  impetuous  rush,  irresistible  and 
coming  from  every  quarter,  Lord  Coch- 
rane, at  the  head  of  his  little  band  of 
heroes — there  were  only  forty  of  them — 
leaped  on  to  the  Spanish  vessel  all  at  once. 
Such  courage  took  away  the  Spaniards' 
breath,  and  the  British  broadswords  went 
crash,  crash,  crash !  It  was  a  hand-to- 
hand  fight  against  desperate  odds.  The 
Speedy s  men  fought  with  the  almost  un- 
conscious courage  that  British  sailors  have 
exhibited  before  and  since.  It  was  a 
desperate  struggle  against  a  crew  of  over 
three  hundred  Spaniards,  well  armed, 
and  in  every  way  prepared.  But 
hark  !  Above  the  din  of  clashing  arms 
and  the  cries  of  the  wounded  rings 
out  the  voice  of  Lord  Cochrane. 
He  hails  the  Speedy ^  and  peremptorily 
demands  that  fifty  more  men  shall  be  sent 
on  board  to  assist  in  dealing  with  this  great 
crew.  The  Spaniards  hear  the  order; 
they  have  experienced  the  hard,  deadly 
blows  of  the  forty  men  who  have  already 
boarded  their  vessel.  Another  fifty 
coming  !  More  than  double  the  courage  ! 
More  than  double  the  telling  blows ! 
What  little  courage  they  had  left  oozes 
out  of  them ;  they  can  and  will  not 
try  to  fight  a  force  over  twice  as 
strong.  From  the  time  Lord  Cochrane 
leaped  on  the  Spanish  vessel,  ten  minutes 
of  as  desperate  face-to-face  fighting  has 
taken  place  as  the  Navy  annals  record, 
when  the  Spaniards  give  up  the  contest, 
the  colours  are  struck,  and  the  -£7  Gamo,  • 
with  her  great  guns  and  her  crew  of  over 


three  hundred  armed  men,  is  the  prize  of 
Captain  Cochrane*s  little  band  of  forty 
men — British  seamen  most  of  them,  but 
some  only  boys. 

On  the  decks  of  the  Spanish  ship  lay 
the  dead  bodies  of  the  Captain,  the  boat- 
swain, and  thirteen  sailors,  while  forty-one 
others  were  wounded.  No  wonder  the 
Ei  Gamds  crew  lost  heart  when  they  heard 
the  bravely  shouted  order  for  fifty  more 
British  seamen  to  come  on  board  !  They 
did  not  know  that  there  were  only  three  meriy 
all  told,  on  the  Speedy,  and  that  Captain 
Cochrane,  having  taken  the  measure  of 
their  courage,  shouted  his  order  because  he 
believed  it  would  bring  them  to  their  knees 
and  the  Spanish  flag  to  the  deck. 

Thus  the  little  Speedy  made  sail  with  her 
great  prize  and  nearly  three  hundred 
prisoners,  and  a  few  days  later  hove  into 
Port  Mahon.  The  story  has  only  three  or 
four  equals  in  the  records  of  the  Navy,  and 
it  was  soon  the  talk  of  England  how  the 
would-be  capturer  was  captured,  with  a 
loss  of  three  seamen  killed,  and  Lieutenant 
R.  W.  Parker,  the  boatswain,  and  eight  sea- 
men wounded.  Of  course  Captain  Cochrane 
was  promoted,  as  well  as  Lieutenant  Parker, 
and  well  they  deserved  the  honours. 

It  is  impossible  to  tell  of  all  the  deeds 
of  daring  that  stood  to  the  credit  of  Lord 
Cochrane,  but  one  incident  will  show  how 
his  courage  was  esteemed  by  those  who 
suffered  at  his  hands.  The  capture  of  the 
El  Gamo  might  have  made  any  captain 
believe  himself  invincible.  Apparently 
the  exploit  made  Lord  Cochrane  more 
daring  than  ever,  and  three  months  later 
the  Speedy  fell  a  prey  to  a  French 
squadron  of  three  great  ships-of-the- 
line.  When  the  plucky  Captain,  his  game 
at  an  end,  proffered  his  sword,  in  accord- 
ance with  the  custom  of  war,  to  the 
captain  of  the  French  war- ship  Dessaix,  it 
was  returned  to  him  with  the  courteous 
request — the  request  of  a  noble  con- 
queror— that  he  would  continue  to  wear 
what  he  had  so  nobly  used. 

The  story  of  his  remarkable  career  in  the 
years  that  followed  must  be  read  elsewhere 
than  here. '  He  died  a  Rear-Admiral  in 
i860,  and  his  tomb  may  be  seen  in  West- 
minster Abbey. 


HOW  ELEPHANTS  ARE  CAPTURED  AND  TRAINED 

IN  BURMA. 


By  CHARLES  J.  S.   MAKIN. 


■    I 


TH  E  elephant  is  a  remarkably 
sagacious  animal.  Most  people 
are  familiar  with  its  performing  powers 
as  exhibited  in  the  circus  or  menagerie. 
Despite  the  small  size  of  its  brain  in 
proportion  to  the  immense  bulk  of  its 
body,  its  capacities  as  an  intelligent  beast 
of  burden  haye  for  many  years  past  in 
Burma  and  elsewhere  been  systematically 
studied  and  developed  wherever  elephants 
exist  in  any  number.  The  result  of  the 
arduous  It^bour  expended  on  their  capture 
and  education  has  proved  itself  a  decided 
saving  of  labour  to  those  who  are  accus- 
tomed to  employ  th^m. 

The  virgin  forests  of  Central  and  Upper 
Burma,  clothed  as  ihey  are  in  a  most 
luxuriant  growth  of  vegetation  of  all 
kinds,  are  the  favourite  haunts  of  the 
elephant,  and  where  most  of  them  an^ 
captured.  Their  ultimate  destination 
is  the  timber-yards  of  Rangoon  anil 
Moulmein  and  the  seaports  general  1\  ; 
though  a  large  proportion  of  them  remain 
in  the  jungle,  in  the  cottoniields,  and 
elsewhere. 

The  locality  of  our  Illustrations  depict- 
ing the  employment  of  elephants  in  the 
timber-yards  lies  in  Moulmein.  Those 
illustrative  of  what  occurs  in  the  jungle 
itself  show  scenes  near  one  of  the  training 
^establishments  in  Central  Burma. 

,  Moulmein,  a  city  of  some  60,000  in- 
habitants, as  a  seaport  lying  upon  th(^  left 
bank  of  the  Salwun  River,  ranks  next  in 
importance  to  Rangoon.  It  is  here  that 
the  traveller  has  the  opportunity  of  learn- 
ing   the    life  -  history  of    the    educated 
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elephant,  from  the  time  of  its  capture  to 
its  employment  in  the  timber-yards. 

The  Burmese  species  is  roughly  dis- 
tinguished by  traders  as  the  "goondas" 
and  the  **  mucknahs."  The  former  are 
those  that  possess  large  tusks;  while  the 
latter  have  none  or  only  rudimentary 
ones.  The  female  elephant  rarely  has 
more  than  a  mere  stump  of  ivory,  in 
either  species.  The  two  varieties  usually 
herd  apart,  though  occasionally  a  battle 
roval  will  occur  between  the  tuskers  of 
the  two  herds  for  the  possession  of  the 
feyiales. 

They  dislike  the  burning  rays  of 
the  midday  sun,  and  usually  congregate. 
in  an  adjacent  forest  during  the  heat  of 
the  day,  sallying  forth  at  night  into  the 
open  ground  or  plain.  Their  lairs  are 
frequently  almost  inaccessible  on  foot, 
hi'ing  surrounded  by  swamps  or  an 
impenetrable  growth  of  jungle,  to  which 
a  common  mode  of  access  is  bv  swimminir 
or  walking  through  the  river  itself.  They 
do  an  immense  amount  of  damage  when 
on  these  nocturnal  rambles  ;  not  only  in 
what  they  consume,  but  infinitely  more  so 
in  what  they  trami)4e  down  and  destroy. 
I  have  seen  a  paddy-field  of  several  acres 
(juitc  ruined  and  hopelessly  levelled  by 
their  gigantic  antics.  It  is  not  at  all  an 
uncommon  sight  to  meet  with  trees 
torn  uj)  by  the  roots  or  denuded  of 
the  entire  foliage  that  lies  within  reach 
of  their  indispensable  trunks.  They 
subsist  mostly  on  bamboos,  the  young 
branches  of  trees,  wild  bananas,  and  the 
many    succulent    species    of    grass    witli 
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which  the  plains  and  o]K.'n  iircas  uf  land 
are  covered.  During  a  residence  in  Burma 
I  had  exceptional  opportunilies  of  gaining 
considerable  knowledge  of  ihe  habits  of 
the  elephant,  through  a  reUitivc  connected 
with  one  of  the  largest  trading  companies 
existent  there,  and  through  uhose  influence 
I  had  many  con^'cnicnces  offered  me  of 
setting  up  my  camera  and  recording  some 
(.f  the  featun-s  of  the  life-history  of  tho 
animal.  Jiurnia  abounds  in  the  spodes, 
and  it  has  from  time  immemorial  been 
regarded  ivith  veneration,  and  worshipped 
by  the  Burmese.  This  |)cculiar  reverence 
is,  however,  more  particularlv  confined  to 
the  so-called  "  white  "  elephant,  a  mythical 
'.juadruped  to  many,  iiut  havin.i^  a  -ery 
^al  existence  in  Ikirma 


so  before  the  English  took  possessi'in  i( 
.Mandalay.  In  the  days  of  Theebaw,  '■  .11-,- 
Lord  Elephant"  was  housed  in  princlr 
.style,  fed  from  vessels  of  gold,  had  f.r 
choicest  kinds  of  foods  |>rescmt.-d  :ii 
him,  and  everything  was  thought  of  s:.f 
everything  done  to  honour  his  Majtsr. 
This  continues  in  some  degree  to  tie 
present  day,  but  the  full  glorj-  of  the 
animal's  condition  in  days  go»e  bv  i:  i 
fallen  away  materially. 

Elephant -hunting  on  foot  or  in  i:x 
howdali  is  a  sport  apart,  and  quite  distinii 
from  their  wholesale  capture.  There  are 
few  occasions  more  interesting,  from  i 
sportsman's  view,  than  the  exciting  evenu 
and  narrow  escapes  that  are  recounteil  I; 
some   old  elephant-hunter  who  has  beva 


of    the 
capiuri 


(-cite  MMiie  of  liis  experienci- 
ry  lively  recollection  of  nurj 
There  are  several  ways  of 
lephants  on  the    large  scale. 
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The  principal  method,  and  the  one  that  is 
usually  adopted,  is  by  driving  them  into 
substantially  built  stockadts,  or  "  khed- 
dahs,"as  they  are  termed.  Pitfalls  are  also 
used,  whh  the  very  fretjuent    result    that 
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and    the    procedure    adopted    on    a    big 
"drive"  arc  as  follows. 

The  khcddah  may  be  circular  or  square 
in  form.     It  is  customary  to  erect  it  in  the 

partially  cleared  jungle,  so  that  theconfiiiing 


¥  TIUHEH-VAUl),   : 


the  animal  is  injured.  A  lliird  pniclicf 
is  to  run  them  donn  on  a  trained  elephant 
and  secure  them  «ith  a  running  noiisc 
The  two  latter  methods  arc,  however, 
alniiisi  obsolete  now.  and  in  many  |iart<: 
of  India,  wherever  our  fjovemment  lias 
juris(]iction.  they  arc  prohibited.  In  some 
few  instances  the  trapping  has  been  done 
bv  '•  decoy "  elephants,  usuallv  females 
They  are  let  loose  into  the  jungle,  and 
by  their  wiles  induce  the  wihl  member, 
usually  a  male,  to  follow  them  confidingly 
i'lt'i  the  khcddah — a  very  satisfaciorv 
pl.aii,  as  the  expense  attached  to  it  is 
sm  dl. 

The  general    shape    of    the    stockade 


walls  may  be  as  much  concealed  as  possible 
The  palisading  is  eomi)Osed  of  substantial 
wooden  and  bamboo  piles  driven  into  llie 
ground  and  strongly  lashed  togethrf,  A 
narrow  entrance  is  li-lt  open  on  one  side, 
fitted  with  a  readily  closed  gate-  From 
this  galewa>  iwo  deep  trenches  are  exa- 


lted, divei 


,'ilig  . 


able  ilistanci-  into  a  \'-sha[icd  o[»ning 
A  further  strong  [lalisading  is  eretlrd  .it 
the  outer  ends  ut  iliese  ditches,  alsn 
extending  some  distance  into  the  jungle 
This  is  the  commonest  form  nf  klu-ddah. 
though  in  other  pans  nf  the  ciHintry  and 
in  India  jiarticular  localities  adopt  s<inic 
modified  form,  but  in   principle  the  idea 
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lA  similar.  Wiicri  the  lierii  arc  niiiv 
wiUiin  Ihu  .•ln,^'lo  cncioscil  l.y  l!if  ircnchi-s, 
ihi-y  are  easily  driven  into  ihc  ■■nclusiin'. 

[f  there  is  any  cli()i.r.-  of  seas.-ci  for 
carrying  out  tlie  "  drive,"  it  lies  with  tlir 
end  of  ilie  wet  monsoon,  '['lie  ground  is 
then  sdfl  and  yielding,  and  the  animals 
are  llie  le.ss  likely  I"  In-  alarmed  hy  the 
erarkitift  of  trec-tivigs,  the  riisthr  iif  leaves, 
and  oilier  distil  riling  sounds,  uliicli  are  all 
till-  more  prononnccd  Hlieti  tin:  vegetation 
is  [larchcd  and  dried  up.  The  "drive" 
eimmicnccs  some  davs  Id-forc,  and  some 
mili-s  distant  from  the  kheddah.  The 
ground  being  selected,  a  large  semicirch- 
of  native  beater.s  eommenee  the  opera- 
liiius.  If  pos.sible,  a  day  is  ehosen  on 
which  the  wind  is  blowing  towards  iheni 
from  tlic  direction  in  which  the  kheddah 


It  it  be  otherwise,  the  niisnspeel 
lill  mi)sl  probably  be  alarmed,  an 
ng  danger   in    ibe   air.  a    stamii 


I'  herd 


their  way  towards  the  first  palisadiai 
Scleral  tame  elephants  art-  then  mt 
forward  by  themselves  intci  the  thick  ■ 
the  now  thoroitghly  aroused  aiiimaU.  ni; 
the  struggle  commences.      'Ihc   sciiii- 


itmg 


I   the   . 
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.e  thim  forward  arc  resorii-d  i  ■. 
The  natives,  after  the  enfurecil  (jmi-: 
and  caution  of  perhaps  several  daj-. 
go  wild  with  excitement.  Drums  ar- 
beaien,  guns  are  fired,  bimfircs  ar^- 
lighted,  and  amidst  the  yellinjr  a:..; 
shoming  of  the  U-aters  and  the  lit-llowi:;; 
rif  the  now  enraged  animals,  in  nhiili 
the  lrum]feting  of  the  iiiftiriateil  b:ill> 
is  most  conspicuous,  they  arrive  in  liii- 
angle  between  the  trenehi-s.  Kvery  eff.in 
is  now  redoubliil.  and  paniU-moniiiin  is 
supreme.  The  beaters  yell  hke  furie-, 
the  bonfires  are  stirred  up,  and  an  uprar 
is  raised  which  l>affli's  descriptinn.  Tin- 
"hole  herd  finally  makes  a  rush  t'<ir>taril. 
and,  pushing  and  fighting  as  if  fur  their 


vs.  ;i,  th,.  spa.,'  [.■■eom.-s  .sin;di,T  .  aeh 
■■)>  ill.-,  mak--.  ar.-  driv.-n  lu-.idU.ne 
It.'  iIj.'  s|..ek:idr.  I'he  entranee  is  then 
i..-,-d.atj.i. I  leHniiimie>laleran.-ven  wilder 
ene  follows.  Finding liicmsclves  trapped. 
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the  herd  give  vent  to  a  burst  of  uncon- 
trolleii  rage.  Exerting  their  uhole  strength 
against  the  walls  and  seeking  in  vain  lor 
an  outlet,  they  try  their  utmosc  to  tear 
them  tlown.  The  din  is  louder  and  more 
uproarious  than  before.  Lighted  torches 
and  spears  are  thrust  througli 
the  palisading  to  drive  them 
into  the  open  part  of  the 
enclosure.  Tliis  continues  for 
some  hours,  according  to  the 
number  of  animals  that  have 
been  entrapped.  Gradually 
the  turmoil  dies  down,  and 
the  poor  beasts,  finding  it  a 
hopeless  task,  settle  down  and 
resign     themselves     to     ilie 

Hunger  next  asserts  itself, 
and  the  now  subdued  animals 
very  soon  clear  the  enclosure 
from   \vhatever  green  food  it 
may  contain.  After  some  days, 
through    want    of    food    and 
water,    their    spirits    are 
broken,  and  a  listless,  dejected  ap]icarance 
becomes    general.     Picked  men  on  tame 
elephants,  together  with  their  altendanls, 
both  ciothed  in  the  simple  garb  of  naimc. 


■  the 


iclosii 


thei 


lessly  among  them,  and  selecting  two  or 
three  standing  ajiart  from  tli(>  rest,  seetin- 
their  legs  with  ropes  and  chains.  If  they 
prove  refractor)',  efforts  are  made  to  thri.iiv 
them  on  the  ground,  and,  if  the  ruse  be 
successful,  all  four  limbs  are  bound  by 
ropes  attached  10  wooden  piles  driven  into 
the  ground  or  fastened  to  a  cimvenient 
tree-trunk.  It  is  a  singular  fact  that  some 
of  the  captured  herd,  especially  the  younger 
ones,  despite  their  immense  bodily  strength, 
often  collapse,  and  not  u  11  frequently 
die  from  sheer  fright  and  excitement. 
Such  was  the  result  with  the  unfortunate 
baby  of  the  family  the  writer  once  wit- 
nessed. The  touching  little  episode  was 
faithfully  "kodaked"  from  a  tree-lo)) 
overlooking  the  kheddah.  The  tender 
solicitude  with  which  the  mournful  parent 
endeavoured  to  rouse  her  pet  child  bv 
stirring  it  with  her  trunk  was  most  pitiful. 
When  the  herd  are  considered  10  be 
sufficiently   broken   in   they  are    removed 


one  by  one,  betHccn  two  powerful  tame 
elephants,  to  smaller  individual  enclosures, 
and  their  education  commences. 

The  pluck,  skill,  and  patience  of  the 
mahout  now  come  ptomiuenilv  for- 
ward.    The   most  amenable   animals   are 


further 


iveek  . 


their  new  sun 
subjection.  Th 
of    obedience 


ihr. 


rihed 
-mgh  the 


mling.     The 
afte: 


with  the  object  oi 
intractable  members  a 
so  to  ponder  over  their 
reconcile  themselves  to 
idings  of  captivity  and 
on  whom  the  first  lessons 

practised  arc  fastened 
1  reliable  tusker,  and 
:i  the  jungle  and  put 
iilary  steps  of  wood  and 
ducation    advances 


weeks,    ancl 


e  cases  months,  their  apprenticeship 
vcr,  the  final  touches  of  their  educa- 
are  carried  out,  imd  they  are  ready  for 
kel.  Ihe  tricks  and  subterfuges  of 
horse-dealing     fraternity     are     very 


i-:i. 


with  elepl: 
that  by  iti 
to  subdue 


t-dealer 


lafile^ 


all 


tchin 


frequently  heavily 
re   attem]).ing   to 
-e   careful   feeding 
luring    the    first    months 
,  to  guard  against  illness 
s    the  enforced    confine- 


and  rebelli 
mont  does  not  at  all  suit  their 
propensities.  It  is  during  their 
that  some  insight  can  be  f,'ained  i 


iiing 


ijh 
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;'>;traor(iinary  instinctivf;  qualil 
ini;  nlmost  to  reason.  Tin;  trunk  is  vcn- 
suusitivc  ;  they  scratch  tlKnusi;lvfs  ivitli  it, 
remove  flits,  and  pii'li  ii[i  a  [leiiiiy,  or  even 
.1  pin.  with  easo.  If  (he  trunk  be  too  short 
to  touch  any  particular  sjiul,  they  do  not 
hesitate  to  pick  up  llii:  noiire^l  stick  or 
l.reak  off  a  boii^di  from  a  tree,  and  so 
re:icli  the  irritation  witli  that.  They  will 
tliise  up  a  wound    willi   a   pliii;   of  clav. 


Their  arrival  is  followctl  by  a  carpfd 
supervision  of  tlieir  health  and  tcin{>i-r. 
The  result  being  satisfactory,  they  are  ime 
by  one  drafted  olT  to  various  parts  of  ihe 
yard.  They  vcrj-  soon  settle  down  to  tlnir 
new  calling,  and,  in  fact,  rather  appreciate 
their  work,  generally  s[ioakii)g.  than  other- 

Thc  teak -wood  forests  of  Burma  art- 
jastly  lamous.  The  timber,  wlicii  cutdoun. 


.M  phase 
hi.-h  the  1 


Ranjiooi 
-yards   a 


elephants  to  the  neareit 
there  to  the  Irawaddr, 
aled  down  to  the  sea- 
Iiossessi-s  two  larjt* 
d    several    smallor   ones 


^lofffs  f..  ih,-\ 


in-ha^e-  I 
lired  at.iiua 


The  liiubiT.  ■mce  arrived  at  its  desiin- 
lion.  cither  by  train  or  river,  is  hauW 
II  the  yard  and  stacki'd.  Throe  of  our 
Ihistrations  luliy  e\plain  the  animals* 
iiaiMuvres  in  ihe  yard.  The  lops  weigh 
roin  three-i[tiarters  of  a  ton  to  a  ton  and 
,  Htiarter,  thoush  they  are  often  lighter 
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r;.l  occasionally  heavier.  Il  is  intensely 
iitcreslinj,'  Ui  obscnc  an  olil  tuskfrmarch- 
11.^'    abuui 


desired  movements.  When  pressed  iiilo 
the  hiiie  over  the  ev.-,  rifiht  or  left,  on  the 
forehead,  or 
behind  the 
oar.  t  li  e 
animal    at 


responds 
their    sprc 


ii-k  bi-aring  a  short  pointed 

its     cxtremilv-      l"his 
u-W-  waiid  Hhich   indue 


given,  tbey 
raise  the  lii^^ 
of  teak,  carry 
and  stark 
liem. 


adjust    th.-n,, 

performing 

ivri-s  with  singuhir 

If  a  beam  projrct 

Ironi  a  stack  of  loirs. 


ins     Im 


black 
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beady  eye  upon  it,  with  a  stately  pusli 
of  the  trunk  places  it  in  its  true  line 
in  a  most  matter-of-fact  and  precise 
manner  They  pace  about  the  yard  wiiii 
a  ton  of  wood  resting  on  their  tusks  in  the 
most  nonchalant  manner ;  so  much  so,  that 
the  i)vstander  almost  forgets  the  innnense 
force  that  is  being  exerted.  The  proces.sof 
raising  a  heavy,  cumbersome  log  is  also 
ver>'  striking.     Receiving  the  accustomed 


have  ungovernable  fits  of  passion  when 
sulVering  from  either  of  these  complaints. 
Dro|)sy  and  affections  of  the  brain  are  also 
connnon,  the  former  being  frequently  fatal. 
They  possess  their  own  **  vets "  and 
prescriptions ;  the  formidable  size  and 
ingredients  of  the  latter  being  somewhat 
alarming.  A  pill  will  weigh  a  good 
fraction  of  a  pound,  and  a  poultice  for  a 
rheumatic    sufferer    mav    be    left   to   the 


r.'. 


KLKI'HANTS    KNjuVINci    A    BATH    AI  Ilk     I  HK   DAV'S    WORK. 


signal  from  the  mahout,  they  fall  on  to  their 
knc^esand  insert  their  tusks  under  it,  draw- 
ing it  forward  with  the  trunk  until  tluy 
hav(i  obtained  a  firm  grip,  and  the  beam 
is  firmly  grasped  in  the  orthodox  position. 
They  then  rise  with  ease,  and  march  off  lo 
'.he  far  end  of  the  vard  with  a  steailv 
regulated  step.  And  so  on,  throughout  the 
performance,  for  such  it  undoubtedly  is. 

Th(^  general  health  of  the  elephants 
ni  captivity  is  fair.  Rheumatism  and  tooth- 
ache arc  their  bane,  and  occasionally  thev 


iniaginatijn.  There  is  nothing  they 
enjoy  more  than  a  bath  after  the  heat 
and  exertion  of  the  day's  work.  They 
are  very  punctilious  about  being  over- 
worked, and  are,  in  consequence,  formid- 
able adherents  to  the  "  eight  hours  a 
day "  movement.  Xothing  will  induce 
iheni  to  haul  another  log  of  timber  after 
tht^  bell  has  sounded  for  closing  time. 
The  cost  of  a  full-grown  elephant,  trained 
and  ecjuipped  for  service  in  the  jungle  or 
timber-yard,  is  from  3000  to  4000  rupees. 


lo  lLticas!a,on 
Qoing  lo  fbe  iL^'ars. 


♦      *      * 

Tell  me  not.  Sweet,  I  am  unkind  , 
the  nunnery 

T 


That  fri 


rum     ttte   nunnery 
OF  thu    chaste    breast  and  cjuiet  mind 
To  v^ar  jnd    arms    1  fly. 


True  , a  new    mistress     now     i   chase. 

The  first    foe   in    tf>e    field. 
And  with  a  stronger  faith  embrace, 

A  sword,  a  borse,  a  shield. 


Yet    this  inconstancy    is  sucn. 

As  you   too  shall    adore; 
I  could   not    love  thee.  Dear,  &o  mucii 

Loved    1  nof  Honour  niore. 


By    Rii; liai^     L-^ve \x.e. 
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By  WINIFRED  GRAHAM. 
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y  CHAPTER   I. 

MUSIC,  dancing,  pretty  faces,  every- 
thing to  make  the  heart  young, 
-    yet.  I  was  bored. 
^  **  Perhaps   I  am  growing   old,"    I    told 

myself.     **  The    zest    of    life    is   slipping 
*'*    away.     The  evening  has  set  in." 

Then  I  remembered  I  was  but  eight- 
and  twenty,  which  is  comparatively  juvenile 
for  a  man. 

I  leant  against  the  wall,  avoiding  my 
.*ostess*s  eye  and  concealing  my  pro- 
gramme for  fear  she  should  notice  it  was 
empty.     I  had  no  wish  to  be  introduced. 

*'  Women  are  all  alike,"  I  thought, 
sweeping  an  unappreciative  glance  over 
the  revolving  crowd.  **  Sameness,  same- 
ness everywhere  !  "  As  if  in  contradiction 
to  my  thoughts,  a  newcomer  appeared,  a 
girl  so  absolutely  different  from  anybody  I 
had  ever  seen  that  involuntarily  a  sigh  of 
relief  escaped  me. 

For  a  moment  I  half  wondered  if  mv 
eyes  were  playing  me  a  trick—  if  a  being 
so  absolutely  lovely,  so  flawless  in  beauty, 
could  move  and  breathe  among  the 
commonplace  souls  of  men.  To  paint 
her  in  words  would  be  to  tax  my  powers 
of  description  beyond  their  limits  ;  for 
who  could  picture  the  whiteness  of  that 
alabaster  complexion,  the  tender  ripples 
of  naturally  waving  hair,  the  arched  eye- 
brows, the  firm  unsmiling  lips  of  exquisite 
shape,  the  somewhat  haughty  chin  and 
wide  half-frightened  eyes  } 

They  puzzled  me — these  eyes,  which 
seemed  to  be  looking  through  the  people 
at  something  terrifying  beyond.  She  was 
dressed  in  the  palest  heliotrope,  with  a 
cluster  of  mauve  orchids  on  her  shoulder- 
strap,  which  alone  covered  the  bareness 


of  hei  arm.     A  trail  of  the  same  natural 
flowers  hung  from  her  fan. 

I  expected  to  see  her  instantly  sur-^ 
rounded  by  an  admiring  group  of  men,, 
each  eager  for  the  favour  of  a  dance. 
Instead,  she  stood  alone — apart — appar- 
ently heedless  of  neglect,  with  none  of 
the  expectancy  on  her  face  characteristic 
of  partnerless  girls. 

**  Who  is  that  in  mauve  .^"  I  casually 
asked  a  man  next  me.  He  put  up  an 
eyeglass,  and  followed  the  direction  of 
my  look. 

*'0h— ah!  Miss  Seabroke,"  he  drawled, 
"  the  youngest  one.  She  's  got  two  awfull}^ 
jolly  sisters." 

I  positively  gasped  as  he  spoke — 

**A  Seabroke  !  "  I  exclaimed,  conjuring^ 
up  visions  of  the  portly  father  and  mother, 
whose  material  presence  had  frequentljr 
been  forced  upon  my  notice  at  houses 
of  mutual  friends,  and  the  **  awfully  jolly 
sisters,"  bright,  commonplace,  full-blooded 
English  girls.  One  of  them  dancecf 
past  as  I  spoke,  giggling  softly  at  some 
inane  remark ;  and  again  I  glanced  in 
wonder  at  the  frail,  ethereal  girl  I  had  first 
noticed. 

"  Will  you  introduce  me  t  "  I  said.  •  - 1 
don't  know  many  of  the  people  here 
to-night." 

**  Certainly  ;  but  I  doubt  if  you  '11  get  a 
dance.  Nelly  and  Edith  Seabroke  are 
generally  full  up  before  they  appear  in 
the  room  at  all." 

I  knew  the  names  Nelly  and  Edith  :  they- 
were  the  sisters  with  whom  I  had  played 
tennis  a  score  of  times  the  previous 
summer. 

**  I  mean — the  other  Miss  Seabroke^ 
who  is  not  dancing." 
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The  man  with  the  eyeglass  stared  at  me 
before  answering ;  then  he  shrugged  his 
shoulders  and  said,  **  Come  along  !  " 

I  stopped  him  with  an  impatient  gesture. 

*\Vhy  do  you  look  like  that?"  I 
queried  ;  **  there  seems  a  mystery  about 
this  Miss  Seabroke." 

**  No  mysterj',  my  dear  fellow,  except 
she  isn't  popular.  People  don't  like  her, 
though  they  can't  deny  she  is  good  to  look 
upon.  They  say  she  has  not  a  friend  in 
the  world,  she's  such  a  disagreeable  girl." 

By  this  time  we  were  in  Miss  Seabroke's 
immediate  vicinity.  I  felt  my  nerves 
tingling  pleasurably  as  we  approached. 
The  monotony  of  the  ball  had  vanished 
for  me. 

The  nearer  I  came  the  stranger  sensa- 
tions I  experienced.  It  seemed  as  if  a 
cloud  were  descending  upon  the  rest  of 
the  room,  shrouding  all  the  remaining 
objects  save  her  and  me.  An  uncanny 
chill  crept  through  the  atmosphere.  I 
fancied — oh,  foolish  workings  of  imagin- 
ation ! — that  the  orchids  opened  their 
mouths  like  hungry  animals,  and  that  they 
grew  on  her  shoulder  as  a  species  of  fungus 
clings  to  a  tree. 

The  conventional  words  of  introduction 
dispelled  the  cloud,  bringing  mc  sharply 
back  to  my  senses,  while  I  asked  in  prosaic 
fashion  whether  she  would  spare  mc  a 
dance. 

As  yet  she  had  only  inclined  her  head 
in  recognition,  while  I  waited  to  hear  her 
voice  as  if  the  issues  of  life  or  death  hunt^ 
upon  her  words. 

/T  had  not  intended  dancing,"  she  said, 
looking  me  so  straight  in  the  face  it  was 
like  standing  with  the  sun  in  one's  eyes. 
**  I  asked  our  hostess  not  to  introduce  me 
on  that  account." 

**  You  are  ill  ?  "  I  broke  in  anxiously. 

Miss  Seabroke  smiled  for  the  first  time — 
a  queer,  unsatisfying  smile,  that  expressed 
disdain  rather  than  amusement. 

"  Oh,  no ;  but,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I 
did  not  want  to  come  to-night.  I  hate 
dances — they  are  so  futile,  so  ridiculous  ! 
My  people  think  it  unnatural  I  should 
prefer  to  stay  at  home,  and  so" — her 
voice  broke  slightly — **  they  forced  me  to 


come. 
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"  Consequently,"  I  added,  *'  you  are 
indulging  rather  a  poor  revenge." 

She  turned  her  eyes  on  me  again, 
with  a  look  that  quelled  my  levity  and 
made  me  feel  small,  impertinent,  and 
unimportant.  I  remembered  my  friend's 
warning  :  **  She  isn't  popular !  "  But, 
for  all  this,  my  interest  increased  rather 
than  diminished,  though  I  felt  I  had 
begun   badly. 

**  I  hold,"  she  said,  **  that  everyone  has 
a  right  to  their  own  individual  opinion, 
yet  the  world  expects  me  to  run  in  a  groove 
with  my  sisters — and  because  they  like 
societv  I  must  like  it  too !  I  understand 
them  thoroughly,  but  they  are  very  far  from 
understanding  me." 

*'  I  don't  wonder !  "  I  said.  Her  glance 
softened  as  if  at  last  1  had  made  a  sensible 
remark.  Encouraged  by  this,  I  pressed 
her  asrain  to  dance. 

She  did  not  reply,  but  laid  her  hand  on 
my  arm,  and  before  I  realised  she  had 
moved  we  were  gliding  together  among 
the  dancers.  Strangely  enough,  she  seemed 
to  be  guiding  mc,  and  the  whirling  figures 
passed  like  phantoms  before  my  eyes.  I 
was  only  conscious  of  her  presence — hers 
^lone,  and  a  mystic  sense  of  spiritual 
communion. 

When  the  music  ccasc-cl,  and  still  she 
did  not  sj)cak,  I  asked  her  why  she  had 
become  so  suddenly  silent. 

It  was  absurd  to  talk  conimoni)laces ;  1 
felt  bound   to  say  exactly  what  was  in  myV., 
mind.  v 

**\Vhv    should    wc     talk?"    she    said 
*•  We    have    our  thoughts :    arc    not    thqjf 
enough  ? " 

*'  Xo.  I  am  lireil  of  mine.  1  shoulc 
prefer  to  know  yours." 

"  Of  course — I  forgot.  It's  so  difficult 
to  realise  the  mind  does  not  rellect. 
Nature  is  singularly  incomplete — stunted 
in  that  resi)ect.  Your  thoughts  and  mine 
are  so  near,  yet  we  must  needs  speak  to 
convey  them  across  the  bridge." 

**  If  thought-reading  were  carried  to  so 
alarming  an  extent,  I  am  afraid  we  should 
lead  very  unhappy  lives.  Where  ignorance 
is  bliss " 

I  paused,  for  her  expression  had 
changed,  and  the  frightened  look  I  first 
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noticed  in  her  eyes  returned  ;  she  involun- 
tarily pressed  her  hand  to  her  heart. 

**  Yes,"  she  spoke  forcibly,  **  that  is  the 
most  interesting  thing  you  have  said  yet, 
because  it  happens  to  be  absolutely  true. 
Unhappy  lives  !  Ah  !  unhappy  is  hardly  a 
strong  enough  word.  Picture  yourself 
knowing  everybody's  thoughts — every  little 
spiteful  one — all  the  envy,  hatred,  and 
malice  which  hundreds  of  people  meet 
with  daily,  and  are  mercifully  unconscious 
of !    It 's  hell  on  earth,  and  nothing  more." 

**  You  speak  as  if  from  experience,"  I 
said  laughingly.  She  started,  turned  pale, 
and  changed  the  subject  quickly.  As  we 
conversed  1  gradually  got  at  the  root  of 
her  unpopularity  ;  I  began  to  see  why  she 
was  avoided  and  disliked.  The  world 
does  not  relish  being  interpreted  to  its 
face  ;  it  cannot  bear  to  be  understood  and 
dissected  openly.  The  great  puzzle  of  life 
was  not  a  conundrum  at  all  to  this  strange 
Miss  Seabroke :  she  had  discovered  the 
secret  of  seeing  into  shallow  nature,  and  even 
piercing  the  deep  pools.  But  what  struck 
me  forciblv  was  that  she  never  classed 
herself  with  the  rest  of  the  world  at  all. 
She  might  have  been  a  ghost  with  whom 
in  some  midnight  hour  I  had  drifted  into 
conversation,  or  an  oracle — bereft  of  wor- 
shippers— giving  forth  priceless  wisdom. 

Never  before  did  an  evening  slip 
away  in  so  extraordinary  a  manner.  On 
looking  back  I  think  1  must  have  been 
bewitched.  We  danced  intermittently, 
and  forgot  there  were  other  people  in 
whom  we  might  have  interested  ourselves, 
till  with  a  sense  of  shock  to  me  Miss 
Seabroke  spoke  of  leaving. 

•*  It  can't  be  time  to  go  !  "  I  stammered, 
amazed  at  the  flight  of  hours. 

"  Oh,  yes  !  Our  carriage  must  have  been 
here  long  since,"  she  replied. 

**  I  am  afraid,"  I  continued,  "  I  have 
monopolised  you  disgracefully — everyone 
is  thinking  me  a  selfish  brute !  " 

**  I  don't  say  they  are  exactly  thinking 
that,"  she  sighed,  glancing  round  the 
room.  '*  Some  think  it 's  rather  bad  form 
of  me — others  are  amused — the  majority 
agree  we  have  made  ourselves  lamentably 
conspicuous." 

t  had  expected  her  to  laugh   off  my 


remark,  and  the  cool  reply  somewhat 
staggered  me.  I  shrugged  my  shoulders, 
declaring  they  might  think  what  they 
liked  as  long  as  she  was  not  annoyed. 
Then  I  asked  if  I  might  call  upon  her. 

**  I  have  met  your  parents,"  I  said.  **  I 
shall  not  be  entirely  a  stranger  to  them." 

**  Come  if  you  really  wish  to  see  me — 
not  unless,"  she  retorted.  **  I  shall 
know." 

"  Do  I  look  a  hypocrite  ?  " 

**  Yes,  you  do  rather !  That  is  why  I 
am  so  glad  you  are  not  one  ;  it  is  such 
a  pleasant  change.     Good-night !  " 

She  held  out  her  hand,  and  I  crushed 
it  eagerly  in  mine.  The  sudden  contact 
paralysed  me  for  a  moment.  I  felt  a 
sharp  pain  up  my  arm,  and  then  the 
tingling  sensation  of  an  electric  shock. 

Her  lips  parted,  the  smile  came  as  if  in 
answer  to  my  unusual  sensations. 

*' How  did  she  knovv.^"  I  wondered. 
**  I  must  have  a  very  tell-tale  face." 

Her  sisters  joined  her. 

*' Hasn't  it  been  a  jolly  dance  .'^"  said 
Edith. 

"  Quite  too  ripping ! "  cried  Nelly, 
whose  frins^e  was  sadlv  out  of  curl.  But 
the  other  Miss  Seabroke  did  not  reply. 


CHAPTER   II. 

I  am  not  naturally  a  timid  man,  but  I  must 
confess  to  a  feeling  very  like  school-boy 
shyness  as  I  entered  the  Seabrokes' 
drawing-room.  Could  this  be  the  home 
of  the  weirdly  beautiful  girl  with  the 
mauve  orchids,  this  solid,  comfortable, 
unromantic  apartment  ?  I  glanced  at 
ever}'  detail  of  the  room  as  I  waited  for 
some  member  of  the  Seabroke  family  to 
put  in  an  appearance. 

There  were  several  photographs  of  Edith 
and  Nellv,  taken  to  advertise  various 
accomplishments.  It  seemed  impossible 
for  either  of  these  young  ladies  to  pose 
before  a  camera  without  a  weapon  of  some 
kind— a  golf-club,  racket,  or  violin.  A 
half-knitted  garment,  with  a  ball  of  red 
wool  attached,  lay  on  the  sofa ;  I  felt  sure 
it  was  Nelly's. 

I  looked  at  my  watch  impatiently, 
counting  the  moments  since  my  coming. 
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Would  "  my  Miss  Seabroke "  greet  me 
kindlv  ?  Would  she  enter  hurriedly  or 
slowly,  smiling  or  frowning  ?  These  futile 
reflections  occupied  my  brain  till  the  rustle 
of  a  skirt  greeted  my  anxious  ears.  The 
door  opened — and  Xelly  entered. 

My  heart  sank  as  we  said  a  formal 
"How  do  you  do.^"  accompanied  by  an 
elevated  handshake. 

She  motioned  me  to  a  chair,  and, 
taking  up  the  red  wool,  talked  spasmodi- 
cally between  her  stitches.  It  was  some 
time  before  I  ventured  to  ask  if  her  sister 
was  at  home. 

''Oh,  yes,"  she  replied.  ''Edith  will 
be  down  directly." 

"  But  I  mean  your  other  sister,"  I 
stammered  in  desperation. 

*•  (Jh,  Beatrice.  Did  you  come  to  call 
on  Beatrice  ?  " 

She  opened  her  eyes  widely  in  surprise. 
Evidently  this  was  something  (juite  new 
for  the  Seabroke  family.  Then  she  added, 
to  cover  her  previous  gaucht'n'e — 

**  You  see,  Beatrice  doesn't  usually 
make  friends.  She's  such  a  queer  girl — 
so  difterent  to  other  people.  It  is  a  great 
trial  to  us  all,  her  being  like  that,  and  we 
are  only  too  u^rateful  to  anyone  who  will 
draw  her  out  of  herself." 

.■\s  she  spoke,  Edith  came  singing  in. 

•'Where  is  Beatrice?  Do  find  her," 
said  Xelly. 

"Beatrice  has  gone  out  on  the  river 
alone.     She  is  so  unsocial )le  !  " 

I  believe  my  face  fell  visibly  with  niy 
spirits,  for  it  suddenly  secnnnl  to  dawn  on 
the  two  well-nu'anini»-  sisters  that  I  was 
disapp(;inted. 

"Will  you  come  to-morrow  to  our 
picnic?"  they  said  ;  "a  river  picnic  in 
separate  boats.  Voii  and  Beatrice  can 
have  the  punt.  We  like  to  go  American 
fashion,  though  there  really  is  a  chaperon 
somewhere  about  on  the  island.  Mamma 
arranges  that." 

I  gladly  accepted  so  f^iscinating  an 
invitation,  pressed  their  plump  fingers 
gratefully  at  parting,  and  whistled  as  I 
walked  down  the  road. 

**  What  sunshine,  by  Jove !  "  Life 
Wci3  worth  living,  after  all.  I  snatched 
at  a  perfect  cloud  of  gnats,  breathed  in 


numberless  microbes  without  a  care,  and  felt 
my  heart  leaj)  like  a  young  roe  at  the 
thought  of  the  morrow. 

Good  luck  pursued  me,  for  the  following 
day  dawned  bright  and  fair ;  only  a  latent 
vein  of  pessimism  whispered  the  sunshine 
was  too  brilliant  to  last,  while  here  and 
there  a  distant  cloud  spoke  of  treacherous 
weather  to  come. 

Was  I  mad,  I  wonder,  as  I  walked  to 
the  Seabroke's  that  afternoon  ?  All  the 
buoyancy  of  youth  welled  up  like  a  spring  ; 
I  could  hardly  contain  my  spirits. 

Beatrice  looked  lovelier  than  ever  in  her 
white  boating-dress.  She  stood,  as  usual, 
a  little  a})art  from  her  sisters,  with  rather 
a  strained  smile  on  her  pale  face.  Again 
1  felt  the  ghost-like  sensation  that  she  was 
a  thing  apart — an  incomprehensible  being. 

"  Come !  "  she  said,  turning  to  me 
quickly,  when  I  had  been  duly  greeted  by 
Edith  and  Nelly;  "let  us  start  at  once; 
the  others  will  be  ages  getting  off.  I  'm 
impatient ;  they  worry  me;  my  head  aches 
terribly  ;  these  people  get  on  my  nerves.'* 

Her  sentences  came  jerkily.  I,  too,, 
had  experienced  a  strange  feeling  of  im- 
patience, and  a  quivering  agony  through 
my  temples  before  she  spoke,  as  if  in 
sympathy  with  her  mood.  The  coincidence 
startled  mc*  ;  I  wondered  whether  I  were 
fated  to  wake  siiddcMih  and  find  it  all  a 
Iream.  She  sj)rang  lightly  into  the  punt, 
cank  into  a  nest  of  cushions,  while  1 
guided  the  boat  across  the  water  by  aid  of 
a  delightfully  balanced  pole. 

We  glided  swiftly  down  stn-am,  till 
seeing  an  inviting  (orner  under  the  trees, 
1  brought  the  ra|)id  motion  to  ;i  stand- 
still, antl  asked   if  1   might  rest. 

Bewitched  by  hi^r  presenc(\  and  fascin- 
ated bevond  rr^ason,  I  knelt  on  the  cushions 
and  involuntarily  s[)oke  my  thoughts.  The 
phrase  I  useil  was  neither  poetical  nor 
original  :  I  merely  saitl,  from  the  bottom 
of  my  heart,  "  Mow  beautiful  you  are  !  " 

She  caught  her  breath,  and  pushed  me 
from  her. 

"  Why  did  you  tell  me  that  ?  "  she  cried, 
her  voice  vibrating  oddly. 

"  I  could  not  help  myself." 

"  No,  you  could  not ;  you  speak  the 
truth ;     you    have    always     thought    me 
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beautiful.  I  envy  you  the  power  of 
admiration.  I  am  jealous  of  it,  with  a 
bitter  deadly  jealousy,  for  I — 1  can  admire 
no  one ! " 

Her  tone  rose  to  a  wail. 

•*  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  You  may  well  ask ;  but  how  can  I 
make  it  plain  to  you  ?  " 

**  Tell  me,"  I  said,  speaking  very  gently, 
as  one  might  to  a  child.  **  Have  you  no 
ideals  ?  They  are  surely  inseparable  from 
youth  ! " 

She  shook  her  head. 

'*  I  can  admire  no  one,"  she  whispered, 
•*  because  1  see  through  and  beyond  the 
outer  shell.  God  knows  why  I  have  been 
born  so  cursed.  From  infancy  I  knew  the 
thoughts  of  other  people  as  they  passed  in 
their  brains,  and  believed  it  was  the  same 
with  everyone.  At  last  it  dawned  upon  me 
that  I  alone  differed  from  all  the  human 
race,  so  I  shut  myself  within  myself,  con- 
sumed  bv  an  awful  dread  that  it  would  be 
discovered.  A  suspicion  of  my  secret 
leaked  out,  and  I  got  the  name  of  the 
*  wizard  child.*  Ah  !  you  are  like  the  only 
other  living  person  to  whom  I  have  con- 
fided my  hateful  secret — you  don't  believe 
me — you " 

Her  voice  quivered  with  passion  ;  she 
pressed  her  fingers  together,  cracking  the 
joints.  I  could  not  answer,  but  in  my  very 
folly  and  infatuation  was  half  inclined  to 
credit  the  impossibility. 

**  You  have  a  strong  imagination,  per- 
haps," I  saitl,  "  a  peculiarly  quick  intuition. 
You  perceive  things  so  rapidly  that  your 
shrewdness  has  tricked  your  common- 
sense." 

'*  Don't  talk  of  what  you  do  not  under- 
stand," she  replied  slowly,  freezingly.  "  1 
was  a  fool  to  betray  myself  to  a  stranger. 
Please  punt  on." 

**  Not  yet.  You  must  tell  me  more.  I 
am  hardly  satisfied  with  such  mere  crumbs 
of  information.  I  want  to  know  if  you 
are  really  in  earnest." 

Again  she  repeated  her  former  request. 

•*  Punt  on." 

1  felt  compelled  to  obey.  Her  eyes 
flashed  dangerously,  and  a  vivid  flush 
broke  out  on  her  white  cheeks,  as  if  the 
alabaster  skin  had  been  .suddenly  smeared 


with  blood.  I  took  the  pole  up  feebly, 
for  all  the  strength  seemed  to  have  gone 
out  of  my  arms,  my  whole  j_body  became 
weak  and  useless,  like  that  of  a  sick  man 
recovering  from  a  shock.  The  sun  had 
vanished  behind  a  heavy  storm-cloud.  For 
the  first  time  I  realised  at  what  a  rate  the 
water  coursed  down  stream. 

**  It  is  going  to  rain,"  I  said,  resorting 
to  a  commonplace  remark. 

Beatrice  half  rose  on  her  cushions  and 
glanced  up  stream.  The  wind  raised  the 
hair  waving  from  her  forehead,  and  she 
just  saved  her  hat  with  one  hand  while  the 
other  pointed  excitedly  up  the  river. 

*'  Look !  "  she  cried.     *'  Look !  " 

A  strange  sight  greeted  my  eyes  as  1 
turned.  Black  darkness  came  creeping 
over  the  water,  lightened  by  white  sprays 
leaping  up  from  the  river.  For  a  moment  I 
watched  it  curiously,  before  perceiving  that 
a  sudden  tearing  tempest  was  approaching 
us.  Such  a  sight  I  had  never  witnessed 
in  England  ;  it  was  a  real  tropical  effect, 
such  as  might  only  occur  once  in  a  century 
here.  We  were  out  in  the  middle  of  the 
stream,  and  I  knew  in  a  moment  the  fury 
would  be  upon  us. 

A  look  of  exhilaration  leapt  into 
Beatrice's  eyes.  She  clapped  her  hands 
and  cried  aloud — 

*'  Sec,  it  is  coming — a  great  black 
Death — to  carry  us  away — away — away  !  " 

**  We  must  get  to  the  bank,"  1  said; 
**  help  me  if  you  can  !  " 

I  pushed  a  canoe-paddle  towards  her, 
while  I,  still  suffering  from  unaccountable 
weakness,  struggled  with  the  i)ole. 

She  took  up  the  paddle  and  waved  it 
above  her  head. 

*'  Hurrah  !  "  she  cried.     "  Hurrah  !  " 

**  Are  you  mad  ?  "  I  gasped. 

Iwen  as  I  spoke  the  disturbed  water 
broke  over  the  sides  of  our  quivering 
craft,  the  black  wave  was  fully  upon  us, 
and  in  the  teeth  of  the  tempest  we  were 
helpless !  The  punt  rocked  from  side  to 
side,  while  the  river  became  a  seething 
mass  of  whirlpools.  Involuntarily  we 
held  our  breath.  Beatrice  and  I,  face  to 
face,  each  conscious  of  our  peril. 

**  You  know,"  said  she,  a  thrill  of 
delight  in  her  tones,  '*  you  know  the  weir 
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is  beyond.  Once  there,  we  shall  be 
dashed  down,  and  then " 

She  sighed  deeply,  and  broke  into 
snatches  of  song.  My  blood  froze  as  I 
listened.  I  thought  of  a  syren  singing 
her  wild  chant  upon  the  rocks,  luring  men 
on  to  their  death  1  The  weird  charm  of 
her  song  for  the  moment  held  me  spell  - 
bound,  then  I  turned,  and  taking  her  by 
the  shoulders,  shook  her  in  a  frenzy  of 
sudden  anger. 

She  stared  at  me  wonderingly.  **  Don't 
you  want  to  die  .'^ "  she  said.  *' I  have 
longed  for  it  all  my  life.  I  could  not  help 
singing  for  very  joy  !  " 

**  No,"  I  cried,  renewing  my  efforts 
with  the  pole. 

But  Beatrice  laughed  a  silvery  peal, 
which  rose  on  the  wind  like  the  voice  of 
a  inocking  spirit;  ihen  I  saw  the  jveir 
ahead,  the  water  foaming  down. 

**  Have  your  wish,"  I  cried,  now  as  mail 
as  my  companion ;  and  falling  on  the 
cushions  beside  her,  I  clasped  Beatrice 
Seabroke  in  both  arms,  and  sinothered 
her  face  with  kisses  ! 


CHAPTER   ni. 

can  only  remember  very  distantly  what 
happened  next.  I  know  that  for  one  brief 
moment  earth  was  lost,  and  I  felt  myself 
disembodied,  carried  awav  in  a  whirl  of 
emotions,  then  dashed  head  foremost  into 
a  torrent  of  seething  water.  People  were 
shouting  from  the  hanks,  and  the  eddies 
in  the  weir  seemed  dragging  me  down  ;  or 
was  it  Beatrice's  clinging  hands  about  my 
neck  ? 

We  rose  to  the  surface  together,  once, 
twice,  I  counted  the  times — brief  moments 
of  respite  before  the  agonies  of  death. 
Someone  had  flung  a  rope  and  a  lifel)uoy, 
but  the  current  swept  them  from  me  ;  and 
to  swim  with  Beatrice  holding  round  my 
neck  was  practically  impossible.  The 
third  time  we  sank  again,  the  cloud  of 
darkness  folded  us  in  its  deadly  grip,  a 
thousand  roaring  billows  broke  thundering 
ui)on  the  shores  of  eternal  night,  and  all 
was  black  1 

When  next  I  opened  my  eyes  I  found 
myself  stretched  on  the  bank,  surrounded 


by  a  crowd  of  people.  I  heard  something 
murmured  about  "artificial  respiration," 
and  felt  stiff  and  tired  from  head  to  foot. 
My  first  thought  was  for  Beatrice. 
On  inquiring,  they  told  me  she  had 
been  safely  rescued  from  the  river,  and 
conveyed  home  little  the  worse  for  her 
wetting. 

I  greeted  the  news  silently,  wondering 
if  she  really  wished  to  die,  or  if  the  queer 
things  I  now  dimly  remembered  were, 
after  all,  a  series  of  dreams  during  my 
unconsciousness. 

The  hurricane  was  being  discussed  on 
all  sides  by  people  who  had  watched  its 
weird  course  down  mid-stream.  The  very 
mention  of  it  made  me  shudder,  as  I 
crawled  to  a  cab,  and  drove  home  with 
the  doctor  who  had  successfully  brought 
aie  round. 

I  heard  nothing  more  of  Beatrice  for 
some  time,  though  Mrs.  Seabroke  had 
written  to  congratulate  me  on  my  marvel- 
lous escape  the  day  after  the  accident. 
]\Iore  than  once  I  walked  to  the  very 
door  of  her  house,  and  then,  as  if  com- 
pelled, turned  away,  without  ringing  the 
i)ell.  The  recollection  of  the  weird 
chant  on  the  water,  the  laughter,  the 
fear  of  approaching  death,  and  those 
wild  kisses,  half  bitter,  half  sweet,  filled 
nic     with     vague      embarrassment      and 


mis'^ivnig. 


At  last,  angry  with  myself  for  holding 
back  so  long,  and  at  heart  more  anxious 
than  ever  to  see  the  beautiful  Beatrice,  I 
called  and  gained  admittance.  I  was 
shown    into    a    room    where    Xellv    was 


writmg. 


''Always  Kdith  or  Nelly,"  I  thought 
grinding  my  teeth  at  the  repetition  of 
circumstances. 

The  latter  rose,  extending  her  hand. 

**  We  thought  you  were  never  coming  to 
see  us  again,"  she  said.  **  I  h()i)e  you  have 
recovered .-' " 

**  Oh,  yes;  and  your  sister — how  is  she 
after  the  shock  ?  " 

**  Beatrice  got  over  it  all  right.  She  did 
not  lose  consciousness,  you  see." 

As  Xelly  mentioned  the  name  she  grew 
red,  and  twisted  her  fingers  nervously 
together. 
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"  Beatrice  is  not  at  home,"  she  added 
quickly.  **  She  has  gone  away — not  on  a 
visit  exactly."  Here  the  girl  hesitated 
painfully. 

I  dropped  the  mask  of  formality,  and 
leaning  forward,  betrayed  an  eager  interest. 
My  voice,  too,  shook  as  I  urged  her  to  tell 
me  more  of  Beatrice. 

**  Did  vou  notice  she  was  different  to 
other  girls  ?  "  asked  Nelly.  **  Did  she  tell 
vou  anv  of  her  absurd  fancies  ?  " 

I  nodded  my  head,  *'  Yes.'' 

*'  And  of  course  vou  saw  what  w(.*  all 
have  seen  for  some  time  past — that  it  is 
not  only  tiresome  and  unpleasant,  but 
positively  impossible  to  take  her  about 
among  rational  people  ?  Poor  Beatrice ! 
It  is  really  for  the  best  that  she  should 
go—-" 

*'  Go  where  ?  "  I  asked,  mv  blood  freez- 
insr  at  the  words. 

*'  To  a  nice  quiet  place,  where  those 
sort  of  cases  are  treated.  Some  of  the 
patients  have  been  there  always  and  seem 
quite  happy.  Beatrice  hates  society  ;  she 
is  quite  contented,  and  no  one  thwarts  her 
fancies  at  Marchbank.  Mother  thought  it 
so  dreadful  for  Edith  and  me  having  her 
at  home  in  that  queer  state  of  mind." 

I  rose  to  my  feet  in  a  fury.  1  dared  not 
trust  myself  to  speak.  It  was  too  cruel, 
too  horrible  an  awakeninij:  from  mv  dream. 

"  \\n\-  you — let  them  send  her  to  an 
asylum  ! "    1   gasped  at   last. 

*'  Please  don't  use  thai  word,  we  do 
not  like  it.  A  place  of  relireuKMit — a 
home " 

I  ht'ld  up  my  hand  to  siUnce  the 
remark. 

**  Enough,"  1  said  ;  *'  I  understand  only 
too  well.  God  knows  if  1  coukl  have 
saved  her  from   such  a  fate   I  would  !  " 

NeUy  drew  herself  up. 

**  I  think  you  had  better  go,"  she  said, 
**  the  news  has  upset  you.     Consider  the 


matter  quietly,  alone,  and  you  will  doubt- 
less think  with  us  in  the  end." 

I  stumbled  to  the  door  without  wi.sliino: 
her  good-bye.  A  moment  later  I  was  in 
the  air  of  a  cool  summer  afternoon. 

'*It\s  damnable!"  I  muttered;  **  the 
greatest  scandal  I  've  ever  hea'rd  ! " 

I  walked  at  a  rapid  pace,  reviewing  the 
situation  in  my  mind  and  summiaig  it  up 
shortly. 

Two  meetings — a  ball,  a  picnic  ;  result, 
hopeless  infatuation,  ending  ignominiously 
in  nil. 

*•  You've  had  a  narrow  escape,  old 
bov  !  "  said  a  voice  at  mv  elbow. 

1  turned  to  face  a  friend,  who  had 
watched  me  leave  the  Seabrokes'  housi.'. 

*'  1  suppose,"  he  added,  *'  you  have 
heard  about  Beatrice.  She  was  no  common 
woman  ;  but  a  psychic  phenomenon,  in  its. 
most  advanced  fonn,  can't  be  tolerated 
nowadays.  We  call  it  matlness,  and  keep 
the  people  out  of  sight.  You  were  on  the 
high  road  to  falling  in  love  with  her,  and 
such  women  are  better  left  unloved." 

**  1  was.  But  the  road  has  proved  too 
steep.     I  cannot  attemj)t  it  now." 

I  spoke  brokenly. 

"Come  up  to  town  to-night  and  dine 
with  me,"  said  my  would  -  be  consoler. 
•*  We  '11  talk  of  other  thiuirs." 

"Yes,"  1  said,  "of  other  things,"  and 
fell  to  reflecting  again. 

Let  the  world  go  as  it  will,  we  have  no 
choice  but  to  follow.  The  voice  of  thr 
manv  mav  be  neither  wise  nor  i^ood,  but  it 
is,  alas  1  irresistible. 

As  God's  laws  cannot  be  withstood, 
neither  can  the  popular  will.  Beatrice  was 
unpopular — poor  Beatrice  ! 

I  thought  of  her  fate,  and  shuddenul, 
there  and  then  mentallv  burvin":  mv 
passion  and  inscribing  on  the  tombstone 
of  memory  four  words — 

"  I'kv  populi  vox  l)c<r 
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THAT  Providence  will  at  times  select 
the  most  striking  methods  of  pro- 
curing such  subtle  ends  as  it  may  be 
supposed  to  have  in  view  is  a  truth  that 
I  imagine  could  never  have  been  better 
illustrated  than  on  the  occasion  of  my 
accidental  meeting  with  Archibald  P.  Batts 
on  the  afternoon  of  a  certain  loth  of  May. 
I  had  been  lunching  that  day  at  the 
St.  Jameses  Restaurant,  and  was  walking 
slowly  along  Piccadilly  in  the  direction 
of  the  Circus.  The  afternoon  was  warm, 
and  I  was  hesitating  whether  to  call  a 
hansom  and  drive  back  to  my  rooms  or 
to  stroll  quietly  round  to  my  club  and 
glance  at  the  early  editions  of  the  evening 
papers,  when  that  very  moment  1  chanced 
suddenly  upon  Batts.  He  was  in  the  act 
of  entering  a  jeweller's  shop,  and  we 
caught  sight  of  each  other  simultaneously. 
I  stopped,  and  he  turned  to  me  with  a 
smile. 

**  My  dear  Bertram,''  he  said,  "  thus, 
then,  we  meet  again  after  many  weeks  ! 
I  am  glad  to  see  you." 

"  I  fancied  you  were  out  of  town,"  I 
replied,  shaking  him  by  the  hand. 

**  I  returned  four  days  ago,  and  am 
staying  at  tke  Savoy.  If  you  have  no 
objection  to  waiting  two  minutes  while  I 
execute  a  trifling  commission  for  a  lady, 

I  will   rejoin  you  and  we   can "     He 

stopped  abruptly  in  the  middle  of  his 
sentence,  and  uttered  a  quick  exclamation 
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below  his  breath.  During  our  brief 
dialogue  we  had  been  standing  at  the 
door  of  the  shop,  he  facing,  I  with  my 
back  to  Piccadilly  Circus.  I  looked  at 
him  in  surprise  ;  his  glance  was  fixed  upon 
the  figure  of  a  man  who  had  approached 
and  passed  us  on  the  pavement.  The 
next  instant  Batts  took  my  arm. 

**  Come,"  he  said.  **  The  commission 
can  wait." 

''Why,  what's  the  matter  now?"  I 
inquired. 

"That  is  precisely  what  I  wish  to  find 
out,"  he  answered  calmly.  '*  Do  you 
observe  that  gentleman  in  front  of  us — 
the  tall  man  in  the  frock-coat  and  accen- 
tuated hat  }  " 

"Yes.     Who  is  he.^" 

"  I  don't  know.  But  it  suits  my  fancy 
to  follow  him  for  a  few  steps.  Don't  look 
so  astonished,  my  good  Bertram.  You 
should  be  aware  by  this  time  that  I  am  a 
man  of  countless  whims  !  " 

*'  And  this  is  one  of  them  !  "  I  remarked 
with  a  shrug,  as  I  turned  to  accompany 
him. 

"  Yes,  this  is  one  of  them — a  little 
quicker,  if  you  don't  mind  !  " 

"  Certainly  ;  but  1  trust  he  will  not  go 
far.     It  is  not  the  sort  of  day  for  a  walk- 


mg-racc. 
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"  Warm,  I  admit.  And  to  think,  my 
excellent  Ikrtram,  that,  had  I  not  seen 
you  just  at  that  moment,  I  should  have 
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entered  the  shop  exactly  forty  seconds 
before  the  gentleman  passed  us,  and  so 
should  have  unquestionably  missed  the 
opportunity  of  perceiving  him !  An  odd 
coincidence,  was  it  not  ?  '* 

**  Oh,  very  odd.  But  you  speak  of  *  the 
gentleman  *  as  a  person  with  whom  you 
have  some  acquaintance,  yet  just  now  you 
said  that  you  did  not  even  know  who  he 


was :' 


>> 


'*  Nor  do  I.  I  never  set  eyes  on  him 
in  my  life  before." 

"  Then  in  Heaven's  name,  why " 

"  Follow  him  ?  Why,  Bertram,  I  some- 
times leap  to  strange  conclusions,  my 
dear  fellow,  and  they  are  very  often  wrong. 
Perhaps  in  the  present  instance  my  con- 
clusion may  be  wrong  :  I  wish  to  try  and 
ascertain  whether  it  be  so  or  not.  Yes — 
we  will,  if  you  have  no  objection,  go 
into  Burlington  House,  too !  "  he  added 
suddenly,  as  the  stranger  in  front  of  us 
took  a  sharp  turn  to  the  right. 

A  few  minutes  later  we  were  ascending 
the  wide  flight  of  steps  leading  into  the 
Royal  Academy.  The  picture  galleries 
were  crowded  with  their  usual  fashionable 
throng  of  visitors,  but  we  had  no  difficulty 
in  keeping  in  view  the  tall  gentleman  in 
the  frock-coat  and  wide-brimmed  hat  who 
had  preceded  us  into  the  building.  Indeed, 
the  press  of  people  rendered  it  the  more 
easy  for  Batts  and  myself  to  approach  him 
closely  without  ostentation,  or  an  appear- 
ance of  obtrusiveness  ;  and  this  we  did  : 
so  that  presently  we  found  ourselves  at 
the  gentleman*s  elbow.  He  was  standing 
in  front  of  a  large  picture  on  the  line  in 
the  first  gallery,  and  appeared  to  be 
absorbed  in  the  contemplation  of  its 
beauties.  Batts,  with  an  Academy  guide 
in  one  hand  and  a  pencil  in  the  other, 
took  up  his  position  immediately  behind 
him,  and  assumed  the  innocent  and 
anxious  expression  of  the  earnest  dilet- 
tante. I  stood  a  pace  or  two  apart, 
wondering  at  Batts  and  his  whims.  While 
thus  engaged,  I  noticed  another  gentleman 
walk  rapidly  up  to  the  tall  man,  look  into 
his  face,  and  after  exchanging  a  low 
remark  with  him,  pass  on  towards  the 
next  gallery.  The  first  stranger  appeared 
for  a  moment  to  remain  unconscious  of 


the  address  of  this  new-comer,  and  con- 
tinued to  stare  at  the  picture  in  front  of 
him  without  moving.  Then  he,  too, 
turned  slowly  and  proceeded  in  the 
direction  of  the  second  gallery.  Batts 
stepped  to  my  side — no  longer  the  earnest 
dilettante,  but  the  alert  and  practical  man 
of  affairs. 

**  I  do  not  think  the  exhibition  need 
detain  us  any  longer,  Bertram,"  he 
remarked.  *'  For  my  part,  I  have  seen 
quite  enough  of  it." 

**  In  other  words,  you  have  gained  your 
object  ?  "  I  laughed. 

"  Exactly.  We  will  take  a  hansom  and 
drive  to  my  club  ;  or,  if  you  prefer  it,  to 
your  rooms.  You  will  dine  with  me  to- 
night ?  " 

'"^Jhanks." 

*'  Come  along  then." 

It  was  not  till  we  were  stretched  out 
comfortably  in  two  huge  arm-chairs  in  the 
smoking-room  of  Batts'  club,  with  a  large 
whisky- and -soda  by  the  side  of  each  of 
us,  and  the  choicest  of  cigars  between  our 
lips,  that  Archibald  Batts  vouchsafed  to 
throw  any  light  on  the  singular  proceed- 
ings of  an  hour  ago. 

*'  First  of  all,"  said  he,  **  what  pecu- 
liaritv  did  you  notice  in  connection  with 
the  man  we  followed  to  the  Academy  ?  " 

*'  He  wore  a  remarkably  shaped  hat." 

*'Ah,  true.  But  many  men  do  that. 
Did  you  observe  nothing  else.'^" 

*'  I  fancy  he  wore  a  button-hole." 

*'That,  too,  is  not  uncommon." 

*'  I  observed  nothing  else." 

"  My  dear  Bertram,"  exclaimed  Batts, 
**  I  say  that  it  is  not  uncommon  for  men  to 
wear  button-holes  ;  nor,  indeed,  is  it.  But, 
my  good  fellow,  did  you  ever  in  the  whole 
course  of  your  experience  come  across  a 
man  before  who  wore  //iree  roses  in  his 
button -hole  ?  Three,  mind  you  !  And 
each  one  of  a  different  colour." 

I  confessed  that  I  had  never  chanced  to 
encounter  the  peculiarity  before. 

**  Yet,"  said  Batts,  "  our  friend  whom 
we  followed  presented  the  singular  phe- 
nomenon of  a  fashionably  dressed  man 
wearing  three  roses— imagine  it !  Three 
roses — a  red,  yellow,  and  white  one — in 
the'  button-hole   of  his  frock-coat!     No 
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wonder  I  was  constrained  to  follow 
him." 

"  I  cannot  conceive  that  such  a  pecu- 
liarity— even  granting  it  to  be  an  excep- 
tional peculiarity — should  be  sufficient  to 
justify  you  in  following  a  man  in  the 
London  streets,"  I  retorted  a  little 
pettishly. 

Batts  smiled. 

"  Can  you  speak  French  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  Speak  French  ?      \^'hy,  what  the 1 

Yes,    1    can    speak    a   little."    1    replied. 


ISer 


A     red,    yellow,     and     whili 


amoihering  as  best  I  could  my  siirjiriM'  ;ii 
■the  sudden  transition  of  ideas  loiivi'vid  \n 
ihe  question. 

■'  That 's  right.  And  you  can  undvrsiand 
.it  ?  " 

"Oh.  certainly." 

"Well,  my  dear  licrtnim,  1  fiave  another 
■whim  for  you  !  I  propo.se  that  when  you 
Jine  with  me  to-night  we  shall  both 
■emulate  the  peculiarity  of  our  tall  friend  of 
the  Academy,  and  wear,  each  of  us,  three 
Toses  in  his  button-hole." 

"  Anything  to  oblige  you,  Hatts,"  I  said, 
finishing  my  whisky,  and  rising. 

"  A  mere  whim,"  laughed  liatts,  "  of 
course  I      But    remember  —  three    roses. 


"  AH  right,"  I  said. 

"  And  we  will  dine  at  eight  o'clock,"  said 
Batts. 

"  Eight  o'clock  will  suit  me  capitally." 
Shortly  after  we  separated,  and  I  walked 
leisurely  homewards,  pondering  upon  the 
strange  versatility  of  my  friend  Batts* 
character,  and  his  inexplicable  love  of 
mystery  and  intrigue.  I  knew  him  to  be  a 
man  of  immense  resource  ;  bis  uealth  had 
enabled  him  to  extend  his 
experiences  throughout  the 
greater  portion  of  the  habitable 
globe  ;  and  in  the  course  of 
liis  numerous  and  varied  travels 
1  was  aware  that  he  had 
accumulated  the  most  diverse 
and  catholic  knowledge  of  men 
and  cities,  and  had  contracted 
acijuaintaiice  with  the  highest 
as  well  as  the  lowest  personages 
in  all  parts  of  the  civilised 
world.  I  was  surprised,  there- 
fore, at  nothing  that  he  did 
or  said ;  nor  at  the  singular 
knowledge  be  would  sometimes 
betray  of  matters  nuiie  ijutside 
till-  province  of  an  ordinary 
iiKin's  experience-  In  sjiite  of 
hjs  playful  insistence  in  the 
cuiitrarv,  I  Mas  perfecily  con- 
scious that,  even  in  the  most 
ajijiarcntl)-  trilling  matter,  Hatts 
./.■•  never  acted   without   a    definite 

liurjiose  ;  and  that  he  was  the  last 
prrsiin  ill  ibe  world  to  be  actuated  by  the 
impulse  of  (to  use  his  own  favourite 
rxpression}  a  mere  whim.  In  the  present 
instance  I  was  accordingly  prejiared  to  be 
further  enlightened  on  the  subject  of  the 
bullon-liole  ;  and  1  was  not  disajipointed. 
liatls  met  me  as  I  descended  at  the  doors 
of  tbe  Savoy  Hotel,  at  a  few  minutes 
before  eight  o'clock.  His  face  wore  a 
more  sitIous  expression  than  usual,  I 
thought;  and  he  glanced  a  little  critic- 
ally at  the  three  roses  which,  in  obedience 
to  his  request,  1  had  fastened  in  my  coat. 

"  Red,  yellow,  and  a  white  nepbitos," 
he  observed.  "Yes,  that  will  do  admir- 
ably.    Have  a  liqueur  before  dvviwtt"'." 
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I  consented,  and  following  Batts,  we 
sat  down  at  one  of  the  smaller  tables  in 
the  dining-room. 

'*  Now,  Bertram,"  he  said,  **  I  will  no 
longer  disguise  from  you  the  fact  that 
in  asking  you  to  wear  those  three  roses 
I  may  be  involving  you  in  an  adventure  of 
which  the  consequences  may  be  serious, 
my  friend.  You  will  notice  that  I  too 
am  wearing  in  my  button-hole  three  roses, 
similar  to  yours.  Very  well.  For  my  part, 
I  am  prepared  to  accept  the  risk  of  my 
act ;  but  I  do  not  desire  you  to  be  forced 
into  a  situation  of  even  potential  risk 
against  your  will  and  knowledge.  I  need 
only  add  that  I  myself  am  in  com])lete 
ignorance  as  yet  of  what  this  adventure  is 
likely  to  be.  I  will  not,  therefore,  ask 
you  to  be  a  party  to  it,  if  you  are  dis- 
inclined for  a  frolic  in  the  dark.  Please 
yourself,  my  dear  fellow — please  yourself 
iH  the  matter  absolutely ! — and  if  you 
would  prefer  not  to  implicate  yourself 
in  an  enterprise  of  which  neither  of  us 
can  foresee  the  results,  do  not,  I  beg, 
hesitate  to  affirm  your  preference  at  once." 

He  paused  and  sipped  his  liqueur.  1 
touched  the  three  roses  in  mv  coat  with  a 
smile. 

**  I  never  strike  my  colours,  my  dear 
Batts ! "  I  replied.  "  I  am  with  you  in 
your  adventure,  whatever  it  is ;  and  if 
there  is  risk,  so  much  the  greater  will  be 
the  attraction !  '* 

Batts  nodded  approvingly. 

**  You  speak  like  the  stolid  Britisher 
that  you  are,  Bertram ! "  he  remarked, 
**  and  I  shall  be  glad  of  your  co-operation. 
To  tell  you  the  truth,  there  is  some  mis- 
chief afoot.  I  don't  know  what  it  is,  but 
I  want  to  find  out.  At  present  I  am 
almost  as  much  in  the  dark  about  it  as 
you  are,  but  I  trust  the  next  half-hour 
may  give  uc  some  definite  clue  to  the 
matter." 

*' The  next  half -hour.?" 

'*  Yes.  Listen  to  me.  We  are  wearing 
in  our  coats  a  very  dangerous  badge " 

**  The  deuce  !  "  I  exclaimed,  regarding 
my  roses  with  sudden  new  and  mixed 
feelings. 

"And,"  proceeded  Batts,  **  we  may  have 
to  play  a  part.     First  of  all,  we  shall  take 


up  our  position  at  the  most  conspicuous 
table  in  the  room.  Then  we  shall  await 
the  next  move — which  will  not  be  made 
by  us — and    shape   our  conduct   accord- 

ingly." 

**  And  what  sort  of  'part*  are  we  to 
play  ?  " 

**  Your  part,  my  dear  Bertram,  will,  till 
further  notice,  be  one  of  silence  and 
acquiescence !  Briefly,  we  are  two  American 
Nihilists." 

**  Great  Heaven  !"  I  ejaculated  in  amaze- 
ment. 

'^American,  mark  you!"  he  repeated > 
**  No  one  ever  heard  of  an  *  English  * 
Nihilist  —  therefore  we  hail  from  New 
York  or  Boston — or  anywhere  you  like — 
it  doesn't  matter  much." 

"  But,  my  dear  Batts,"  I  protested,. 
''  Nihilists " 

**  J\Iy  good  Bertram,"  he  smiled,  "  you 
cannot  possibly  be  anything  else  so  long 
as  you  wear  the  distinguishing  badge  of 
one  of  the  most  powerful  and  celebrated 
Nihilist  societies  in  the  world  on  your 
coat ! " 

*'  What — these  roses  !  " 

**  These  roses,"  Batts  interrupted,  "  are, 
in  conjunetion,  the  accepted  insignia  of  the. 
secret  order  to  which  for  the  time  being 
we  belong  !  " 

*'  ]3ut  I  know  nothing  about  the  order!"" 

**Nor  do  1,"  said  Batts  calmly;  **  that 
makes  the  situation  all  the  more  enter- 
taining." 

*'  Oh,  deuced  entertaining  !  "  1  muttered^ 
as  Batts  rose  and  signed  to  me  to  follow 
him  to  the  table  set  apart  for  us. 

We  had  scarcely  commenced  dinner 
when  Batts  called  my  attention  to  a 
tall  waiter  who  was  standing  near  the 
door. 

**  Don't  let  him  be  conscious  of  your 
observation,"  he  remarked. 

"  What  about  the  man  }  "  I  asked. 

**  I  took  particular  care  that  he  should 
notice  us  when  we  came  into  the  room," 
said  Batts;  ''and  I  shall  be  surprised  if 
we  do  not  presently  make  his  closer 
acquaintance." 

**  Why  the  dickens  should  we  make  his 
acquaintance  }  " 

Batts  smiled. 
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"  Do  you  remember  the  tall  man  in  the 
hat  this  afternoon  ?  " 

**  Certainly.  He  wore  three  roses.  Pre- 
sunmbly  he,  too,  was  a  Nihilist  7  " 

"  Undoubtedly.  Do  you  recollect,  also, 
that  as  he  stood  in  front  of  a  large  picture 
in  the  Academy,  another  tall  man  addressed 
him,  and  then  passed  on  to  the  next 
gallery  ?  " 

**  I  do." 

**  Well,"  said  Batts,  **  the  man  who 
addressed  him  and  the  waiter  yonder  are 
one  and  the  same  individual." 

I  stared  at  him  in  astonishment. 

**  The  plot  certainly  thickens,"  I 
remarked.  **  Do  you  know  the  fellow, 
then  ?  " 

"  No,  but  I  saw  him  once  in  Svorn^k. 
I  recognised  him  as  a  waiter  in  this  hotel 
two  days  ago.  I  recognised  him  again  in 
the  Academy  this  afternoon.  I  put  this 
and  that  together,  and  "  —  he  shrugged 
his  shoulders — **  thus  it  happens  that  you 
and  I  are  now  here  to  await  developments, 
mv  dear  Bertram." 

I  was  about  to  reply,  when  Batts  checked 
mc. 

**  As  I  thought !  "  he  remarked  hurriedly. 
**  Here  comes  the  waiter.  Say  nothing, 
but  agree  with  everything  /  say." 

The  words  were  barely  out  of  bis  mouth 
when  the  tall  waiter,  who  had  been  loun- 
ging at  the  door,  suddenly  approached  our 
table,  and  under  an  obsequious  pretence 
of  attending  to  our  wants,  bent  down 
to  Batts*  ear,  and  speaking  rapidly  in 
French  with  a  strong  Teutonic  accent, 
said — 

"  Monsieur  wears  three  roses." 

"And  my  friend,"  said  Batts,  without 
betraying  the  least  surprise. 

"  So." 

"  We  await    instructions,"    said    Batts. 

*  *  Are  you ?  "    He  finished  the  question 

with  a  look. 

The  waiter  smiled  significantly. 

•*  It  is  well.  Messieurs.  But  we  cannot 
talk  here.    You  come  from }  " 

"New    York.       My    name  is  Batts — 
Archibald    P.    Batts,    of    Boston.      This 
gentleman,"  he  added  in  a  low  voice,  "  is 
Mr.  Cyrus  K.  Blenkinsop,  of  New  York." 
Without  doubt,"  I  agreed.     "Cyrus 
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K.  Blenkinsop,"  an^  as  I  repeated  the 
name  I  thought  I  had  never  before  heard 
an  uglier  one. 

The  waiter  nodded. 

"  You  stay  in  the  hotel  ?  " 

"  /  do,"  said  Batts,  "  my  friend  is  at 
another  one.  We  were  told  to  come  to  the 
Savoy  Hotel,  London,  and  await  instruc- 
tions.   We  are  here." 

"  And  just  in  time  for  a  coup,"  whispered 
the  waiter.  "  To-morrow — but  tout  a 
Vheure  we  will  talk.     Your  room  } " 

**  No.  75.  Come  there  the  moment 
dinner  is  finished." 

"In  half  an  hour,"  said  the  waiter; 
and,  removing  a  plate,  he  passed  noise- 
Icsslv  from  our  table. 

**Just  in  time  for  a  coup!"  repeated 
Batts  thoughtfully.  **  I  told  you  there  was 
mischief  afoot,  Bertram." 

**  And  we  are  to  be  mixed  up  in  it  .'^" 

*'  If  possible,  my  dear  fellow,  we  are  to 
prevent  it !  " 

*'How.?" 

*'  I  can't  tell  you  till  we  discover  what 
the  mischief  is.  But  I  can  tell  you  this : 
That  man  who  spoke  to  us  just  now  is  one 
of  the  most  dangerous  political  con- 
s])irators  in  Europe.  I  mentioned  that  I 
had  conic  across  him  in  Svorn^k.  It  was 
thus  :  Not  long  ago  I  was  engaged  in  a 
shooiing  tour  through  the  Balkans.  I 
stayed  some  time  at  the  small  town  of 
SvornAk,  which  was  the  residence  of  the 
Prince  of  Rivania.  There  were  scarce  a 
dozen  decent  P'.uropeans  in  the  place  at 
the  time,  and  I  and  the  s])ecial  corre- 
spondent of  one  of  the  English  newspapers 
were  the  only  two  Englishmen  among 
them.  This  corres{)ondent  and  myself  on 
more  than  one  occasion  were  asked  to  join 
the  Prince  in  his  shooting  and  hunting 
parties,  and  were  subsequently  entertained 
by  him  at  the  palace.  It  was  during  one 
of  these  hunting  parties  that  the  corre- 
spondent pointed  out  to  me  a  gentleman 
of  a  somewhat  conspicuous  appearance, 
who  happened  to  drive  past  us.  He  was 
tall  and  handsome,  and  bore  himself  with 
an  easy  and  careless  negligence.  He 
saluted  the  Prince  in  passing,  and  I 
noticed  that  the  Prince  started  and  bit  his 
lip.      *  That,*  said  the  correspondent  to 
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mo,  *  is  a  man  c^led  Lavtch6k  —  a 
Borastrian,  and  a  member  of  the  band  of 
Nihilists  known  as  the  Society  of  Roses.' 
He  then  proceeded  to  give  me  a  detailed 
account  of  this  remarkable  order  and  its 
branches  ;  and  from  him  I  learnt  that  the 
badge  which  we  now  wear  is  the  mark  of 
this  secret  society  all  the  world  over. 
How  he  knew  it  1  cannot  say ;  but  he  was 
a  man  of  the  widest  information  on  all 
topics  connected  with  European  diplomacy. 
I  asked  why  this  Lavtch^k  was  not 
instantly  arrested.  His  reply  was  that,  at 
the  moment,  there  was  no  specific  or 
formulated  charge  against  the  gentleman  : 
he  was  a  *  suspect '  only,  and  would  not 
remain  long  in  the  capital.  Nor  did  he. 
He  left  SvornAk  the  same  night,  and 
I  never  set  eyes  on  our  friend  again  till  I 
was  somewhat  astonished  to  discover 
him  two  days  ago  dressed  in  the  garb 
of  an  ordinary  waiter  here  at  the  Savoy 
Hotel  !  "         ' 

When  Baits  had  finished  speaking  he 
leant  back  in  his  chair  and  regarded  me 
with  a  cheerful  smile. 

*'  What  do  you  make  of  it  }  "  he  asked. 

"  INIake  of  it  ?  I  think  we  are  a  couple 
of  fools  for  meddling  in  so  dangerous  a 
business  !  "  I  exclaimed. 

"Ah,  well,  we  shall  see!"  he  observed 
placidly.  **  But,  first,  we  must  try  and  learn 
what 's  afoot  from  the  waiter.  Now  come ; 
it  is  tim.   to  go  to  my  room." 

He  rose  and  led  the  way  to  his  private 
apartment.  We  had  scarcely  entered  it 
wluMi  there  came  a  soft  tap  at  the  door, 
and  the  next  moment  the  tall  waiter  stood 
before  us.  But  his  manner  and  bearing 
were  no  longer  those  of  a  waiter  :  he 
bowed  courteously  to  us,  and  with  the 
slightest  suggestion  of  hauteur,  as  though 
he  were  in  the  presence  of  inferiors.  Batts 
waved  him  to  a  chair. 

**  Prav  sit  down,  Monsieur  —  I\Ion- 
^ieur " 

**  No  matter  my  name,  Sir  ! "  said  the 
other.  *'  Call  me,  if  you  will,  Schmidt. 
You  are  sent,  then,  by  the  American 
branch  ?  " 

Batts  bowed. 

**  Ah,  you  Americans !  "  laughed  the 
Nihilist.       "  You     are     always     in     the 


fore-front  and  up  to  time !     So  it  seems 
you  are  up  to  time  now  }  " 

**  All  the  better,"  said  Batts.  "  But  will 
you  not  have  the  kindness  to  inform  us  of 
this  coup  to  which  you  referred  just  now?"" 

**  Well,  there  is  nothing  for  you  to  do 
but  to  report  to  your  Committee.  All  is 
arranged.  Lots  were  drawn  three  nights 
ago,  and  the  lot  fell  upon  me — hence  my 
appearance  here  as  a  waiter.  The  Com- 
mittee will  meet  again  to-morrow  evening 
at  nine  o'clock.  Meantime  our  plans  are 
laid.  Directly  the  coup  is  accomplished 
you  will  all  instantly  disperse." 

*'  That  is  well ;  but,  mark  you,  Herr 
Schmidt,  we  are  but  this  instant  arrived,, 
and  know  nothing  of  the  nature  or  objective 
of  this  coup." 

"  Ah,  is  that  possible  }  Well,  I  will  telL 
you." 

He  rolled  a  cigarette  deliberately  and 
lit  it. 

**0n  second  thoughts,"  he  observed,  **  I 
will  not.  You  had  better  attend  the  meeting" 
yourselves  to-morrow  night  and  learn  all. 
Here  is  the  address  of  the  house  at  which 
we  shall  meet."  He  scribbled  down  a 
direction  on  a  slip  of  paper  and  flung  it 
carelessly  on  the  table.  "  And  now  you 
will  pardon  me,  but  I  cannot  stay." 

'*  But  can  vou  eive  us  no  indication  ?*' 

Schmidt  twisted  his  cigarette  round  in. 
his  mouth  and  regarded  us  with  a  smile. 

**  Yes,"  he  said,  "  I  can  give  you  some 
indication,  INlessieurs.  The  coup  will  take 
place  in  this  hotel.  Be  careful  not  ta 
remain  in  it,  therefore,  after  nine  o'clock, 
to-morrow  night!  Afier  nine  o'clock^ 
remember  !  Bon  soir  I  Do  not  so  much  as 
notice  me  by  word  or  look  again  should  we 
meet  in  the  building." 

He  nodded  carelessly  to  us  and  left  the 
room.  No  sooner  had  the  door  closed  on 
him  than  Batts  reached  over  for  the  slip  of 
paper  and  read  out — 

"  Detached  house.  Corner  of  Audley 
Street,  Pimlico." 

**  Well,  my  dear  Bertram,"  he  remarked, 
**  we  will  be  there.     And  meanwhile " 

'*  Meanwhile  }  " 

**  We  can  do  nothing  but  keep  our  eyes 
open.  You  perceive  we  have  got  into  a 
nest  of  Nihilists,  and,  my  friend,  we  shall 


ADVENTURES  OF  ARCHIBALD  P.  BATTS,  MILLIONAIRE. 


>95 


have  to  be  careful  how  we  proceed.  You 
can.  for  the  present,  take  those  roses  out 
of  j-our  button-hole.  To-morrow  we  may 
require  fresh  ones.  And  now — let  us  go 
til  the  theatre." 

«  •  *  • 

riiL'  following  morning  Batts  walked 
into  my  room  while  I  was  still  engaged 
over  a  late  breakfast. 

"  I  have  just  looked  over  the  visitors' 
list  at  the  Savoy  Hotel,"  he  remarked, 
scatiiiR  himself  in  an  easy-chair. 

"  Any  new  arrivals  ?  " 

"  No  ;  but  ihero  will  be.  I  k-amt  from 
thi-  clerk  thai  a  suite  of  rooms  hail  been 


engaged  for  a  foreign  gentleman  of  dis- 
tinction, who  is  expected  early  this  after- 
noon.    I  also  learnt  his  name." 

"And  that  is.'" 

"  Baron  Vask,"   said  Batts,  lighting  a 
cigar.     , 

"  Baron   Vask ! 
is  he  ? " 

"  I  don't  know- 


I    repeated. 


"  Who 


-yet." 


"  But  do  you  suspect  ?  " 

"  Suspicions  do  not  help  one,"  he 
remarked  calmly.  "  If  you  have  finished 
breakfast  come  round  to  my  club." 

I  assented,  and  we  passed  the  rest  of 
the  morning  together,  lunching  at  Batts' 


'4  la  tmmt  ta  IMr  Saroy  Halrl,  Louden,  and  await 
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club,  and  late  in  the   afternoon  returning 
to  the  Savoy  Hotel. 

"  Now,"  said  Batts,  *'  I  think  we  had 
better  stay  here  for  a  while." 

We  entered  the  reading-room,  and  had 
scarcely  sat  down  when  the  door  opened 
and  two  other  gentlemen  came  in.  One 
was  tall  and  of  a  handsome  and  command- 
ing presence ;  the  other  was  short,  stout, 
and  grizzled.  They,  too,  sat  down  at  a 
table  and  began  to  converse  together  in 
low  tones. 

Batts  rose  and  touched  my  arm. 
**  Supposing  we  refer  once  more  to  the 
visitors'  list  ? "  he    said    with    a    curious 
smile. 

I  followed  him  from  the  reading-room, 
and  we  were  bending  presently  over  the 
book  in  which  were  entered  the  names  of 
new  arrivals. 

"Observe!"  said  Batts,  pointing  to  the 
latest  entrv. 

I  looked  and  read — 
Baron  Vask. 
Colonel  Szaruas. 

*'  So  they  have  arrived,"  I  remarked. 
**  And   arc   in  the  reading-room,"  said 
Batts. 

"  Why,  how  do  you  know  that  ?  " 
**  I  recognised  him." 
**What— Baron  Vask?" 
*'  No.    I'he  Prince  of  Rivania,"  returned 
Batts  quietly. 

**  TAc  Prince  of  Rivania  !  "  I  ejaculated. 
Batts  smiled. 

*'  1  think  we  need  no  further  explanation 
of  the  coup,"  he  observed.  **This 
accounts  for  the  presence  of  our  friend 
Herr  Schmidt-Lavtch6k !  " 

**  The  Prince  of  Rivania  !  "  I  repeated, 
still  doubting.     **  Are  you  sure  ?  " 

**  As  certain,  my  dear  fellow,  as  I  am 
that  it  is  the  intention  of  these  devils  to 
blow  up  the  Prince  and  the  Savoy  Hotel 
together  to-night." 

"  Then  Baron  Vask " 

"  Is  the  Prince's  incognito,  and  Szarvas 
is  his  confidential  adviser.  Most  fortu- 
nate, is  it  not,  that  I  should  have  been 
able  to  recognise  his  Highness  }  "  he  asked 
with  a  smile.  Then  he  put  his  hand  on 
my  shoulder.  "  You  seem  surprised,  my 
good  Bertram,"  he  remarked  easily. 


"  Good  God,  man,  it 's  enough  to  sur- 
prise a  heathen  idol !  "  I  exclaimed. 

"Then  don't  betray  your  astonishment 
quite  so  markedly,"  he  said.  **  Lavtch6k 
has  keen  eyes." 

"Ah,  Lavtch6k!  Where  is  he,  I 
wonder }  " 

"  Not  ten  paces  from  you,"  said  Batts, 
and  he  began  to  whistle  carelessly. 

He  was  right.  The  tall  waiter  at  that 
moment  approached  us  silently  from  the 
end  of  a  long  corridor.  He  passed  us 
with  a  rapid  and  significant  scrutiny,  but 
made  no  further  sign  that  he  knew  us. 

"  So,"  said  Batts,  looking  after  him 
calmly,  "  I  think  we  need  not  trouble 
to  attend  the  meeting  to-night,  after 
all." 

"  Well — what  do  you  propose  }  Shall 
we  communicate  instantly  with  Scotland 
Yard.?" 

Batts  turned  an  amused  glance  upon  me. 

"  Your  zeal  outruns  your  discretion, 
Bertram !  "  he  remarked.  "  No,  we  will 
not  communicate  with  Scotland  Yard — 
}et.  We  will  communicate  with  Colonel 
Szarvas  instead.     Come  along!" 

We  proceeded  to  Batts*  room,  and  there 
he  sat  down  at  his  writing-table  and 
dashed  off  a  few  lines,  which  he  handed 
to  me  to  read.  They  were  addressed  to 
"  Colonel  Szarvas,"  and  ran  thus — 

"  Mr.  Archibald  P.  Batts  presents  his 
compliments  to  Colonel  Szarvas,  and 
would  be  glad  if  that  gentleman  would 
oblige  him  with  five  minutes*  private  con- 
versation at  once  on  a  matter  closely 
relating  to  the  interests  and  immediate 
safety  of  Baron    Vask" 

This  note,  together  with  the  number  of 
his  room,  he  despatched  to  the  Colonel, 
and  then,  throwing  himself  back  in  his 
chair,  he  smoked  placidly  and  waited. 
Five  minutes  passed — ten — when  suddenly 
the  door  was  flung  open,  and  the  short, 
stout  gentleman  whom  I  had  previously 
noticed  in  the  reading-room  entered.  He 
glanced  keenly  from  one  to  the  other  of 
us  from  under  his  bushy  grey  eyebrows. 

"You  are  ]Mr.  Batts.?"  he  said  in  a 
harsh,  peremptor}'  tone,  fixing,  as  he  did 
so,  his  eye  upon  me. 

"  No,"  said  I,  "  this  gentleman *' 
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"Ach!  This  gentleman!"  and  the 
Colonel  turned  his  regard  upon  Datts. 

"  At  your  service.  Colonel,"  said  liatts, 
rising  and  bowing.    "  I  trust  his  Highness 

■'His  Highness,  Sir!  It  is  not  'well' 
at  all  that  one  gentleman  should  violate 
the  incognito  of  another  !  " 

He  spoke  in  a  deep  guttural  voice,  and 
though   his  English  was  fluont, 
it  was  marked  bya  strong  German 

"  My  apologies,"  said  liatls. 
"  IJut  1  had  the  honour  of  bting 
presented  to  the  Princo  at 
Svomik.  Colonel  Szarvas,  I 
may  as  well  inform  you  at  once 
that  there  is  a  plot  on  foot  to 
blow  up  the  Prince  in  the  Savoy 
Hotel  to-night!"  ~ 

He  paused. 

The  steely  grey  ej'es  of  the 
Colonel  hardened,  but  he  did 
not  betray  by  sign  or  gesture 
that  the  intelligence  surprised 
him.  He  looked  at  Batts  for 
full  five  seconds  without  speak- 
ing.   Then  he  said — 

"Yon  have  proof?" 

"Sufficient,"  said  IJatl-s. 
-"  Lavtchik  is  in  the  hotel." 

*'  Lavkhok  !  "  exclaimed  the 
Colonel,  and  this  time  he  ilid 
start  a  little,  but  instantly  re- 
■covered  his  iron  self-composure. 
"  LavtchAk,  you  say  ?  iJc  good 
enough  to  explain,  Sir." 

"I     will,"     said     Batts,     and 
motioning  the  Colonel  to  a  seat, 
he    thereupon    commenced    a    lull         I 
-detailed  account  of  everything  that  I     I 
happened  to  us  during  the  last  twenty  f 
hours,  ending  with  the  remark — 

"And  so  you  see,  Colonel,  the  p  of 
you  demanded  are  sufficiently  convin  ng 
and,  I  trust,  my  justification  for  ha  n 
■disturbed  you  equally  evident." 

The  Colonel  bowed. 

"You  have  done  well,  Mr.  Batts.  \^ 
must  capture  this  Lavtch6k,  if  posa  bl 
in  the  act." 

"  Exactly  1 "  said  Batts,  "  in  the  act. 
Therefore,    Colonel,    we    had    better    do 


nothing  until  the  evening.  The  Prince 
and  the  hotel  are  safe  till  nine  o'clock. 
At   a  little  before  nine  we   will   institute 

a  search,  and  then " 

"Ach,  then!"  repeated  Colonel  Szarvas 
with  a  grim  smile.  He  rose  from  his 
chair,  "  We  will  meet  later,"  he  said. 
"Meanwhile,  remain  on  guard  in  the 
hotel,  and  if  anything  important  occurs. 


I     I       f 
1     1    IJ 


I  1         d 
!    Id    p  n 


B      ran     W  d  1     g       H  d 

till  nine  o'clock.     But  meantime  there  i; 
no  reason  why  we  should  not  dine !  " 
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It  was  a  quarter-past  eight  when  at 
length  we  rose  from  the  table.  Dinner 
was  still  in  full  swing,  the  dining-room 
crowded  witK  guests,  the  rest  of  the  hotel 
comparatively  deserted,  as,  unnoticed  and 
unremarked,  we  withdrew  ourselves  from 
the  throng,  and  presentfy  found  ourselves 
once  more  alone  in  the  privacy  of  Batts' 
apartment. 

**  Now  to  secure  Lavtch^k !  "  said  Batts. 
'*  I  saw  him  a  quarter  of  an  hour  ago 
at  the  table  d'hote,  but" —  Batts'  face 
took  on  an  uneasv  look — "  I  confess  to 
some  anxiety,  Bertram,  on  this  score  :  I 
hope  the  fellow  hasn't  given  us  the  slip  at 
the  last  moment !  There 's  no  time  to 
waste.  We  must  see  the  manager  at 
once." 

He  rang  the  bell  and  sent  a  message  to 
the  manager  of  the  hotel,  coupled  with  an 
urgent  demand  that  that  gentleman  should 
lose  not  an  instant  in  granting  him  an 
interview.  A  reply  was  brought  to  us  two 
minutes  later  requesting  us  to  step  round 
to  the  manager's  room. 

"You    have    a    new    waiter    here,   ]\Ir. 

L ,"  began  Batts,  without  preliminary, 

**  A  waiter  called  Schmidt  ?  " 

"  I  know  no  one  of  that  name,"  said  the 
manager. 

"Well,  possibly  he  was  engaged  under 
another.  I  mean  a  tall,  dark  man  with  a 
pointed  beard." 

"  Yes.  lie  was  engaged  two  days  ago. 
I  know  the  man.     A  I^avarian." 

Batts  shruc^o^ed  his  shoulders. 

"  His  real  name  is  Lavtchok,"  he  said  ; 
**  and  he  is  a  Borastrian  and  a  Niliilist." 

The  manas^er  started. 

**What  do  you  mean,  Mr.  Batts?"  he 
asked  nervouslv. 

"  Merely  that  if  he  is  not  seized  at  once 
this  hotel  will  be  blown  up  within  an 
hour." 

"  Are  you  in  earnest } "  exclaimed 
Mr.  L . 

**  Perfectly.  Search  for  the  man,  please, 
this  moment,  and  cause  him  to  be  secured. 
We  will  wait  here." 

The  manager  left  the  room  in  consider- 
able perturbation  ;  in  a  few  minutes  he 
returned  with  a  consternation  almost 
greater. 


**The  man  is  nowhere  to  be  found,'*  he 
explained.  **  He  is  not  in  the  hotel.  He 
has  gone." 

"  Ah,"  said  Batts.  "  It  is  precisely 
what  I  feared,  Bertram.  I  ought  not  to- 
have  let  him  out  of  my  sight  for  even  a. 
quarter  of  an  hour." 

Then  he  addressed  himself  again  to  the 
manager. 

**  Mr.  L ,"  he  observed,  "I  am  afraid' 

the  position  is  an  awkward  one.  I  do  not 
think  that  there  is  the  slightest  doubt 
that  at  the  present  moment  there  is 
concealed  somewhere  in  this  hotel  a  dyna- 
mite bomb.  L^nless  it  is  discovered  in 
time,  the  hotel  may  be  blown  up  any  minute 
during  the  next  hour." 

"And  so,"  came  a  deep  guttural  voice 
at  our  elbow,  "  it  would  be  advisable  that 
the  hotel  should  be  cleared  at  once ;  eh, 
my  friends  }  " 

We  looked  round,  and  there,  at  the  open 
door,  stood  Colonel  Szarvas,  who  had 
entered  unperccived.  He  nodded  to- 
Batts. 

**  Lavtchok  has  escaped  } "  he  said 
calmly. 

"  I  am  afraid  so.  Colonel." 

"  The  more  reason  that  we  should  anti- 
cipate a  speedy  explosion !  "  smiled  the 
Colonel  grimly.  "As  for  me,  I  will  beg 
the  Baron  to  leave  the  hotel  instantly.  And 
you  gentlemen  will  doubtless  search  for 
the  bomb — so  }  " 

Batts  looked  at  his  watch. 

"  How  long  will  it  take  to  clear  the 
hotel  ?"  he  asked. 

"  Less    than    ten    minutes,"    said    the 


manager. 


"  Good.  It  is  now  half-past  eight.  We 
have  twenty  minutes.  At  ten  minutes  to 
nine,  if  we  fail  to  discover  this  machine — " 

"  Yes,  yes,"  broke  in  the  manager,  **  I 
see.  The  hotel  shall  be  cleared.  We  will 
make  a  thorough  search  immediately, 
gentlemen.  May  I  ask  your  assistance, 
or }  " 

"  Oh,  you  mean  there  may  be  some 
risk  "^  We  will  take  our  chance  with  the 
rest ! "  laughed  Batts.  "  Call  up  all  the 
servants  you  can,  and  let  us  start  at  once.*" 

In  five  minutes  a  score  of  men  were 
scouring  the  hotel  from  garret  to  basement. 
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Batts,  the  manager,  and  myself  took  a 
ilirection  of  our  own, 

"  First,"  said  Batts,  "  let  us  trj-  the 
npartmcnts  of  Baron  Vask." 

The  manager  unlocked  the  door  of  the 
Prince's  suite  of  rooms,  and  we  entered 
them  precipitately.     Not  a  moment  was  to 


"  Store-rooms  and  offices,"  said  the 
manager. 

"To  the  store-rooms,  then!"  said 
Bails. 

W'c  descended  instantly  to  the  chambers- 
underneath  those  of  the  Prince.  The 
first  revealed   nothing  to  our    searching 


he  lost.     We  were  conscious  lliat  iiol  only  i-\  u       a 

our  own  lives,  but  possibly  ihe   lives  of  sci    n  —  I 

I'verj-body  in  the   hotel,   depended    upon  roi        of   I      on 

the  speedy  success  of  our  search.     Every  an    exclamation 

nook  and  cranny  of  the  Prince's  rooms  ive  electric    li>;hl 

explored  with  a  feverish  haste,  yet  at  the  thougb    it    «a« 

same  timv  with  a  thorough ne.ss  that  left  room— a    larpe 

no   object   undetected— but  in  vain.     Ue  poses  of  provisi 

discovered  nothing.     The  apartmcnis  in  illuminated.     Fr 
which  ue  stood  were  on  the  first  door. 

"  What  rooiDS  are  below  these  .''"  asked 
Batts.  « 


dark. 


The 

i-d    for    pur- 


siiin  storni;! — was  briijlitly 

"rom  the  far  end  of  it  there 

came  a  suft  sound  of  ticking,  like  that  of  a 

small  travelling-clock.     It  was  to  the  spot 

from  whence  this  ticking  proceeded  that 
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Batts  had  immediately  hurried,  and  now 
he  was  on  his  knees  on  the  floor,  busily 
peering  between  two  pieces  of  lumber. 
The  next  moment  he  sprang  to  his  feet, 
and  seizing  one  of  these  articles  of  furni- 
ture, flung  it  aside,  and  then  turned  to  us 
with  a  smile  of  triumph. 

*'  There,"  he  cried,  pointing  to  the 
floor,   **  there  is  our  bomb ! " 

We  rushed  to  the  spot,  and  looking 
down,  perceived  a  small  square  box  lying 
in  tlic  corner  behind  the  legs  of  a  wooden 
table.  Attached  to  it  was  a  little  brass 
spherical  object  without  a  lid. 

'*  A  clock-work  bomb,  my  good  Bertram," 
explained  Batts.  "And,"  he  added  calmly, 
**  it  may  be  timed  to  explode  any  moment 
during  the  next  five  minutes." 

"  (iood  God  !  "  exclaimed  the  manager, 
shrinking  back. 

*'  Yes,  our  lives  aren't  worth  ten  minutes' 
purchase,"  remarked  Batts,  flicking  the 
dust  from  his  trousers,  while  the  regular, 
inexorable  ticking  of  the  machine  seemed 
to  fill  the  room.  We  stood  for  a  second 
V'/atching  the  thing  with  a  sort  of  horrible 
fascination ;  our  limbs  seemed  paralysed  ; 
we  could  neither  move  nor  speak.  Batts 
wheeled  suddenly  round. 

"  Some  sand  —  sawdust  —  sugar  —  any- 
thing gritty  !  "  he  exclaimed.     "It  is  our 

only  chance.     Quick,  Mr.  L !    Where 

can  we  find  some  ?  " 

The  manager  stared  at  him  open- 
mouthed 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  he  asked. 

**  Get  me  some  sand,  if  you  do  not  want 
to  be  blown  to  kingdom  come  in  less  than 
three  minutes  1 "  said  Batts  sharply. 

"  Sand,  Mr.  Batts  !  " 

"  Sugar,  then ;  have  you  nothing 
handy — no  groceries — for  instance,  salt  ?  " 

"Yes,"  said  Mr.  L ,  "  there's  salt!" 


And  he  ran  to  a  shelf  on  the  wall  and 
pulled  down  a  huge  block  of  salt,  which 
he  handed  to  Batts. 

Batts  dashed  it  on  the  floor.  Next  he 
set  his  heel  on  the  fragments  and  crushed 
them  into  powder. 

"  Move  that  table  aside ! "  he  cried, 
and  while  we  did  so,  he  scraped  up  from 
the  floor  a  handful  of  ground  salt  and 
hurried  to  the  corner  where  the  machine 
lay  ticking.  An  instant  later  he  was 
bending  over  the  bomb,  while  we  watched 
him  with  our  hearts  in  our  mouths. 
Slowly  and  carefully  he  poured  the  salt 
into  the  opening  of  the  small  spherical- 
shaped  object.  There  was  a  harsh 
grating  noise,  as  the  hard  grains  of  salt 
trickled  into  the  machinery  and  found 
their  way  into  the  wheels  and  springs 
of  the  clockwork  apparatus  inside — 
then  something  seemed  to  snap,  and  the 
ticking  stopped.  Batts  got  up,  and  even 
his  impassive  face  betrayed  a  momentary 
expression  of  relief  as  again  he  turned 
to  us. 

"  The  bomb,"  said  he,  "  can  now  be 
removed  without  danger.  Better  leave  it, 
though,  where  it  is,  and  send  for  an 
ofiicial  from  the  Explosives  Department 
at   Scotland  Yard   to  take  it    away,   and 

dispose  of  it  judiciously.      Mr.  L ,  our 

lives  and  the  lives  of  those  in  your  hotel 
are  safe.     I  congratulate  you  1 " 

"  No,  Sir — it  is  we  who  have  to  con- 
gratulate you  and  to  thank  j'ou !  "  cried 
the  manager,  wiping  his  forehead  with 
his  pocket-handkerchief.  "  But  for  you, 
Mr.  Batts,  luhere  should  ive  all  have  been 
to-night  ?  " 

"Ah,"    said    Batts,    smiling,    "that    I 

cannot  tell  you,   Mr.   L !     I   am   no 

theologian.  Sir  !  Come  and  drink  a 
bottle  of  champagne.'* 
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By   GEORGE   A.   WADE. 


THKRK  are  some  strange  colonics 
o(  forfigners  in  the  Kast  End  of 
l.omion,  as  most  people  know,  but  it  is 
tl<ui!)irul  if  there  is  any  stranger  one  than 
that  in  the  lilllc  street  which  is  given  over 
to  the  t'hinese  who  ha\e  made  their  home 


home  of  the  Chinese,  can  Limehouse 
Causeivay  lie  considered  as  even  a  thinl- 
rate  street.  If  you  pass  through  the  City 
am!  eastwartis  to  Aldgate,  then  along  (hat 
thoroughfare  of  nations,  the  Commercial 
Road,  till  you  come,  far  down  it,  lo  the 


in  that  comer  of  the  Metropolis  which  hes 
close  to  the  entrance  to  the  West  Indi;i 
Docks. 

"himehouse  Causeway"  has  an  imposinir 
soun'l  as  the  name  of  a  street,  and  one 
thinks  instinctively  of  si'veral  olher 
"Causeways"  and  "  Broadwajs  "  whose 
fame  has  passeii  far  beyond  I-ondon.  But 
in  no  sense,  except  that  of  its  being  the 


Itroad  street  known  as  West  In<h'a  Ditck 
Road,  you  will  then  soon  arrive  in  sight, 
on  the  right  hand  as  von  go  down  it.  of  a 
narrow,  somewhat  dirty  -  looking  street, 
which  cuts  away  from  the  main  r<iad  at  an 
obhque  angle.  This  is  l.imehoiis.'  Cause- 
way, the  Chinese  quarter  of  England. 

Once  in  the  Causeway  ilseif,  evi<icnces 
of  its  inhabitants  and  their  characteristics 
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meet  you  on  every  hand.  Each  side  of  the 
sliurt,  narrow  streel  is  flanked  by  liouscs 
and  shops  of  an  inferior  kind.  And  over 
the  doors  and  windows  of  the  latter  you 
will  sec  ]iainti:d  in  full  ^lory  thu  classic 


Chinamen  as  are  their  more   frank  neigh- 
bours Lum  Yat  Wah  and  Wong  Chun^ 


Nor  is  John  Chinaman's  fancy  for  copy- 
ing English   ideas  confined  only  lo  thai 


vral  of  ill.-  . 
.■I.ih'..UKhtli,- 


piiinicd  II 
tlleJvss.  1. 
This  l;ikin 


si-Iv.-;  is  n. 
inlialiitHiits 


inii'lv.llia[  l! 
'lishin.'n   »]] 

u,j>,    .,f    l.ill 


liavrlMi-lMi 
I.un,-,1>.   an-. 


vlli.y  JLai'ix'ii   1"  fin.]  ili.-n 


g.-ni[i-nic 
;lisli  nan 


111'  adojuin^'  n;in)cs.  "John  " — as  1  leami 
viry  miicii  from  a  recent  visit  to  hi* 
iinnrttTs— lias  a  great  fancy  for  adojitin:; 
l-.ni,']isti  wives  as  well  as  Kngli.ih  nanus 
l-iir  ill  lliis  (.'hinese  jwrtion  of  thi-  Ka-t 
l.tu]  tlnri'  are  no  women  from  China,  ur 
if  imi'  comes  now  and  then  it  is  ratht-r  as 
a  ]iassing  guisi  than  as  a  regular  resident. 
Till-  Celestial  who  arrives  in  Liinehousr 
Causeway,  and  (here  takes  up  liisalmde, 
])ei;itis  Ici  look  unt  as  soon  as  possibk-  fur 
a  lady  nf  tlu-  district  who  is  willing  t.. 
l:tke  even  a  Ihinaman  rather  than  los<'  the 
ihaTui'  iif  marrying  altogether. 

.And  as  a  wooer  of  this  kind,  it  must  lif 
jirknowledfred  that  John  is  verj-  sue- 
ee-sliij.  1  had  the  pleasure  of  si-eint:, 
while  pursuing  my  researches  in  this 
neiirlilmurliiMid,  n  voluhlo  Irishwoman  who 
iiad.  in  ihe  lirst  ease,  had  for  her  husband 
a  s<i]i  of  Krin.  and  then,  on  his  decease. 
had  taken,  "  for  better  or  for  worse,"  a 
Chinaman.      She   assured    me    that    she 


■  THE  COCKNEY  JOHN   CHINAMAN. 


303 


much  prefcrreii  the  second  husband  to  the 
iirst  i  and,  indeed,  as  she  still  keeps  about 
the  locality,  though  again  a  widow,  'there 
is  uuce  more  an  opportunity  for  any 
Celestial  who  desires  to  make  Ireland 
have  one  injustice  the  less! 

I "hu  Chinamen  of  Limehouse  Causeway 
show  a  very  laudable  disposition  to  have 
their  marriage  ceremony  with  English 
wives  performed  at  the  church  of  the 
<listrlct,  though,  perhaps,  this  is  due  to 
the  demands  of  the  "ladies"  themselves. 
Al  any  rate,  suth  wcdihngs  are  frequent, 
ami  the  grave  slulidiiy  with  which  Julin 
prumises  everything,  and  fooks  all  the 
liiin'  with  that  "smile  so  child-like  and 
Maud."  with  n<i  trace  of  nervousness  or 
hisLtalion  whatever,  is  a  standing  example 
lo  ;tll  Knglisli  bridegrooms  of  a  pose  they 
would  do  well  to  copy. 

As  lo  wedding  pleasures  on  his  marriage- 
<la>.  John,  in  England,  is  not  particularly 
dfimmsirative.  He  returns  after  the 
£erL-:ni>iiy    lu  his    house,  and  smokes  his 


complete  his  marriage- rites  with  a  girl  to 
whom  his  parents  had  betrothed  him  in 
his  youth,  and  the  total  cost  of  the  affair 
to  him  was  over  ;^3oo !  The  Chinaman 
has  a  great  regard,  even  in  England,  for 
what  his  parents  have  wished  or  made  him 
promise,  and  in  this  case,  though  the  man 
did  not  want  the  girl  as  wife,  he  felt  it  his 
duty  to  carry  out  the  contract  they  had 
made.  When  he  had  married  the  maiden  in 
China,  he  offered  to  bring  her  back  with 
him  to  the  salubrious  air  of  Limehouse, 
but  she  refused  to  eome.  Whether 
she  had  heard  of  the  beauties  of  the 
region  which  her  new  husband  inhabited 
or  nut,  I  could  not  ascertain;  but  it  is 
certain  that  she,  like  Mary,  chose  the 
"  better  part " !  So  her  husband  returneil 
alone,  and  has  had  to  console  his  lonely 
hearth    in  tlie  East  End  with    somebody 

It  is  piobably  twelve  years  or  so  since 
the  Celestials  hrst  settled  in  this  district, 
where  to-day  they  reign  supreme.    I'hey 


pipe  of  tobacco  or  opium  in  contentment  have   some    seven    or  eight   shitps  there, 

at  his  lot.     One  of  the  "gents"  of  the  and  these  are  on  the  whole  fairly  clean, 

Causeway,  so   I  was  told  by  a  dweller  even   to  our  eyes,  which  view  things  su 

in    it.   went  not  long  ago   to  China  to  differently  fr        '  -"u;  of  the  Chinese.    The 
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wimlows    are   set   out   very 

roushiv    «ith 

;i  curious  assorimciu  of  art 

ides  for  sale, 

which  iillract  tlie  average  ge; 

iilh-man  from 

the    Kast,    sudi    a^   tuhacc... 

,    ei^ars    a.ui 

saaj..      The    amounl    ..(   the 

lauer   »liieh 

is  Mild  hen-  is  siui[ih'  a.-Im 

lisliin-.      Vol. 

n..-.v  see  the  saih.r.  irotu  sln| 

>>  whieh  liavo 

...me    inn.    the    doek    lianl- 

t.v    from    the 

rhiuese      Kiiii-ire     g..     iulu 

tliese     htllc 

establishments,  and  so  no  Chinaman  aetd 
go  away  unserved. 

The  English  people  of  the  neighbour- 
hood give ,  the  Celestials  an  cxcelient 
eliaraeter  for  pcacefulness  ami  quietness. 
There  is  seldom,  or  never,  any  quarrellintr 
between  them  and  their  neighbours. 
Occasionally  rows  occur  among  the 
Celestials  themselves,  but  in  that  case  the 
Kn},'lish  do  not  interfere,  hut  let  them 
settle  it  alone.  One  marked  trai:. 
of  which   everybody  tells   you,  regarding 


iring  of  thest-  mixi^l 

house  region,     Mo>t 

fornie<i  have  from  finr 
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not  tell  the  boys  from  cr  iinarj-  Enifjish 
onos,  so  little  hail  they  the  mark  of  China 
upon  them  :  but  in  others  it  was  just  the 
opposite — the  brand  of  "John Chinaman"     dress  of  the  childi 
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invariably  called  by  English  names,  both 

Christian  and    surname.     Thus   I   came 

across    'Gus,    Stanley,    and    Alice.     The 

every  respect 


was  as  plain  as  daylight  there.  What  is 
the  re.iscin  of  this  Strang*'  difference  notmdy 
scorned  tobc  able  to  tell  or  to  offer  any  likely 
conjecture.     But  there  it  is,  all  the  same. 

And  it  is  also  interesting  to  know  that, 
in    such     marriages,    the    offspring    are 

.\'o.  loi.     July  IQOO 


like  that  of  ordinary  Kn«lisii  boys  and 
girls,  even  though  their  parents  may  dri'ss 
oihcnvisc.  The  Chinaman,  judging  from 
what  1  saw,  is  very  fond  of  yellow  and 
blue  in  his  best  garments ,  these  seemed 
to  be  his  favourite  colours,  and  on  holidays 
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and  feast-days  Limehouse  Causeway  is 
gay  with  them.  White  stockings  are 
invariably  his  gear  for  that  portion  of 
his  anatomy  which  they  cover ,  he  would 
feel  it  a  great  disgrace  to  have  to  wear 
any  other  colour ! 

As  to  the  inevitable  pigtail,  which  has 
throughout  all  ages  been  the  sign  of  the 
Celestial  to  the  denizen  of  this  land,  John, 
in  the  East  End,  has  to  be  careful  about  it. 
In  fact — be  the  words  softly  spoken  ! — 
even  in  Limehouse  Causeway  he  keeps  it 
tucked  up  under  his  cap,  that  small,  flat 
cap  we  all  know  so  well.  The  reason  for 
this  is  one  which  we  readily  appreciate, 
but  which,  we  must  acknowledge,  does 
not  do  any  credit  to  our  Board  School 
teaching  of  manners  and  behaviour.  Joiin 
is  afraid  of  "  the  small  boy"  !  And  with 
good  reason,  for  whenever  that  youth  down 
Limehouse  way  catches  sight  of  some 
luckless  wight  with  a  pigtail  showing,  he 
gives  the  said  wight  a  bad  time  indeed. 
So  John  has  learnt  wisdom,  and  profited 
thereby. 

China  itself  has  always  been  regarded 
as  the  topsy  -  turvydom  of  our  fashions, 
and  **  China  in  England  "  is  no  exception 
to  its  parent  some  thousands  of  miles  off. 
For  Ah  Sing's  "great"  time  down  the 
Causeway  is  when  there  is  a  funeral !  It 
is  not  a  lively  time  wdth  English  people, 
as  a  rule  ;  but  with  Ah  Sing  it  is  different. 

He  practises  all  the  arts  which  he  would 
perform  if  in  his  native  land.  As  the 
mourners  come  out  of  the  house,  pre- 
paratory to  making  their  way  to  Plaistow 
Cemetery,  a  Chinaman  stands  at  the  door 
and  presents  each  of  them  with  a  clean 
white  pocket-handkerchief.  Ah  Sing  is 
very  particular  to  see  that  this  is  done. 
Otherwise  how  could  they  effectively 
mourn  for  the  '*  dear  departed  "  ? 

Then,  too,  each  person  of  the  ^  arty 
takes  with  him  or  her  to  the  grave  a 
goodly  parcel  of  food.  Some  they  cat 
there ;  some  they  leave  ;  and  some  they 
bring  back  again.  But  it  is  evident  that  the 
dead  will,  in  their  new  home,  require  iiomc- 
thing  to  eat ;  so  Ah  Sing  provides  it.  And 
after  the  ceremony  Ah  Sing  does  not,  like  so 
many  of  us  English  folks,  forget  the  graves 
of  his  friends  and  relations  for  evermore. 


He  makes  regular  and  frequent  visits  to 
them,  and  carries  with  him  several  reams 
of  the  coloured  paper  sold  by  Lum  Yat 
Wah  or  Chung  Tong.  These  he  bums 
religiously  over  the  graves,  and  thus  drives 
away  all  the  evil  spirits  who  might  other- 
wise infest  the  cemetery  at  Plaistow. 

As  to  the  vices  of  Ah  Sing,  alias  **  John 
Chinaman,"  as  seen  in  Limehouse  Cause- 
way, they  may  be  summed  up  chiefly  as 
gin -drinking  and  opium-smoking.  Next 
to  his  pipe.  Ah  Sing  likes  his  **  wee  drop  o* 
gin "  as  much  as  most  things  in  the  wa;' 
of  creature-comforts.  He  makes  no  secret 
of  it  either.  He  does  not  care  greatly 
for  champagne  or  hock  —  probably  he 
would  scarcely  know  what  they  were,  if 
questioned — but  he  does  like  his  drop  of 
gin,  and  he  likes  it  fairly  neat,  too.  As  to 
his  opium  —  well,  there  has  been  much 
said  about  the  opium-dens  of  the  East 
End  of  London  ;  but  while  I  have  learnt 
of  one  or  two  places  where  Chinamen  do 
sit  and  fall  into  delicious  reveries  and 
dreams  over  the  smoking  of  the  narcotic, 
yet  I  should  say  that  more  has  been  made 
of  it  than  there  is  warrant  for. 

Limehouse  knows  one  or  two  such 
houses,  and  also  that  nearly  every  Celestial 
more  or  less  likes  to  smoke  opium.  But 
It  thinks,  and  doubtless  correctly,  that 
**  people  who  live  in  glass-houses  should 
not  throw  stones  "  ;  and  while  there  are 
so  many  drinking-shops  in  the  district 
where  it  can  find  English  men  and  women 
lying  dead  drunk  outside  the  doors,  it  does 
not  see  any  particular  vice  in  the  inhabit- 
ant of  Limehouse  Causeway  having  his 
pipe  of  opium  where  he  does  not  make  an 
open  spectacle  of  himself  to  all  the  world, 
at  any  rate  ! 

Of  outdoor  amusement  this  narrow 
street  knows  little,  as  far  as  John  is 
concerned,  except  on  the  latter's  New- 
Year's  Days,  and  on  his  holidays,  such 
as  an  eclipse  of  the  moon.  Then 
John  and  his  friends  from  China  keep 
the  feast  by  much  letting-off  of  crackers 
and  fireworks  generally,  in  such  pro- 
fusion as  to  make  the  ordinary  street 
vouth's  mouth  water  when  he  thinks  of 
what  a  show  they  would  have  made  for 
him  on  the  fifth  of  November.    But  before 
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John  can  enjoy  himself  with  this 
necessary  diversion  at  such  times  he  has 
to  get  the  permission  of  the  police — which 
is  always  given — and  then  he  can  only 
carry  it  on  at  the  late  hours  of  the  night, 
say  from  eleven  till  one  or  two.  This  he 
is  not  sorry  for,  however,  since  he  is  rid 
uf  the  undesirable 
presence    of    the      * 

•'small  boy"  atsuch  " ~~ 

times,  or  nearly  so. 

And  the  small 
l)oy,  of  English 
origin,    is   the    only 
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bears  the  striking  sign,  in  English  and 
Chinese,  of  "  Chinese  Mission,"  would 
sparkle  up  a  bit  and  look  pleasanter  than 
it  does. 

There  the  new-comer  from  China  is 
taught  much,  especially  to  talk  English, 
as  little  "pigcony"  as  possible;  and  as 


drawback 


Ah 


Sin^''s  life  of  peace 
^nd  (luietness  in  the 
East  End!  If  he 
could  be  kept  away 
for  good,  life,  ac- 
oirding  to  John's 
idea  of  it,  would  be 
well  worth  living  in 
Limc-houso.  But 
this  "enfant 
UTriblc"  is  the 
source  of  great  dis- 
quietude to  the 
Celostiai.  for  the 
latliT  never  knows 
ivhai  irick  the 
y<)uth  wilt  next  be 
up  t.>. 

Taken  altogether, 
however,  the  China- 
man in  I.imchouse 
is  a  most  peaceable, 
inoffensive,  harmless 

character.    He  is  on  

fiocd  terms  with  his  c-HiNt:sK  : 

neighbours,  most  of 

whom  speak  well  of  him.  He  is  picturesque, 
in  a  region  where  it  is  sadly  needed  ;  his 
street  is  unique  in  this  country.  It  might 
1)(-  thought  that  the  district  would  somewhat 
rtsi-ni  his  presence  there,  but,  on  the 
ulxili'.  It  must  be  confessed  that  Lime- 
housi-  is  rather  proud  of  the  honour  done 
it  by  his  being  where  he  is !  Only  Lime- 
house  tells  you  plainly  that  it  would  be 
bftter  pleased  if  the  building  just  round 
the  corner  of  the  famous  Causeway,  which 


Limehouse  likes  a  thing  to  be  done  well, 
it  allows  there  should  be  a  "  mission  "  to 
the  Chinese  in  its  borders  which  would  do 
all  that  could  possibly  be  done  to  make 
them  happier  an<l  better.  How  that  is 
to  be  accomplished  l.imehousr  does  not 
presume  to  detail.  Probably  the  Chinese 
there  would  soon  give  the  answer  if  they 
were  asked,  though  it  might  not  be  one  to 
suit  the  average  Englishman  who  goes  in 
for  "  reforming  "  everybody. 
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AT..I    i.liiisures  ive  dkl    ilf<--i»  ^^o 

MUTl, 

TliL-v  almoBl   winged    our   n-aii) 

r.L-t. 

As  ihruugh  the   fragrant   nieails 
Willi    sjiirils    tlrcnchitd    tn    glad 


I-r. 


lend    to    wood    we    took 
Is  were  bright  and  floiii-rs 


And    ilx.n;;]!    w<.-    lost    ilx 

<  l.uid  skv, 
\\V  lustiiul  jnv,  mj-  I. 


1-n 


lid  to  mead  wc  pasiiOi 
luc  like  Apr: 


;ij;aiii, 
'I'lu-  l'loud.i  M 

ruin ; 
Nu  more  a  palacu  mci  our  i'>i.- 
Througli  all  the  empire  of  tin 

skies. 

In  ihought  ue  paused,  my  I 

and  1, 
So  longer  wished  in  joy  to  die  ; 
And  lingcringon  a  passionate  kiss 
W'c   iraved  no   mure   fur  cluud 

built  bliss. 

Chakles  Lustku 
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i\0.    VIT,—BEAUFOy\S    TOKEN. 


By      HAMILTON       DRUMMONa 


UPON  all  the  hill-sloi)es  that  fell 
away  from  the  stretch  of  level  turf 
where  stood  the  Chateau  of  Jk'aufoy,  upon 
the  fat  cornfields  and  vigorous  green  vine- 
yards, upon  the  dull  circuit  of  woods  that 
lav  in  the  far,  verv  far,  distance,  the  Mav 
sunshine  was  gracious  and  gay.  Even 
the  grey  walls,  moss}-  with  age  towards 
the  north  and  west,  were  smothered  in 
brightness,  against  which  the  huge  shadow 
of  Beaufoy  Oak  fell  in  a  spraw  ling  black 
blur. 

Beaufov  Oak  was  t>lder  than  Beaufov 
Castk'  by  many  a  yt  ar,  and  yet  the  great 
pile  dated  back  close  on  four  centuries,  to 
the  time  of  Louis  the  Voung.  It  stood  to 
the  south  of  the  Chateau,  and  between 
it  and  the  great  circuit  of  walls  which, 
gri|>ping  Beaufoy  in  mighty  arms  of  stone, 
held  their  nursling  safe  against  many  a 
desperate  assault.  They  were  not  always 
loved,  these  great  lords  who  called  them- 
selves Sieurs  of  Mesnil  and  Counts  of 
Charnex,  and  but  few  generations  passed 
in  which  thevl^ad  not  had  to  fiL^ht  for  bare 
\\W  itself. 

Doubtless,  being  who  and  what  they 
were,  they  carried  things  witli  a  high  hand, 
their  justice  knowing  little  of  mercy  and 
much  of  revenge,  but  to  their  credit  be  it 
said  they  were  this  much  better  than  their 
neighbours,  in  that  they  curbi'd  their  greed, 
seeking  wealth  neither  by  aggression 
against  the  strong  nor  by  spoliation  of  tlie 
weak.  Woe  to  the  fox  who  held  back  from 
Beaufov  Beaufov's  rights!  But  e(iual  woe 
to  the  wolf  that  harried  Beaufoy's  chickens  ! 
The  Seigneur  had  a  long  arm,  a  longer 
memor}',  and  a  deadly  patience.  Sooner 
or  later  fox  or  wolf  paid  through  his  skin. 


Where  the  black  shadow  of  Beaufov's 
Oak  fell  deepest  and  blackest  were  the 
long,  narrow  windows  of  the  Justice-room, 
a  dismal,  sombre  place,  that  was  a  fit  stage 
for  the  scenes  enacted  upon  its  flags.  Here 
it  was  Raimond  de  Beaufov's  custom  to 
hold  his  court  day  by  day,  and  here  on  this 
May  morning  in  1490  he  listeneii  to  a  tale 
that  whipped  even  his  age  into  a  storm  of 
wrath.  Charnex,  from  whence  the  Beaufovs 
drew  their  title  of  Count,  had  been  harried 
in  the  night,  and  upon  the  nearest  to 
his  hand — and  his  body-squire — the  old 
Seigneur  had  let  loose  his  wrath. 

"  But,  Seigneur,"  cried  Mamiontel,  **  is 
it  my  fault  that  Charnex  is  burnt  t  *' 

**  But,  fool,"  cried  back  Raimond  de 
Beaufoy  furiously,  **  is  it  my  fault  .^  Must 
I  play  watchdog  while  you  sleep  t  '*  And 
he  struck  the  haft  of  his  dagger  angrily  on 
the  oak  table  by  which  he  sat,  and  glared 
up  at  the  squire. 

*'  By  your  leave.  Seigneur,  one  minute. 
Last  night " 

"Last  night  .^"  broke  in  the  old  Sieur. 
"  (^)uit  last  night  and  come  to  this  morn- 
ing. To  my  men  of  Charnex  last  night 
and  this  morning  are  as  far  apart  as  life 
and  death.     Come  to  to-day,  1  say." 

*'  To-day,  Seigneur,"  answered  Mar- 
montel  sullenly;  ** there  are  fy\^  widows 
in  Charnex." 

"  Aye,  five — five  ;  and  who  killed  mv 
men,  Marmontel,  and  where  wert  thou 
at  the  killing  }'" 

*'  If  you  would  but  listen.  Seigneur.  Ir 
was  like  this.     I^st  night " 

'*The  saints  grant  me  patience  with 
thee  ami  thy  last  nights !  There,  go  thr 
own    way."     And  Beaufoy  sprang   to  his 
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feet  and  fell  to  pacing  the  flags,  his  white 
peaked  beard  wagging  in  his  ill-suppressed 
wrath. 

**'Tis  shorter  so,  Seigneur;  for  I  and 
words  have  little  acquaintance." 

*' Aye,  and  thou  and  deeds  less,"  scoff*ed 
Beaufov,  "  or  there  had  been  fewer  widows 
in  Charnex." 

*'  Last  night,"  went  on  Marmontel, 
holding  doggedly  to  his  point,  **  word 
came  from  Mesnil,  seven  leagues  to  the 
east,  that " 

'*  That  led  thee  on  a  shadow  -  hunt, 
while  Charnex,  two  leagues  to  the  west, 
was  harried  !  Well,  between  the  coward 
and  the  fool,  I  choose  the  fool.  Hadst 
thou  been  poltroon,  Marmontel,  Beaufoy's 
Oak  had  borne  fruit  ere  nightfall,  for  all 
that  thee  and  thine  have  served  nie  and 
mine  for  seven  generations.  Would  to 
the  Lord  I  had  twenty  years  back ;  I  would 
so  misuse  these  widow  -  makers  that  all 
Angoumois  would  shiver  at  Beaufoy's 
vengeance  as  it  did  three-and-twenty  years 
back.  It  grinds  my  very  soul  to  be  so 
broken  and  outworn.  God  !  give  me 
twenty  years,  twenty  years  ! "  and  he 
smote  hts  palms  together  in  his  passion. 

*'  God  grant  us  the  young.  Sieur," 
answered    Marmontel     bluntly.  That 

prayer  is  more  to  the  purpose." 

Raimond  de  Beaufoy  halted  abruptly  in 
his  wrath,  and  swung  round  furiously  on 
the  squire. 

*'  What  ?  "  he  cried.  *'  You  dare  ?  You  ? 
Listen  to  me.  There  are  five  lying  dead 
there  at  Charnex,  and  I  would  not  crook 
that  finger  to  hold  back  PVan^ois  de 
Beaufoy  from  making  a  sixth  with  them. 
He  sought  to  come  to  his  own  over-early, 
did  Francois  de  Beaufoy,  and,  by  the 
Lord  !  he  learned  who  was  Seigneur.  Let 
him  starve  where  he  will ;  I  am  done  with 
him!     Now,  Marmontel,  as  to  Charnex  ?  " 

**  As  to  Charnex,"  replied  ^larmontel, 
*'  I  say  again,  had  we  the  young  Sieur  back, 
there  would  be  no  need  to  talk  of  Charnex. 
You  can  kill  me,  Seigneur,  but  that 's  the 
truth  ;  and  for  my  part  I  hold  it  was  lies 
they  told  you,  and  the  lad  meant  no  more 
than  to  set  his  youth  between  your  age 
and  the  troubles  of  such  a  heavy  handful 
as  Beaufoy  is  at  times.     Lies  grow  like  a 


toadstool,  Seigneur,  and  he  who  swallows 
them  may  look  to  be  poisoned. 

**  As  to  Charnex,  what  happened  was 
this :  The  beasts  were  housed,  the  folks 
abed,  and  Charnex  as  dark  as  a  three- 
quarters  moon  would  let  it  be,  when  some 
horsemen  clattered  in — a  dozen,  say  some, 
some  twenty,  others  two-score.  You  know 
how  it  is.  Seigneur :  the  poor  souls  were 
wild  with  terror,  and  beyond  counting. 
For  my  part  I  think  there  was  a  scant 
half-score.  It  was  the  beasts  they  were 
after,  and  not  many  of  them  ;  a  few  sheep 
and  a  bullock  or  two.  Would  to  the  Lord 
they  had  let  them  go  ;  it  had  been  cheaper. 
But  Charnex  holds  what  Charnex  has,  so 
they  made  a  fight  for  it,  half-dressed  as 
they  were,  and  ill-armed,  and  in  the 
scuffle  five  poor  fellows  lay  down  who 
will  never  get  up  again.  Then — how, 
none  could  tell  me — a  torch  was  flung 
in  the  straw  of  a  byre,  and  in  an  hour 
half  Charnex  was  burnt." 

"So  ?  And  which  way  did  the  rogues 
go  ?  •' 

"To  the  north.  Seigneur." 

"  And  not  more  than  a  dozen  of  them  .?" 

"  A  scant  half-score.  Seigneur.  I  counted 
the  horse-tracks." 

"  But  they  may  have  split  their  party  ?  " 

"  You  called  me  a  fool  a  while  back. 
Seigneur,  but  I  am  not  so  great  a  fool  as 
that.     There  were  ten  at  the  outside." 

"And  how  manv  have  we  in  the 
castle  ?  " 

"  Five  times  that.  Seigneur,  for  since 
the  young  Sieur  left  you  have  doubled " 

"Aye,  man,  I  know,  I  know.  Ten 
followed  at  his  heels,  and  the  other  dozen 
I  flung  out.  I  will  have  no  traitors  in 
Beaufoy.  Saving  thyself,  Marmontel, 
there  is  not  a  soul  in  the  castle  who  can 
say,  *  I  knew  Franc^ois  de  Beaufoy.'  Send 
English  Hugh  to  me,  and  then  take  a 
dozen  fellows  and  do  what  thou  canst  for 
the  rehousing  of  Charnex.  As  to  the 
dead,  Charnex  must  see  to  their  burying; 
for  since  my  Lord  Bishop  of  Grandfrai 
has  taken  umbrage  at  me  for  checking 
the  exactions  of  his  lazy  monks,  I  will  ask 
no  service  of  him  or  his." 

"  But  the  thieves.  Seigneur  ?  " 

"  Leave  them  to  me,"  answered  Beaufoy 
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grimly.  **  Do  thou  as  thou  art  bid,  and 
send  me  English  Hugh.  Yet,  stay; 
whose  band  was  this  ?  Since  we  hung 
Peter  of  the  Red  Hand  and  his  six 
worthies  I  thought  Beaufoy  was  free  of 
rogues.     What  says  Charnex  ?  " 

"  Charnex  stammers  and  says  naught, 
Seigneur ;  or  else  that  it  was  dark,  and  it 
as  fair  a  night  as  heart  could  wish,  and 
in  May,  too.  The  truth  is  they  are  but 
peasants,  and  were  panic-stricken.  As 
for  myself,  I  know  no  more  than  that  they 
came  from  the  north  and  went  to  the 
north.  Best  let  me  see  to  them, 
Seigneur." 

But  Beaufoy  shook  his  head.  **  No,  no  ; 
thou  who  art  Beaufoy-born  wilt  deal  more 
pitifully  with  the  sorrows  of  Charnex  than 
would  another,  and  English  Hugh  can 
strike  as  hard  as  thou  canst.  Send  him 
to  me." 

Left  alone,  Beaufoy's  pace  slackened, 
and  his  beard  went  down  upon  his  breast. 
The  fires  of  passion  had  died  out,  and 
the  ashes  left  behind  were  very  bitter. 
Marmontel  had  spoken  the  truth,  and  the 
sting  of  the  words  lay  in  that  they  were 
the  truth.  Beaufoy  was  in  sore  need  of 
itw  young  Sieur.  How  could  the  withered 
energies  of  three-score  years  and  ten,  and 
five  years  more,  cope  with  the  brawlings 
within  and  the  aggressions  from  without  ? 
To  copy  Marmontel's  phrase — if  Beaufoy 
were  to  hold  what  Beaufoy  held,  it  would 
only  be  by  the  grip  of  a  vigorous  man- 
hood. In  very  sober  truth  Beaufoy  had 
sore  need  of  the  young  Sieur. 

Then,  in  face  of  his  self-condemning, 
Beaufoy,  as  men  will,  pleaded  justification. 
Was  Beaufoy  to  be  thrust  aside  in  the 
affairs  of  Beaufoy  ?  The  boy — to  the  old 
man  five-and-thirtv  was  no  more  than  a 
boy's  age — the  boy  had  taken  too  much 
upon  him.  There  was  no  room  at  Beaufoy 
for  two  masters,  and  so  he  was  best  gone. 
Best  gone?  Aye!  but  what  of  himself.? 
Was  it  not  true  that  for  Beaufoy's  sake  it 
were  better  that  he  himself  were  gone,  and 
so  make  room  ?  A  good  boy,  for  all  his 
heat,  a  good  boy  ;    and    a   good  day  for 

Beaufoy  when And  in  the  middle  of 

his  bitter  thought  English  Hugh  came 
clanking  in  at  the  door. 


A  tall,  clean-limbed,  sinewy  man  was 
English  Hugh,  his  eyes  bold  and  hard, 
and  his  face  smooth-shaven  after  the  fashion 
of  the  times.  A  resident  these  five  years  in 
France,  he  had  left  his  country  for  reasons 
best  known  to  himself  and  the  laws ;  a 
sturdy  friend  or  a  crafty  foe,  but  all  in  the 
way  of  business.  He  held  his  life  as  so 
much  capital,  and  so  long  as  his  gains 
were  great,  he  cared  little  how  high  he 
speculated. 

As  the  Englishman  halted  at  the  door- 
way the  old  Count  stopped  in  his  walk, 
and  coming  to  the  table,  leaned  across  it, 
his  palms  upon  the  comers. 

"  Thou  hast  been,  1  think,  one  year  at 
Beaufoy  ?  " 

**  One  year.  Seigneur." 

**  Thou  art  going  to  have  thy  first  serious 
commission  ;  see  that  it  prove  thee  worth 
thy  hire.  Thou  hast  heard  of  the  outrage 
at  Charnex  ?  " 

**  I  have  heard.  Seigneur." 

**  Good.  There  are  some  half-score  of 
the  rogues,  and  they  have  nine  hours'  start. 
But  they  have  beasts  and  sheep  to  drive, 
and  hard  riding  can  do  much.  Do  thou 
ride  hard ;  aye,  as  if  for  thy  life.  Take 
twenty  fellows  with  thee,  and  lose  no  time 
in  the  saddling." 

"And  the  thieves,  Seigneur.'^" 

*'  The  thieves,  fellow  ?  There  be  five 
dead  at  Charnex,  and  two  lives  for  one  is 
no  more  than  Beaufoy  justice.  Do  thy 
duty ;  rope  or  steel  is  all  one  to  me. 
Yet" — and  de  Beaufoy  paused  in  deep 
thought,  drawing  down  his  shaggy  brows 
across  the  caverns  of  his  eyes — **  wait,  wait ; 
yes,  that  will  do.  Bring  me  as  a  token 
the  right  hand  of  the  leader  of  the  rogues. 
Now,  then,  begone,  and  let  Beaufoy's 
shame  be  wiped  out  ere  nightfall." 

Later  that  dav  there  came  a  visitor  to 
the  castle  who  met  with  a  surly  welcome 
for  all  the  old  Count's  solitude.  Between 
Beaufoy  and  the  Church  there  had  never 
been  much  love.  Monseigneur  the  Bishop 
and  my  Lord  the  Count  had  ambitions  in 
common,  and  the  field  was  too  narrow  to 
allow  both  their  full  play  without  collision. 
Each  claimed  precedence ;  Beaufoy  as 
Suzerain  under  the  King,  Philip  of  Grand- 
frai  as  the  representative  of  his  Holiness 


THE   BEAUFOY  ROMANCES. 


3^4 


THE  BEAUFOY  ROMANXES. 


Innocent  VI 11.  It  was  power  temporal 
pitted  against  power  spiritual,  and  as 
neither  would  giv(»  way,  tliey  jostled. 
These  strained  relations  had  been  still 
further  stretch(?d  by  an  act  of  the  old 
Seigneur's,  and  Philip  of  Grandfrai  waited 
without  under  the  shadow  of  the  oak  in 
no  temperate  mood.  Enter  Beaufoy's 
door  he  would  not. 

A  soldierly  man  was  my  Lord  Bishop, 
with  his  sword  braced  high  at  his  thigh ; 
a  soldierly  man,  and  with  little  about  him 
from  spurred  hevl  to  plumed  hat  to  show 
the  Churchman,  save,  perhaps,  a  certain 
chastened  sobriety  of  attire.  Six  men-at- 
arms  and  two  monks  formed  his  escort, 
the  latter  barefooted  and  ritling  witli  their 
hoods  flung  back  upon  tlieir  shoulders. 

"  Tell  thy  master,  fellow,"  he  said  as  he 
passed  the  guard  at  the  outer-gate  lodge, 
'*  tiiat  the  Bishop  of  (irantlfrai  desires 
speech  with  him."  Then  he  turned  asiile, 
and  riding  under  the  shadow  of  the  oak, 
waited. 

**  Then  let  him  come  and  speak," 
answeretl  Beaufov  curtlv  when  one 
brought   him    the    message. 

**  Tell  Raimond  de  Beaufoy,"  said  Philif) 
sternly,  "that  though  I  am  a  man  of  peace, 
there  are  reasons  well  known  to  him  why 
I,  being  who  and  what  I  am,  will  not  cross 
his  threshold." 

**  A  man  of  peaix',  and  he  with  six  steel 
bonnets  at  his  back  !  That  is  the  sole 
peace  Beaufoy  may  cxprct  fn)m  one  of 
his  cloth."  And  the  old  Strigneur  laughed 
mirthlessly.  **  Well,  I  will  bate  my  dignity 
and  go  to  the  fellow,  for  the  sake  of  being 
rid  nf  him  the  sooner.  Bide  within,  all 
of  you,  lest  he  think  1  go  guariletl.  1 
care  not  a  jot  for  him  and  all  his. 

**  .\  courteous  h«)si  gcM-s  t<»  meet  his 
guest,"  he  went  on  as.  bareheaded,  he 
approached  the  [^relate,  and  speaking  with 
but  little  courtesy  in  hi>  tone.  **  Had  I 
been  as  stitT  as  you,  M<iiiseigneur,  there 
would  liave  been  little  speech  betwe<n  us 
this  day." 

**  Leave  compliments  aside,"  answered 
Pliilip  of  (irandtrai,  "or  if  \ka\  have 
court(^sy  to  spare,  show  some  to  my  pO(^r 
monks." 

"  So,"  cried  the  old  Seigneurangrily.*' that 


is  the  way  the  hawk  flies  ?  By  St«  Frands, 
I  thought  as  much !  If  any  showed  your 
monks  discourtesy,  Lord  Bishop,  it  vas 
not  with  my  goodwill.  I  bade  Beaafio/s 
folk  keep  I^eaufoy*s  goods  for  Beanfoy^s 
using,  and  that  if  a  pack  of  lazy  ne'er-do- 
works  sought  to  lay  hands  upon  them.  Id 
bid  them  begone — empty." 

^'  What ! "  cried  the  Bishop  fariooslr. 
and  forgetting  the  man  of  peace  in  the 
man  of  passion,  ''you  would  deny  tte 
Church  its  rights ;  cut  off  its  tithes  lad 
dues,  and  bid  us  starve  ?  " 

"  No,  my  Lord ;  that  I  never  smL 
Tithes  and  dues  we  will  pyay,  seeing  thst 
all  owe  service  to  God  and  the  King;,  and 
needs  must  that  we  be  bom  and  die ;  bat 
robber}'  under  the  guise  of  tithes  lad 
spoliation  in  the  name  of  dues  I  and  mine 
will  not  endure.  And  to  that  word  Raimond 
de  Beaufoy  sets  his  oath.  Is  that  piaiBt 
Bishop?"' 

**  Seigneur,  my  monks  sought  but 
rights  ;  and  by  the  name  of  Him  I 
their  rights  they  shall  have.  Spoliation 
and  robbery  there  was  none;  but  by  yOM 
vassals,  Raimond  de  Beaufoy,  there  has 
been  violence  and  well-nigh  murder  done^ 
and  I  stand  here  in  the  face  of  God  Id 
claim  justice  on  the  evil-doers.  WiH 
you  grant  justice  to  me  and  my  monks^ 
Seigneur  ?  Aye  or  nay  ?  For  if  yon  fiul 
me  I  have  my  own  methods,  and,  by  the 
Saints,  they  shall  not  fail !  Is  that  plain» 
Seigneur  ?  " 

"  Touch  but  one  vassal  of  Beaufoy  in 
wrath  " — and  in  his  passion  the  old  Count 
shook  his  clenched  hands  in  the  Bishop's 
faee  as  he  bent  towards  him  from  the 
saddle — *'  touch  but  the  hair  of  a  Beaufoy's 
man,  and.  by  the  Lord  !  I  '11  ding*  your 
palace  down  about  your  ears  for  all  your 
priest liness.  Again  I  say  is  that  plain, 
Hisho|»  r  " 

As  the  Seigneur  waxed  hot  so  did  the 
Churchman  wax  cold.  Sitting  back  upon 
his  beast,  he  met  Beaufoy's  fierce  looks 
with  steady  eyes. 

'*  V'u\  fie  !  "  he  said,  with  a  calmness  of 
contempt  that  was  a  fresh  offence.  "  Fie, 
fie !  so  old  a  man  and  so  un governed  I 
"lis  a  pitiful  thing  when  age  learns  no 
sobriety  of  i)assion.     Have  you  no  fear. 
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Fat  an  instant  he  held  Ike  ring  up  so  that  Ike  light  ftll  up,iii  it. 
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Seigneur   de    Bcaufoy,    of  the  justice   of 
(jod,  and  you  so  near  His  bar  ?  " 

**  None,  Lord  Bishop  ;  none." 

**  Has  His  justice  not  already  fallen  on 
Beaufoy  ?  Where  is  the  young  Sieur  ? 
Whv  is  he  a  wanderer  and  a  wastrel  ? 
Was  it  hate  or  justice  drove  him  from  his 
birthplace?  Justice?  J'hen  he  was  at 
fault  ?  I  tell  you,  Raimond  de  Beaufoy, 
that  God's  justice  has  already  in  part 
fallen,  and  the  sins  of  the  father  are 
punished  by  the  sins  of  the  son.  Have 
you  still  no  fear  of  the  justice  ol" 
God  ?  " 

**  None,  Lord  Bishop  ;  none.  Let  it 
fall  on  whom,  and  when,  and  where,  and 
how  it  may.  Fear  ?  Nay,  Bishop,  1 
invoke  it." 

**  Then  let  it  fall,"  said  the  other 
solemnlv,  and  for  a  full  minute  he  sat 
with  his  left  hand  raised  above  him,  and 
looking  sternly  down  into  Beaufoy's 
wrathful  face.  Then  with  a  twist  of  his 
hand  he  turned  his  horse  towards  the 
gateway.  *'  Come,"  he  saitl  curtly,  and 
rode  off,  leaving  no  word  of  farewell  behind 
him. 

With  slow  steps  the  old  Seigneur 
returned  to  the  Justice-room,  and  sat 
himself  down.  This  strife  of  tongues 
had  not  gone  oft'  as  triumphantly  as  he, 
in  his  ]>rid«',  had  looked  for  :  and  at  tlu^ 
memory  his  dour,  hartl  face  was  set  in 
stern  anger. 

A  chance  shot  of  Philij)  of  (Irandfrai's 
had  gone  home.  Was  it  hate  or  justice 
that  had  driven  out  young  Lranc^ois  from 
the  home  of  his  fathers  ?  Hate  ?  Not  of 
the  boy;  no,  no,  for  all  his  harshness 
Beaufov  loved  the  lad.  Hate  of  his  inde- 
pendence  it  might  be;  of  that  manhood  in 
him  which,  ])ushing  to  the  front,  a>st'rted 
itself  in  a  fashion  that  angered  \\w.  auto- 
cracy of  thrct'-scon'-anii-tcn  He  who 
for  fifty  years  has  been  a  kini:  unto  him- 
self  and  all  his  world  is  impatient  of 
abdication,  even  when  the  need  of  it  is 
roareil  into  his  ears  by  age  and  infirmity. 
Was  it,  then,  after  all,  a  kind  of  hate, 
a  twist  of  a  contemptible  passion,  that 
made  the  boy  an  outcast  ?  If  that  were 
so,  truly  he  had  paid  for  his  sin,  and  paid 
for  it  twice  over  that  very  day. 


First,  there  was  that  affair  of  Chamex,  a 
pitiful  story,  with  its  widows  and  orphans, 
its    burnt    and    plundered     homesteads: 
Fran<;ois  might  have  saved  all  these.    Then 
this  feud  with  Philip  of  Grandfrai.     A  clear 
head  and  a  calm  tongue,  with   a  timely 
politic  concession — more  words  than  acts — 
would  have  smoothed  away  Monseigneur's 
grumbling.      Doubtless  these     fellows  at 
Mesnil  had  been  over-rough.      To  strij*  a 
friar  of  his  cassock  and  flog  him  through 
the  village  with  a  cart-rope  was  too  loud  a 
"  Xo  "  to  a  demand  for  dues.      It  was  the 
curse   of  a  peasant  that  he   had  no  dis- 
cretion in  his  zeal.     Well,  both  these  were 
past   praying   for,   and    as    for    the    tirsi, 
Knglish  Hugh  would  wipe  out  the  shame 
from   the    name  of   Beaufoy,   and   with  a 
bloody  cloth.     That  once  done,  he  might 
have  the  boy  home  again,  and  thus  fling 
'*  God's  justice"  back  into   the    teeth  of 
Monseigneur.     A   i)est   on    him    and     his 
taunts ! 

Night  had  fallen,  and  Beaufoy,  having 
long  supped,  was  back  again  in  the  dim 
Justice-hall.  More  than  any  spot  in  the 
great  house  of  his  ancestors  this  gaunt 
and  gloomy  room  had  a  fascination  for 
him  ;  for  more  than  any  spot  it  was  the 
place  where  the  men  of  his  line  had  plaved 
their  many  parts. 

A  lamp  stood  on  the  oak  table,  another 
was  fixed  in  a  sconce  by  the  open  door, 
and  as  the  flames  flickered  in  the  many 
currents,  the  gloomy  recesses  and  remote 
corners  were  alive  with  the  legends  of  his 
race.  Hitherto  he  had  taken  a  stem 
pride  in  these  grim  tales  of  blood  and 
violence,  but  to-night  he  was  in  a  new 
mood,  and  the  s(»untl  of  hoarse  voices 
without,  blending  with  the  ring  of  iron  on 
the  pavement,  was  a  relief.  FLnglish  Hugh 
was  back  from  his  missicm. 

"Well?"  he  iTied,  leaning  forward  as 
thi'  man-at-arms  appeared  in  the  duDruav 
and  halted  under  the  sconce,  "  i^  it 
done  ?  " 

*'  It  is  done.  Seigneur,  and  well  done." 

**  And  the  rogue,  their  leader  ?" 

For  answer  Hugh  tapped  the  broad 
leathern  pouch  that  hung  at  his  side. 

**  So,  it  is  well  ?  To  thy  tale,  then,  man, 
and  be  brief." 
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"  First,  Seigneur,  the  losses.  We  rode 
out  a  score  and  come  home  eighteen," 

"These  are  a  man's  chances,  and  we 
all  set  our  lives  on  the  cost,"  answered 
Beaufoy.     "Who  have  paid  forfeit?" 

"  Roger  Marne,  Seigneur,  and  Jean  le 

■'  Good  men  boih.  God  rest  them. 
Well?" 

"  Next,  the  gains.  Charnex  has  its 
beasts  back,  and.  by  St.  George  !  I  never 
had  glummer  thanks.  When  I  bid  the 
womeJi-folk  sleep  in  peace,  for  their 
dead  were  avenged,  they  scowled  and 
turned  away  into  the  dark.'  I  '11  be  sworn 
some  wept,  and  one  said " 

"  What  matters,  man.  what  churls  say  ? 
Their  wits  arc  still  numb ;  go  on  with 
thy  tale." 

"We  took  them  unawares,  Seigneur, 
and  seeing  they  were  but  reivers,  I  thought 
it  no  shame  to  hold  our  vantage  of  sur- 
prise. So  at  the  first  rush  a  half  went 
down,  but  him  who  1  have  here,  or  at  least 
his  token,"  and  again  Hugh  tapped  his 
pouch,  "he  was  a  true  son  of  a  wolf,  and 
fought — ^saints,  how  he  fought !  More 
than  one  of  us  carries  his  sign-manual, 
and  it  was  he  who  put  Roger  on  his  back ; 
but  the  numbers  did  it.  Seigneur,  and 
we  made  an  end  of  him  at  last.  Two 
we  hung,  but  the  other  eight  had  no 
breath    left    to    choke.      Then    «<.■    roJe 

"Then  the  chief  rascal  «a^  no 
coward  ? " 

"  No  coward,  and  a  fine  swordsman, 
Seigneur;  I  would  we  had  a  dozen  like 
him  at  Beaufoy." 

"Ha!  Beaufoy  is  well  enou^'h.  Show 
me  the  carrion  !  " 


Fumbling  in  his  pouch,  Hugh  drew  out 
the  dismal  fragment  of  humanity  and  held 
it  dangling  in  the  light  of  the  lamp  as  a 
man  might  hold  some  bird  of  a  rare 
plumage-  It  had  been  severed  two  inches 
above  the  wrist ;  its  palm  was  sinewy  and 
well  formed,  the  fingers  long  and  slender. 

A  faint  gleam  of  yellow  light  caught  the 
Count's  eye  as  Hugh  turned  the  hand  this 
way  and  that. 

"A  ring!"  he  cried,  laughing.  "So 
the  rogue  was  by  way  of  being  a  gentlc- 

"  Faith,    ves.    Seigneur,"   and     Hugh's 

ring,  no  less ;  crested  and  mottoed.  The 
words  are  (iteek  to  me,  who  am  no  scholar, 
but  the  crest  is  two  daggers  crossed." 

"  What  ?  "  and  Beaufoy's  voice  slew  the 
laughter  in  the  other's  mouth,  so  hoarse 
and  loud  was  the  cry.  "The  ring,  man  ! 
Quick!  The  ring!  God's  life,  fellow, 
quick,  I  say  !  " 

As  he  spoke  Beaufoy  stumbled  to  his 
feet,  flinging  the  lamp  crashing  on  the 
floor  in  his  haste. 

"  Let  it  be,  fool  !     The  ring  !  " 

For  an  instant  he  held  it  up  so  that 
the  light  from  the  sconce  by  the  door  fell 
full  upon  it,  showing  the  motto  of  the 
Sieurs  of  his  house — 

Iiimxti  Jionncfon    ticatifoii. 

Clasping  the  hand  to  his  Iircast  with  his 
left  arm,  he  turned  upon  the  Englishman. 

"Go,  man,  in  God's  name,  lest  I  hang 
thee  !  "  And  the  last  Hugh  saw  of  the 
Seigneur  was  a  figure  bowed  upon  its 
knees  at  the  darkened  table,  with  its 
forehead  resting  on  the  token  of  Beaufoy's 
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NOTHING  NEW  UNDER  THE  SUN. 

By  FREDERICK    DOLMAN. 

About  Many  Things  In  the  Naples  Museum  which  the  Ancient  Romans  used  in 
Dally  Life  much  as  they  are  used  To-Day. 


AMOKXIN<;    spt-nt    in    tlir    :\Tiisc<.  The    Nii[.I<' 

Na/i.>ii;ilc  at  Xaplos  i-s  calciilulcil.  iiior.'  lliitii    ii 

1    i.Himl,  largi'ly  tn  qualify  oiit-'s  ciiicrii  [luri  of  whicli 

ill  uni'"s  (lav  and    gftifraiion.     Wlu-n  uc-  licjiiu-siic.    arts 

.'-I.rak  ..f  "ilii;  Rlory  iliatnas  Or.'o>c  and  One  uf  iln;  n 

ilif  grandeur  that  was  Kumc,"  it  i«  usually  i.mcially    doso 

with  an  V  to  pi  1  at  ic   rt-'scrvation  in  favour  of  uoiilairis     alio 
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imavinc  i>  ilie  imjirosion   left  ujion    the      pans    equally 

mind    after  an    inspection   of    tlie    relics      di'lalira  of  tli 

111    I'onijieii.  Pastum,    Hcrculaneum.  and      Kach 

MtlM-r  huri.d  <ities  of  Italy  which  give  to      disiin 

till-  Naples  Museum  its  uniipie  attraction.        ity.    n 
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similarity  to  the  shape  and  design  of 
to-day,  so  ihat  the  use  to  which  it  was  put 
can  easily  be  recognised.  Only  once  or 
twice  has  conjecture  in  this  respect,  as 
first  made  on  the  rescue  of  an  article  from 


locks  and  keys,  lanterns,  shears,  pincers, 
and  other  tools,  brushes  and  combs, 
scales  and  balances.  Even  among  the 
door  knockers  and  handles,  fantastic  in 
shape  and  design  though  most  appear  to 


the  'ii'brisoi  I'ompcii  or  Herciilanciim,  been 
falsified  by  subsequent  research.  Thus 
several  perforated  bronze  boxes  were  first 
placed  in  the  category  of  toilet  articles,  on 
the  supposition  that  they  contained  per- 
fumes and  were  made  in  the  same  manner 
as  modern  vinaigrettes.  But  a  certain 
fresco  in  a  newly  discovered  house  at 
Pompeii  showed  clearly  that  they  were 
cases  for  seals  to  be  attached  to  papyrus. 
In  the  same  way,  it  was  for  a  long  time 
supposed  that  some  little  discs,  made  of 
ivory,  were  theatre -tickets,  whereas  it  has 
recently  been  shoivn  concbisively  that  they 
were  used  as  counters  in  a  game  which 
resembled  the  lolfn  of  modern  Italy. 

In  regard  to  neatlv  all  the  articles  illus- 
trated in  these  pai,'es,  such  mistakes  arc 
obviously  impossible.  At  the  first  glance 
many  might  appear  to  be  products  of 
to-dav.    This  is  the  case  with  numerous 


our  I  yes.  we  might  easily  pick  one  or  two 
tliat  could  be  adapted  to  the  usage  of  a 
London  mansion. 

The  various  contrivances  used  for  heat- 
ing and  cooking  present  a  more  unfamiliar 
appearance.  One  of  the  most  remark- 
able kitcheners — to  use  the  language  of 
to-da_v — looks  like  a  brass  model  of  a 
square  fortress,  willi  towers  at  the  four 
corners.  It  rests  on  a  slab  of  richly  coloured 
marble,  and  has  handles,  with  which  it  can 
be  lifted.  The  fire  filled  the  centre,  boil- 
ing water  occupying  the  battlements  on  the 
four  sides,  which  could  be  drawn  off  by  a 
tap  such  as  might  be  u.sed  to-day.  The 
number  of  the  braziers  to  be  seen  in  the 
Museum  is  easily  explained,  of  course, 
taken  in  conjunction  with  the  absence  of 
any  chimneys  in  the  ruins  of  Pompeii  and 
Herculaneum— the  ancient  Romans,  like 
the   modern   Italians  generally,   had   not 
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open  grains  in  their  houses,  but  wcri' 
■  ontont  with  covcred-in  charcoal  fires. 
\Iany  l>razii-rs  liave  a  good  deal  of  decor- 
:,ltvc  wi.rk  alioul  them,  although  it  mostly 
i.'rvfs  sonii:  useful  purpose  as  well.  Thus, 
ihrcc  clesant  swans  upon  one  evidently 
supported  cooking  -  pots  and  pans.  A 
^cund  has  fur  handles  perfect  models  of 
I  the  human  hand,  while  a  third  stands  upon 
[■  lion's  feet.  A  large  cauldron,  on  the  other 
hand,  is  nailed  and  bolted  like  a  modern 
steam-boiler,  and  is  without  any  pretence 
to  ornamentation. 

A   numlKT  of  leaden  tanks  will  be  at 
once   -eri)t;!iised  as  receptacles  for  rain- 
water  in    tiie    courljards  of    the  ancient 
■    houses.     A    fire-plug    which    was    found 


water  could  be  heard  inside  when  the 
fire-plug  was  shaken,  an  operati<m  so 
often  repeated  that  the  liquid  had  soon 
all  evaporated.  A  bronze  basin  found  in 
the  fuller's  house — or  laundry — at  Pomprii 
has  stiil  clinging  to  its  interior  remnants 
of  soap  that  will  dissolve  in  water. 

The  kitchen  utensils,  which  arc  very 
ninnerous,  are  nni  unlike  those  now 
in  English  use,  although  many  have  an 
elegance  and  costliness  that  would  be 
inconceivable  to  a  modem  housewifi'. 
Some  of  the  saucepans,  for  instance,  are 
lined  with  silver.  There  are  pails  richlv 
inlaid  with  arabesfpies  in  silver,  and  shovels 
handsomely  carved.     An  egg-frame  which 


mid 


ook 


■•gg-s   ai 


aliimi    a    centuri'    ago    in    the    Palace    of  pastrj- moulds  shap--d   like  shells,  ai.il 

Tiberius,  on  ttie   Island  of  Cajiri,  actually  brijnzc  urn  which  reminds  you  of  ihr  .. 

cimlained   water  when   discovered.     Rust  fashionedt.:a-urnsuggestthaitbekitclnii 

accumulating    during    the    centuries    had  two  thousand  years  ago  may  have  been  cpi 

4.Iosed  the  aperture  hermetically,  but  the  as  well  equipped  as  that  of  to-day,  to  : 
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nothing  oflhe  liirLrt-  assnrtinciit  of  ancici 
tart-iiishfs,  KTiiiinuis,  l'rviiif,'-I''i-'is.  tiu'i.-si 
gralL-rs,  l-Ic,  wiiidi  thf  Musrum  contains 


.if  1 


■  lliiwr   <,|-   li;;lil.  Hliich. 


excavations  at  Pomjieii  have  disproved  '.ht^ 
iili'a  that  thi;  Romans  dill  not  use  ^Ias$  :  • 
admit  natural  light  i[ito  their  houses,     lie: 


.    tho   aid    it  yiv. 


>  artiti 


i;;M>,:i;..,;i..ii  >r,ni.  m-vr  ti.  ha.>-  h.-n 
.::....■..;,. I.  \V,-  ,ir,>  l,-fl  l..  .■..|,j..,-,ur. 
I;...i.  in  l)i.  ;il,-,tHv  uf  -|.■.s^.  tl»-  tianv 
u,i.  i-T..:,-,  i-i  irMin  liu-  wind  m  «Ut 
;,|.i"-,ir  :..  Iimv,-  |.,-,n  >tr,vi-Ianieriis.  I  h.- 
-un.|.!;il>r.i  .  r  l,iiii|i-stands  of  tlu-    Ii.-hs.- 
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arc,  iikc  inher  domestic  articles,  mostly 
ot"  broii/c,  and  are  beauiifuliv  made  and 
richly  ombfllishud.  Some  are  so  made  as 
to  uiiabli;  si-verai  lamps  to  be  suspended 
or  supported,  .and  arc  fashioned  in  all 
kinds  of  fanciful  shapes,  such  as  the 
boughs  of  a  tree,  garlands  and  flowers, 
Cupids  anil  Silenuscs.  The  candelabra 
for  sin;;li;  li{,'hts  arc  all  portable,  some 
being  inguniousiy  made  on  the  principle 
of  a  modern  telescope. 

The  collection  of  ancient  glass  is  only 
less  interesting  I'lan  the  small  bronzes.    It 


the  many  ivory  "  death's  -  heads  "  which 
have  been  found  in  various  places  and 
sent  to  the  Naples  Museum.  Of  the 
glass-work  generally,  experts  have  formed 
the  highest  opinion,  although  there  is 
no  reason  to  think  that  the  Roman  and 
(ireek  artisans  had  the  advantage  of  any- 
thing like  the  tools  used  in  the  modern 
industry.  These  glass  relics  usually  exhibit 
iridescent  colours  which  arc  due  to  the 
ctTect  of  burial,  and  not  to  that  of  fire. 

It  is  ominous  that,  with  one  excc]>tion, 
alt  the  ancient  mirrors  in  the  Museum  are 


includes  plates.  cu])s.  lumliliTs.  jugs.  I.uwl>, 

of  silver  or  S'lnii'  oiln-r  while  meliil,  and 

and  wine-bottles.    The  wine-boltles  of  the 

not    .)f  glass.     The   excejition    is  a    dark 

coarser  kind  are  of  practically  the  same 

purple  piece  of  glass  let  inio  the  wall  of  a 

pattern    as    th'ise    in  which  the   cheaper 

bed-roon.   at    the    hou^e    of  Speccbiu    in 

Italian    wines   an-    si)ld  to-day.     Another 

Pompeii.     This  rircnnistanc.'  is  iW  iii..r.- 

kind  of  bottle  jm/xles  the  visitor,  unles- 

ri'markabh-    from    ihr    cniiipleti-ii.ss    »iib 

he  rcmembi-rs  that  it  was  the  cusmm  ui 

which    the      Museum     slio»s    the    Roman 

the  Rr.mans  to  use  lachrymatories  or  tear- 

lady's  loilci-iable  to  have  been  furnished. 

bottles  at  funiTals,  and  t-i  deposit  them  in 

Ivory  combs,  bronze  thimbles  and  spindles. 

tlic'   i.imlis.     Dnr  or  two  glass  vessels  of 

Ivmles   of   j.erl'ume.    pots   of   c.smetirs— 

curiou-i  shape  an-  supposed  to  be  wine- 

one  still  coniitins  a  little  rouge  1 — buttons. 

strainers,  but  it  is  not  clear  in  what  way 

hair-pins,  hair-net  of  gold  wire ;  in  fad.  the 

they  were  used  :  and  still  more  mysterious. 

brush  seems  to  be  about  the  only  important 

it  may  be  addcil.  is  the  purpose  served  by 

article  which  is  missing.     Looking  at  tl 
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things,  it  is  quite  startling  to  think  how 
closely  they  introduce  us,  relics  of  a 
remote  civilisation  though  they  are,  to  the 


sofa 


The  Roman  lady  even  had 
pin,  for  here  is  a  specimen- 
in  HiTciilaneum,  I   fancy — of 


■leemh-ccniury  boudoii 
even    had    her   safttv 


vhat  before 


The  Museum  is  e 
ancient  jeweller;-.  T 
thousand  specimens, 
of  which  the  great 
majtiriiy  belimg  li- 
the Roman  period, 
including  necklaces, 
brooches,  ear-rings, 
finger- rings,  chains, 
and  tiaras.  Emeralds 
and  garnets  a 


:eedin 


rings,    poison   and    perfume    rings.      One 
of    the    supposed    wedding-rings     is     of 
serpentine  design,  and    bears   an   anchor 
and  a  palm,  whilst  another, 
designated  as   the   token    of 
i  betrothal,  has  fashioned  upon 

<  it  the  clasped  hands  of  a  man 

and  a  noman.  Several  of 
the  rings  are  exhibited  with 
the  iinger  -  bones  of  their 
original  owners,  just  as  they 
were  disco'.'ered  by  the  ex- 
cavators. One  ring,  which 
had  a  cameo  with  a  comic 
mask,  was  worn  by  Charles 
kill,  of  Naples  from  the 
time  of  its  discover}-  in  the 
ruins  of  Pompeii  till  his  de- 
parture to  assume  the  crown 
of  Spain,  when  he  had  it 
placed  in  the  Museum. 

Some  hundre<ls  of  the  gems 

were  in  daily  use  two  thousand 

jr  so  as  seals  with  which  to 

;ss  transactions,  everj-  intaglio 

different  design.      Of  writing 

il    generally   there   is   a   well-filled 

I[  contains  pens,  ink-stands,  and 

-  tablets     as     these    things     were 

to  Cicero  and   Pliny.      The  pens 

de  of  reeds,  with  one  cxtraordinarj- 


tifv  busin 


,vith 


vhich 


they  were  mostly  set. 
a  few  having  pearls. 
There  are  some  three 
hundred  gold  ear- 
rings, most  beinjr 
large  and  heavy,  like 
those  of  baser  metal 
with  which  women  of 

the  Italian  working  class  still  adorn  them- 
selves. Of  the  hundreds  of  gold  rings,  a 
few  have  been  classified,  with  more  or  less 
probability,  as  wedding  and  engagement 


exception — a  bronze  pen,  nibbed  like  > 
modem  one,  looking,  indeed,  much  like  a 
"J,"  which  was  recently  found  in  a  newly 
excavated  house  at   Pompeii.     The   ink- 
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stands  arc  of  bronze,  one  being  decorated 
in  silver  with  the  fi),'urcs  in  reht'f  of  the 
sevin  divinities  of  the  week  —  Apollo, 
Diiii.a.  .Mars.  Mercury,  Jupiter,  Venus, 
and  Saturn,  ft  is  thought  tu  have  belonged 
to  an  astronomer  who  was  a  contemjiorary 
of  Trajan's,  .\iiother,  which  was  found 
in  a  tond).  still  contaius  a  little  ink,  a  thin 
black  liquid  which,  when  it  dries  on  paper, 
can  be  elTaced  by  a  spongf.  As  to  the 
writing -tall  lots,  there  arc  several  stone 
slabs,  but  the  wax  on  them,  in  which  the 
writing  would  be  made  with  a  stj'lus,  has 


greatly  differ  from  the  instrument  which  is 
to-day  very  jiopular  with  the  peasants 
of  South  Italj-,  There  are  also  several 
specimens  of  the  bronze  rattle — called  a 
"  sistra" — which  was  used  in  the  worship 
of  Isis. 

Only  doctors  can  be  expected  to  under- 
stand the  surgical  instruments  which 
occupy  several  cases,  although  it  is 
interesting  to  leani  that  their  discovery  at 
I'ompcii  had  the  effect  of  depriving  modem 
science  of  the  credit  of  more  than  one 
Nec<iles,  probes,  forceps,  etc.. 


disappeared.  Two  bone  slyli  are  made 
pointed  at  one  end  and  flat  al  the  other, 
which  was  doubdess  us<.-d  as  an  eraser. 

The  musical  instruments  preserved  here 
from  the  destroying  hand  of  Time,  are 
principally  the  sounding  brass  and  tinkling 
cvmbals    to    wliiili    the    Scriptures   make 


refer 


have,    therefor 


unfamiliar  look  than  the  harps  and  (lutes 
that  are  found  depicted  in  stime  of  the 
Pompiian  friscoes.  The  cymbals  are  of 
two  kinds;  there  is  a  brass  syrinx  fitted 
with  a  chain  to  enable  it  to  be  carried 
round  the  neck,  a  dulcimer  such  as  Xcro 
mav    have   plaved,  although   it    does    not 


are  said  to  resemble  closely  those  in  use 
the  present  time. 

As  the  photograph  suggests,  there  is 
large  collection  of  implements  forweighii 
and  measuring  footl  and  drink.  Several 
the  steelyards  and  scales  have  inscriplio 
which  indicate  that  they  were  stanijx'd 
true  at  the  Capitol  in  Konx'  dutini.'  tl 
reigns  of  the  Emperors  riau.liiin  ^tr 
Vespasijin.     The  m..st  in!;.-iii..ns  :(  the 

large  vessel  susi^-iided  by  a  l.Muk  at 
cliain.  It  was,  perhajis,  in  connection  ni 
this  machine  thai  the  only  piece  of  uncie 
wire-rope  ever  fouml  was  employed.      Tl 


i'f 
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weights  aic  of  broiLzp,  lead,  and  black 
basalt.  Several  of  ihe  bronze  weights  have 
their  denominations  marked  in  silver, 
whilst  one  of  the  leaden  weights  hears  on 
one  side  the  worii,   "  erne,"  and    on    the 


their  nay  the  exhibit  which  possessts, 
perhaps,  the  greatest  popular  interest 
l~he_v  uere  ail  found  at  Pompeii  jusl  as 
they  were  left  on  the  night  of  disaster  in 
70  A.u. — loaves  of  bread  taken    from  tht 


I  havi 
of  the  ( 


uvfii.  i 

nils 

■t  vanwus   kimU. 

Ih 

i  lish  a 

d  to 

vl.      J  here  are  oils  ii 

buttles 

mea 

in  a  sauti-pan. 

pel 

■iiie  in 

-1  'A\ 

ss  bottle,    and   man 

Liiii;s,  s 

nplL 

yet  wontirous   in 

di 

uh   thev 

give 

the  imagination 

P« 

d  vears 

as  It    was    lived 

POOR    AUNT    PRISCILLA. 

By   HUGH   COLEMAN   DAVIDSON, 

A$t/Aor  of  "  The  Old  Adam;'  "  Hypocrites;'  etc. 


AUNT  PRISCILLA  was  a  mysten-^to 
us  children.  Although  we  called 
her  nunt,  she  really  was  a  great-aunt,  and, 
heinv:  at  least  sixty  vears  old,  she  seemed 
to  belong  to  a  different  world  from  our- 
selves. It  was  impossible  to  imagine  her 
as  ever  having  been  young.  So  far  as  we 
could  remember,  she  had  ahvavs  looked 
j)recisely  the  same. 

She  was  tall,  thin,  and,  for  her  years, 
wonderfully  active,  very  upright  in  her 
bearing,  sitting  rigidly  erect  in  her  chair, 
and  scorning  the  assistance  of  the  straight 

<  arved  back.  For  her  height  she  had 
rather  a  small  head  ;  her  smooth  grey  hair 
peeped  out  from  beneath  a  quaint  mob-cap ; 
she  had  keen  eyes  that  missed  nothing.  Aunt 
Priscilla's  exi)ression  varied  according  to 
the  jjosition  of  her  glasses  upon  her  nose, 
which,  being  long,  gave  her  a  fairly  wide 
range.  When  she  "took  sights"  at  us 
from  the  extreme  tip,  we  knew  she  was 
better  left  alone ;  when  the  spectacles 
were  set  close  up  to  her  face,  we  could 
approach  without  fear.  But  when  they 
were  laid  aside  altogether  there  was  often 
a  dreamy  look  in  her  eyes,  and  then  she 
was  always  kindest.  At  such  times  cake 
could  be  safely  relied  upon.     And  what 

<  ake  it  was  I  In  spite  of  the  years  that 
have  passed,  I  can  remember  the  taste  of 
it  yet,  and  1  do  not  believe  that  anything 
half  so  good  is  made  now. 

Nobody  who  had  once  seen  Aunt 
Priscilla  would  be  likely  to  forget  her. 
Her    attire   was   ven*  old-fashioned,   the 

0 

<iress  being  short-waisted  and  puffed  at 
the  sleeves,  which  terminated  in  neat 
bands  of  velvet.  Upon  her  wrists  were 
long,  stiff  white  cuffs,  and  upon  her  fingers 


a  great  number  of  curious  old  rings.  As 
she  was  singularly  quick  in  noticing  the 
changes  that  went  on  around  her — quirrk 
in  commenting  upon  them,  too— we  thought 
it  strange  that  she  should  cling  to  a  style 
which  had  long  gone  out  of  date.  Her 
riding  -  habit  was  the  wonder  and 
admiration  of  the  neighbourhood,  for 
nothing  like  it  had  been  seen  for  nearly 
half  a  century.  The  skirt  was  green  in 
colour  and  of  extreme  length,  and  she  wore 
with  it  a  loose  jacket  and  a  very  broad- 
brimmed  straw  hat  with  an  ostrich-feather. 
For  Aunt  Priscilla  still  rode,  though 
only  on  Sundavs,  the  distance  to  church 
being  rather  far  for  her.  She  had  a  little 
grey  pony,  which  was  supposed  to  be  as 
old  as  herself,  and  punctually  at  the  first 
stroke  of  the  bells  for  morning  service  she 
was  assisted  into  her  saddle  and  rode 
away  down  the  hill  at  a  walk,  the  man- 
servant following  on  foot  with  her  prayer- 
book,  hymn-book,  and  the  Bible.  Whether 
it  was  uphill,  downhill,  or  on  the  flat,  she 
never  varied  the  pace — out  of  consider- 
ation, she  said,  for  her  old  four-footed 
friend.  When  the  service  came  to  an 
end,  the  pony  would  be  waiting  at  the 
church  door,  and  my  father,  bareheaded 
and  in  his  surplice,  used  to  escort  the  old 
lady  out  and  help  her  to  mount.  During 
this  ceremony  the  greater  f)art  of  the 
congregation  stood  around,  some  of  the 
school-children  perched  upon  the  tomb- 
stones to  get  a  better  view,  and  all  wearing 
an  expression  of  serious  interest.  But  as 
soon  as  Aunt  Priscilla  was  m  the  saddle 
and  fairly  on  her  way  towards  the  gate, 
eye  sought  eye,  and  a  kindly  smile  went 
round  the  circle. 
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Everj'body  was  fond  of  Aunt  Prisciila, 
in  spile  of  her  sharp  tongue.  They  liked 
her  delicious  cakes,  her  famous  anchovy 
butter,  her  mock  ginger  (made  out  of 
carrots  according  to  a  recipe  which  she- 
kept  secret),  her  orange  wine,  over  which 
ray  father  used  to  smack  his  lips  with 
great  gusto,  and,  more  than  all,  they  liked 
the  old  lady  herself.     When  any  dispute 


il/nrf/e  of  fad/d  U'i 


arose,  it  was  usually  referred  tu  her  for 
arbitration  ;  and  so  strong  was  her  scnst: 
of  justice  that  she  always  pronounced  in 
favour  of  the  younger  and  ivcakcr,  for 
which  reason  her  decisions  never  faileil 
to  give  satisfaction.  Her  influence  was 
the  more  remarkable  as  she  was  not  a 
native  of  Cronkeary.  Hi>rn  in  Liver|>oftl, 
she  had  only  removed  to  that  picturesque 
little  village  among  the  mountains  wlien 
her  girlhood  was  past.  Hui  she  had  lived 
there  ever  sincp,  an<l  had  dra«n  after  her 
other  members  of  the   family,  my  father 


becoming  the  vicar,  one  of  my  uncles  the 
doctor,  and  another  the  lawyer;  so  we- 
seemed  to  have  taken  complete  possession 
of  the  village. 

There  was  a  tradition  in  the  family  that 
Aunt  Prisciila  had  once  been  in  love,  but 
we  children  could  not  believe  it.  Not 
that  we  understood  much  about  such 
The  outward  sign,  as  exhibited 
by  our  mother,  was  a 
double  allowance  of  jam, 
a  fact  which  did  not  appear 
to  fit  the  present  case. 
Hut  one  pair  of  lovers — 
Bob,  the  grocer's  son,  and 
Hetty,  the  miller's 
daughter— had  come  within 
our  ken,  and  as  we  had 
more  than  once  seen  them 
kissing  by  the  waterfall  in 
the  glen,  we  measured 
others  by  their  standard. 
And  we  could  not  imagine 
anyone  burning  to  kiss 
Aunt  Prisciila.  For  al- 
though she  was  a  chartning- 
old  lady,  her  cheeks,  when 
she  presented  them  to  us, 
were  depressing-ly  cold  to 
the  lips. 

At  the  same  time  ve 
guessed  that  she  had  a 
secret  of  some  sort.  In 
her  little  drawing  -  room, 
among  the  quaint  old 
furniture  and  china  which 
she  dusted  herself  every 
Saturday  morning,  was  an 
.,.j_  inlaid  cabinet,  which  had 

a  peculiar  fascination  for 
us  because  it  was  always  locked.  Upon 
one  occasion,  when  Aunt  Prisciila  was 
asked  about  it,  there  came  into  her  face 
such  a  strange  expression  that  we  never 
ventured  to  allude  to  the  subject  again. 
But  the  incident  added  greatly  to  our 
curi'>sitv.  We  wove  all  manner  of  mar- 
vellous stories  around  the  cabinet,  and 
if  it  had  contained  jewels  of  fobulons 
value  we  should  not  have  been  much 
surprised.  We  often  lingered  near  it 
f^ir  liours,  hoping  to  discover  something 
about  it. 
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It  fell  to  my  lot  to  make  that  discovery. 
Something  had  happened — at  this  distance 
of  time  I  forget  what — but  I  burst  into  the 
room  very  suddenly  one  evening  and  then 
stopped,  for  there  was  the  cabinet  actually 
open,  and  Aunt  Priscilla  sitting  by  its  side 
in  the  dusk.  Upon  her  lap  lay  a  bundle 
of  faded  letters  tied  with  ribbon,  a 
miniature,  and  a  lock  of  fair  hair,  which 
had  been  neatly  folded  up  in  paper.  As 
the  cabinet  was  empty,  these  were  evidently 
the  whole  of  its  contents. 

I  confess  it  was  a  grievous  disappoint- 
ment— a  most  prosaic  ending  to  all  our 
dreams.  But  curiosity  drove  me  forward. 
I  crept  timidly  to  Aunt  Priscilla's  side  and 
gazed  at  the  miniature.  It  represented  a 
handsome  young  man  of  about  two-and- 
twenty. 

**  What  a  pretty  man,  Aunt ! "  I  ex- 
claimed.    "  Who  is  it  ?  " 

Perhaps  it  was  my  praise  that  induced 
her  to  answer — I  can  give  no  other 
reason — after  she  had  been  silent  so  long. 

**A  young  gentleman,  dear,"  she  said, 
**  who  was  very  fond  of  me." 

**  And  were  you  very  fond  of  him, 
Aunt  ?  " 

**  Yes,  very,"  she  answered,  dreamily 
stroking  the  lock  of  hair. 

**  Then  whv  didn't  you  marrv  him  ?  "  I 

*  *  * 

asked  with  the  persistent  directness  of 
childhood. 

•*  Because,  my  dear,  he  had  not 
much  money.  He  went  away  to  make 
more,  and  his  ship  was  never  heard  of 
again.  A  great  storm  came  on.  He  was 
drowned." 

I  put  my  hand  in  hers,  and  for  some 
time  we  were  silent  in  the  dusk,  the  old 
lady  swaying  gently  to  and  fro  in  her 
chair.  But  this  tragedy  of  which  I  had 
just  heard — which  had  actually  occurred 
to  a  person  I  knew — to  Aunt  Priscilla — 
moved  me  so  deeply  that  I  felt  impelled 
to  tell  it  at  once.  So  when  she  suddenly 
drew  me  towards  her  and  kissed  me  with 
unusual  warmth,  I  was  pleased  as  well  as 
surprised,  for  I  knew  she  meant  that  as 
my  dismissal. 

At  full  speed  I  ran  home,  and  getting 
my  little  sister  Meta  in  a  corner,  related 
the  story  to  her,  with  many  striking  details 


of  my  own  invention.  After  that  we  found 
a  new  charm  in  Aunt  Priscilla's  society, 
and  we  spent  many  an  hour  with  her  in  the 
vain  hope  that  she  would  tell  us  more 
about  the  handsome  young  lover  who  had 
been  drowned  at  sea.  We  were  genuinely 
sorry  for  her — as  sorry  as  if  the  disaster 
had  only  just  happened — and  we  lost  no 
opportunity  of  showing  our  sympathy.  I 
think  Aunt  Priscilla  was  not  unconscious 
of  our  feelings,  for  her  voice  often 
trembled  as  she  thanked  us  for  some  slight 
service. 

One  afternoon,  about  three  months  later, 
while  sitting  in  her  dining-room,  we 
heard  a  loud  knock  at  the  hall-door,  and 
presently  the  maid  entered  with  a  gentle- 
man's card.  Aunt  Priscilla,  in  a  leisurely 
way,  settled  her  glasses  upon  her  nose, 
looked  at  the  name  on  the  card,  and 
suddenly  turned  white.  I  thought  she  was 
going  to  faint.  But  she  was  a  hardy  old 
lady,  with  great  strength  of  will,  and  she 
recovered  a  little. 

"  It  must  be  some  other,"  she  said  in  a 
dazed  way.  And  then  her  voice  became 
almost  shrill  as  she  added  :  **  Where  is 
this  Mr.  Bonnor  ?  You  have  not  left  him 
standing 'In  the  hall!  Show  him  into  the 
drawing-room  at  once." 

For  some  time  she  lay  back  in  her 
chair,  with  her  eyes  closed.  Only  the 
twitching  of  her  lips  showed  that  she  was 
not  asleep.  At  length  she  rose,  and, 
walking  very  feebly,  followed  the  visitor 
into  the  drawing-room. 

**  Tom,"  whispered  Meta,  with  a  finger 
laid  on  the  tip  of  her  little  snub  nose,  **  do 
you  know  what  I  think  ?  That  it 's  Aunt 
Priscilla's  handsome  young  lover  come 
back,  just  like  in  a  fairy-tale.  He  wasn't 
drownded  after  all." 

*'  Shut  up,"  I  said  with  contempt. 

For  Meta,  being  a  girl,  was  always 
jumping  at  conclusions,  often,  provokingly 
enough,  at  the  very  ones  which  I  after- 
wards reached  by  long  and  careful  reason- 
ing. In  my  heart  I  believed  she  was 
right  now,  and  I  was  annoyed  at  being 
anticipated. 

As  we  listened,  we  heard  a  loud,  coarse 
voice,  and  occasionally  a  perfect  bellow  of 
laughter,  which  somehow  jarred  upon  our 
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feelings.  It  certainly  was  not  wliat  we  had 
expected,  yet  these  Were  the  only  sounds 
that  reached  us.  After  an  hour  or  more, 
Mr.  Bonnor  went  away,  and  we  crept  to 
the  window  to  see  him  pass.  To  our 
amazement,  we  beheld  a  great  fat  man 
with  a  red  face,  a  shaggy  grey  beard,  and 
an  extremely  unpleasant  expression.  There 
was  something  about  the  man  which  made 


He  did  not  appear  , 


a  gtntlemi 


I  s  instinctively  dislike  him.  He  did  not 
appear  to  be  even  a  gentleman. 

Here  was  a  new  mysterj-.  To  add  to 
our  bewilderment,  when  Aunt  Priscilla 
returned  to  the  dining-room,  she  was 
crying. 

"  Aunt,"  said  Meta,  "  was  that  the 
gentleman  you  were  once  so  fond  of?  " 

"  No,  no,  child,"  replied  Aunt  Priscilla 
sharply.  "When  will  you  learn  to  hold 
jour  tongue  ?  " 


That  was  certainly  an  astonishing  state- 
ment for  Aunt  Priscilla  to  make.    For  she 
could  never  tolerate  anything  approaching 
a  lie,  and  yet,  as  we  learned  very  soon,  it 
really  was  the  Mr.  fionnor  whom  she  had 
known  in  the  past  and  whom  for  forty 
years  she  had    supposed    to   have  been 
drowned.     He  had  escaped  in  a  boat,  with 
a  few  others ;  they  had  landed  at  some 
spot  which  was  not  then   in 
touch  with  the  civilised  world ; 
"1  many   months   elapsed    before 

I  they  could  get  away,  and  many 

months  more  before  he  was 
able  to  write  home  ;  even  then 
none  of  his  letters  ever  reached 
Aunt  Priscilla,  probably  because 
in  her  disyess  she  had  cut  her- 
self adrift  from  all  her  former 
friends,  and  after  travelling 
abroad  for  some  years,  had 
settled  down  in  the  out-of-the- 
way  village,  Cronkeary.  It 
appeared  that  Mr.  Bonnor  had 
taken  some  trouble  to  find 
her,  and  now  that  he  had  come 
back  to  her  from  the  dead, 
she  should  surely  have  been 
happy. 

Yet,  greatly  to  our  perplexity, 
she  wore  an  expression  of  in- 
tense suffering.  She  seemed 
to  have  aged  wonderfully  in  a 
few  da)s ;  she  had  lost  her 
erectness  of  bearing  and  her 
brightness  of  eye ;  she  ivent 
about  like  one  who  mourns 
a  husband.  In  Mr.  Bonnor's 
presence  she  always  looked 
thoroughly  miserable,  and  at 
some  of  his  jests,  which 
brought  a  frown  into  my 
father's  face,  she  winced  as  though  a  knife 
had  gone  through  her. 

We  were  all  glad  when  he  left,  for  none 
of  us  liked  him.  My  father  in  particular 
spoke  of  him  as  a  most  objectionable  old 
man.  Still,  wc  could  not  understand  Aunt 
Priscilla,  if  she  had  really  been  as  fond  of 
him  as  she  had  pretended  to  be.  She 
never  asked  him  to  come  and  see  her 
again,  and  when  he  had  gone  she  looked 
a  little  stronger  than  she   had   done  for 
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some  time.  But  !  do  not  think  she  ever 
smiled  again. 

Something  seemed  to  have  been  torn 
out  of  her  life  —  something  which  had 
given  her  the  power  lo  endure  and  the 
courage  lo  go  forward.  A  shadow, 
gradually  deepening,  settled  upon  her  as 
it  does  upon  the  waning  day  when  the 
sun  is  gone.  It  was  in  church  that  the 
change  in  the  old  lady  was  most  apparent. 
During  the  service  her  face  used  often  to 
glow  as  if  it  were  illuminated  by  some 
light  to  which  she  was  drawing  near,  and 
at  such  times  her  eyes  were  filled  with  a 
dreamy  dehght.  All  this  was  gone  now. 
Aunt  Priscilla  prayed  as  earnestly  as  before, 
but  with  a  sombre  expression  which  seldom 
varied.  I  can  imagine  that  the  old 
Calvinists  prayed  so,  intent  only  on 
escaping  the  wrath  of  'God,  and  not 
daring  to  hope  for  any  real  happiness 
hereafter. 

About  that  lime,  I   remember,  a  baby 


sister  arrived  at  the  Vicarage,  but  stayed 
only  a  few  weeks.  Mother  cried  over  her 
death  more  than  I  had  ever  seen  her  cry 
before.  Upon  the  morning  after  the 
funeral  she  was  sitting  by  the  fireside 
weeping  silently,  when  Aunt  Priscilla 
entered  the  room. 

"Crying  again,  Marj-!"  said  the  old 
lady  impatiently ;  "  over  the  best  thing 
that  could  >have  happened  to  you  !  I 
have  no  patience  with  you  1  You  hope 
to  meet  some  children  in  Heaven,  don't 
you  ?  How  can  you  do  that  if  Ihej'  don't 
die  young .' " 

"But  my  poor  wee  mite,"  sobbed 
mother. 

"Yes;  and  now  she  will  be  your  wee 
mite  always.  How  would  you  like  her  to 
be  changed  into  a  great  liulking,  sinful 
woman  ?  " 

When  she  left,  mother  looked  after 
her  and  said  softly :  "  Poor  Aunt 
Priscilla !  " 
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By  HELEN  C  GORDON. 


N' 


'1'  very  lonjt  ajfo  llio  attention  of  doiiht  that   immense   progress  has   taken 

tin-  !,'i'iKTai  imlilie  was  ably  drawn  jilace    in    "  tliis   hrapfpirt    and   conci-ited 

Wailaee   ti>  llit-  uri-'^t    invciiiinns  century  "  in  almost  ail  branches  of  scieni-c, 

■icoveries    which    have    been   made  both  theoretical    and    practical,  and    that 


during;  the  last  hundred  years,  and  though     miieh    skill    and    incei 


rapidly  drawing 
clii.si-  must  he  marked  by  failure  as  well, 
such  mistakes  as  have  most  naturally 
occurrtti  have  been  more  than  counter- 
balanced bv  success.     There  can  be  no 


inced  in  many  individual  inst, 
demanded  prompt  vigurous  nn' 
those  specialists  called  upcn  i 
certain  bold  and  hazardous  i 
sea  and  land. 


r.s   by 
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The  H hiAv  or  jianial  jinse nation  of  a  largest  cargo- steamers  afloat,  of  "J 1 7  tors 

shipuTeckcil  vessel  by  the  readiness  and  gross  register,  and  had  on  Itoartl  a  crew  uf 

di-xu-rity  of  marine  engineer  experts  rarely  thirty   men    and  one  passenger.      It    was 

calls  forth  much  notice  outsiJe  of  shipping  not   destined,   however,    that    she    Srhoulii 

ciri  Us.  thrnrtrh   the  value  of  the  jimpprty  proivcil  far  on  her  voyage,  for  durinj;  llie 


g^^'^*^--^^^ 

_    '^^"^^^^^K^^-  .^M^^—  ^^^^^^^B 

E^?e     ^-*-JW 

p^—  -,-  "^'^^^Bm9^B9 

'**-'■  ^'_'^'**?flfc,     """-^^   - 

_T^'-'  '.:..      -^^^ttF^^BBm^ 

hiTrhy  r.-=ciiL'.i  li.r  ilir  imn.T.  Iroq 

iriiilv       rarlv  liuurs  uf  the  foll<Jwin>,'  dav  a  dense 

iniimnt>   i<>   souil-  llionsiiihls  ol   ]» 

uuU.      i..-/ ,-i^Mm>wh-d    hpr  as   she  was    making 

.irt    a    salva-.-    ojirnitioii    sn[»Tirii 

■Thli'-i      IiiT  way  ;ilnti.i;  tin-  Sr.iltish  ci.ast.      About 

.V    Captain     Itatrh.-lnr,    ..f    iJir 

.iMT-      uvriHv    niilr-    ni.rth    of    AlH-rdi-en,    noar 

M„,l  Salvai;.-  .\-.>.»-;aii<.n.  li;i>  iin.ii- 

■il  all       Hii.  hail    Ness,  an-   sonu?    dangerous    and 

uiiii-iial    amiiiiMi    t-f    iiiicri'^i    in  a!l 

|i;iri-      inii.li-ar.'a.K'.l  ro.ks  known  as  tin-  fruden 

.f  th.-  .■.uiiiiry.  arul  may  w,ll  I-  . 

iii>i>'<l      Si-ars.  ariil  mi  l<i  thi'se,  curtained   as  tln-r 

as   .ini-   c.r  tljr    iiiM-i    Ll.iri?i,Lrlv    ^u.-. 

—111!      \v,rr    .■Tilir.'ly    from     sight     hy     Xaturc's 

ill   !:i       \a|"iMii-      j'all.      the      .Vi7uiiut,r.       wliich 

!iis.-l»nh.    nii-rrTiinrkal.l.'j.i.'iv.t' 

-liil-      Ha-    ,u'"iiii;    at    full    siH-e«l.   ran    agTouii. 

Mirprv"    lia.    Wm    .  i.rri.J    <ml    . 

1    th<-      «iih    l.Trili.-    f.ir.-.-.     Owing  to    tlu-    fact 

y,/:.,„d,  .  alarp-  .  ;.nl.---i<;iiruT  U 

liiii.L'-      iliai     -\i<-    Ha-    ilrauinK    10  ft.    of     watvr 

n-t..Mr-r>.  KMi-r.  i  t.u.|M.T,  an.H 

■u-.'if      fnrwar.l    aii.l     io  ft.    aft,    tln'    vessel     «a> 

.iv.r;..".|.   ohiJi    sail.-,l    In  mi    N.  av 

-.i-iU-      straii.lfJ   ill  :in  iticlinv.I  position  with  her 

iii-l  vm- Mil  Srpi.  i:.  iN.jS.I.Mmul  (; 

Ni«       Irnnr  iiiil  in  d'tp  «ater;  and  the  violenn- 

h\r:,n<  in  »,ii.-r  halla-i.     <h,-  «as 

1  v.T>       •>(  th.'  impact  MTVid  to  wedge  herfirmly  in 

ill,     -hip.    alm..M    T..M.    auJ    <.n,:    . 

t   till'      lii't«i-iii  thi-  n-i-f-  nrarly  uji  to  the  midshin 
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section.  A  huge  mass  of  rock  had  crashed 
its  «ay  through  ihc  bottom  of  the  ship 
and  stood  S  ft.  high  in  the  main  hold,  and 
ovrr  80  ft.  of  the  forward  end  was  cruelly 
IiiiTied  and  ripped  open  liy  the  jagped 
boulders  on  which  slic  was  impaleti. 
Directly  she  settled,  the  chief  engineer, 
with  admirablt'  i>resenci'  of  mind,  gave 
ordrrs  thai  ihf  watertight  cast-iron  door 
of  the  sii-cl  protection  known  as  the  stoke- 
hold bulkhi-ad  should  imme<iiatc!y  he 
cliiscd.  This  |)romptitude  and  forethought, 
no  diiubi,  contributed  materially  to  the 
sidv.i;,'!'  of  ihi-  after  pan  of  ihi-  vessel,  which 
wii-  ihii-i  krpt  comparatively  dry — at  all 
cvi^nts.  during  llie  earlier  stages  of  ibi- 
op.Talion  tu  wliiib  shi'  was  to  bu  subjocleil. 


their  appearance  at  the  scene  of  the 
disaster.  The  Milwaukee  presented  a  most 
deplorable  spectacle,  and  after  a  careful 
inspection  of  the  damage,  the  three  experts 
came  to  the  unanimous  conclusion  that 
there  was  but  faint  hope  of  saving  the 
ship,  which  from  her  stem  to  the  stoke- 
hold bulkhead  was  a  complete  wreck. 

At  the  time  of  the  occurrence  Captain 
Katchelor  was  at  Newcastle  busily 
engaged  upon  the  repairs  of  the  Knight 
Errant,  a  vessel  which  had  gone  ashore 
at  Newbiggin  in  the  previous  week,  and 
which  he  had  been  able  to  lloat  within 
iwentv-four  hours  from  the  time  that 
her  salvage  was  taken  in  hand.  He  was 
already  well   known  to  be  exlremelv  -.kilful 


A-s]K-edilv.-isexpr.-^s  train-^couldbear  and  .xiMditi.m-.  t...i  ,>ril>    ; 

tlL.-tn   north.  Captain   W.  I'onuTov.  of  the  but   al>..    I.v    f..rei-Ti    .m.i 

l.iveriK,..il  i^alvage  As^.Hiation.  .\ir.  I.aing.  nwn.-rs  ;    au,l    ha.l    but   rrc 

ot"  the    I.omlon   .\ssociation,  and  Captain  fmm    Australia,    where  he 

Kvans,    on    behalf  of  the   owners,    made  means  nf  saving  much  vain 
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He  had  also  supcnbcd  ihir  salvage  of  a 
transjion  which  liml  straiiik-il  on  the  coast 
of  China,  and  in  l-^n  days  successfully 
accomjjlished  a  pit-ci-  of  uurlc  with  which 
the  Fr<'tK-h  salvors  liad  l»:cii  vainly 
struf-'Kliiiff  f'^r  four  numths.  It  was 
decided  tu  summon  this  far-famed  Liver- 
pool su]jerimendent  to  the  relief  of  the 
Jlfi/u;nit„,  and  on  Sept.  20  hir  arri\ed 
at      I'ort     Krrol.      Ai     first     it      seemed 


Captain  Batchclor  to  board  the  ship 
wrecked  vessel.  He  first  madt'  a  thorouci 
investigation  above  water,  and  tht^n  ii 
(liver's  garb  descended  to  the  bottom  <-■ 
the  ship,  where  by  careful  examinatio: 
he  personally  satisfied  himself  that  thi 
fore  part,  for  a  length  of  160  ft.,  ws 
injured  beyond  all  possibiliiv  of  ri'pair 
J'he  after  end,  which  contained  ih- 
engines   and    boilers,    however,    was    y.:. 


liad    at 

ine     lime     lu'iii    a     inan-of- 

war.     and 

is    a     powerful    steamer    he- 

longing   I 
hei-n  desi 

1    the  association,    had  already 
Itched,   furnished   with   all    the 

nrid  piiniiJ 

apjiliancci.    diving    apparatus, 

:  and  fortunatelv  onlv  one  dav 

t-lai'^ed     1 

[■lore    a    tiuieier    sea    enabled 

p.  rt. .  ily  iuKict,  and  after  due  deljberat-.^n 
it  Ha.  d.'cide.!  to  make  a  Kroat  .-ir.-rt 
111  liiiide  till-  vessel  by  means  of  t-xplo-ivi't 
some  50  ft.  forward  of  the  stokeh.-Id 
bnlkhead  :  and,  if  possible,  restore  to  the 
owners  iwo-ihirds  of  the  Mihvtiukft,  whiih 
ponioii  alone  was  valued  at  ^40,000. 

It  is  dilficuh  for  a  landsman  to  realise 
In  its  full  eitent  the  boldnes.s  of  sueh  a 
proposal,  and  the  many  difficulties  and 
danjrers  which  beset  the  plucky  licilr 
band,  who,  with  .some  local  assistance  in 
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tfie  blasting,  set  to  work  promptly  to 
execute  their  daring  scheme.  An  aaxious 
outlook  was  maintained  for  anjr  signs  of 
foul  weather,  for  a  turbulent  sea,  by 
wrecking  the  hull,  would  alone  have 
sufficed  to  frustrate  the  whole  under- 
taking. During  the  week  which  ensued 
no  less  than  17,000  lb.  of  dynamite  was 
expended  in  the  division  of  the  Milwaukee, 
in  some  fifty  or  sixty  separate  chaises. 
These  varied  in  length  from  8  ft.  to  10  ft., 
and  were  shaped  like  a  sausage,  their 
weight  being  regulated  in  accordance  with 
the  part  to  be  broken,  and  as  much 
as  140  lb.  utilised  in  one  particular 
instance.  The  powerful  explosive  acts 
in   a  downward  direction,    and   is   most 


without  some  personal  risk,  and  the  asso- 
ciation's diver,  Rowlands,  very  nearly  lost 
his  life  whilst  busily  engaged  in  making 
his  investigations.  Some  stanchions  un- 
expectedly giving  way,  he  became  jammed 
in  between  broken  ^Itng  plates ;  and,  all 
encumbered  as  he  was  by  his  heavy 
diving  -  gear,  the  greatest  anxiety  was 
entertained  by  his  fellow  -  workers  for 
his  safety.  Two  divers  were  at  once 
sent  to  his  assistance,  but  before  they 
could  reach  him  he  had  cleverly  con- 
trived to  free  himself  from  his  unpleasant 
position,  and  fortunately  was  none  the 
worse  for  this  untimely  incident. 

The  separation  of  the  ship  began  with 
the  blasting  of  the  tank  tops,  which  were 


efficacious  where  it  meets  with  tho 
greatest  resititance ;  consequently,  damaged 
plates  which  had  become  unrivetted  were 
far  more  troublesome  to  sever  than  those 
that  were  fast  and  which  were  cut  through 
as  cleanly  as  possible  without  any  ap- 
preciable difficulty.  The  charges  were 
placed  in  position  one  at  a  time  by  a  diver, 
who  then  immediately  rose  to  the  surface 
of  the  water  beyond  reach  of  the  havoc 
caused  by  the  explosion,  which  generally 
covered  an  area  of  from  4  ft.  to  6  ft.  The 
length  of  time  occupied  in  each  operation 
averaged  an  hoar,  the  principal  partici- 
pator descending  again  after  the  discharge 
to  ascertain  reaolts.  It  may  easily  be 
nnderAood  that  this  was  not  accomplished 

No.  aoi.  -July  tgoo 


successfully  blown  off ;  and  next  followed 
the  disruption  of  the  perpendicular  staj's, 
technically  called  intercosials,  which  run 
longitudinally  within  the  tanks  to  support 
and  strengthen  them.  Eighteen  feet  above 
the  reservoirs  was  the  lower  deck,  liiit 
prior  to  its  removal  both  sides  of  the 
vessel  were  broken  away  to  the  water's 
edge.  The  upper  and  main  decks  were 
arrived  at  in  due  course  of  time  by  a 
similar  method,  and  each  severed  in  its 
turn.  Finally  the  operators  turned  their 
attention  to  the  bottom  of  the  ship,  and 
with  its  disintegration  the  first  part  of  the 
salvor's  gigantic  task  was  brought  to  a 
satisfactory  conclusion. 
Still  there  remained  much  to  be  done 
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before  the  rescue  of  the  after  part  was 
really  accomplished,  for  its  hindmost 
portion,  under  the  engine-room,  was  held 
in  the  firm  grip  of  the  Cruden  Scars,  and 
to  get  it  off  the  points  and  float  the  salved 
end  was  no  light  undertaking      Two  local 


perch,  until  she  finally  rested  in  safe^ 
"  where  the  broad  ocean  leans  againc 
the  land."  Then  in  the  hour  d 
victory,  just  as  the  laborious  toil  oi 
the  past  week  was  apparently  crowneij 
with  success,  there  befell  the  worst  mishap 


tugs  had  already  iK^cn  ppss.d  inio  M-rvi.i- 
li)  assist  the  /i.inf;(r,  attd  all  ihn-*.'  wi-ri' 
made  fast  to  the  slern.  Uam  each  (juartir 
of  which  an  andmr  was  carri.'d  out.  Th.n 
by  dint  of  many  a  lung  pull  ;itid  a  Mrorig 
pull,  first  in  cine  direction  and  then  in 
another,  verv,  very  gradually  and  slowlv 
the  sound  half  of  the  Mii-.,;iuh;  l.vgan 
to     glide     from     her     dangerous     rocky 


ra]n:itn  Hatchclor  had  ever  experienced  it 
the  course  uf  a  salvage  operation.  The 
good  casl-iron  door  of  the  stokehold  buik- 
hcad,  which  had  been  shored  up  for  better 
protection,  and  which  had  so  bravely  helJ 
its  own  for  se\en  long  days  against  the 
invading  flood,  yielded  at  last  to  the  pef 
sisteut  pressure  from  without.  The  iraiei 
poured  into  the  engine-room,  which  wts 
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filled  with  mushy  coal,  and  the  divers  were 
hastily  summoned  to  do  battle  with  this 
new  difficulty.  A  temporarj'  watertight 
case,  called  a  coffer-dam,  was  erected  to 
keep  back  the  water,  but  it  took  three 
days  and  nights  before  the  door  could  be 
replaced  in  position,  so  hampered  were 
the  workers  by  the  saturated  masses  of 
coal-dust,  into  which  they  had  to  dig 
as  if  into  a  sandbank.  Eventually  the 
pumps  were  set  going  and  the  engine- 
room  cleared  ;  and  on  Oct.  i  the 
stem  of  the  Mihvaukee  was  triumphantly 
taken  in  tow  by  the  Ranger  and  the  two 
local  tugs,  and  thus  escorted,  started 
en  route  for  Newcastle.  The  greatest 
excitement  prevailed  on  Tyneside  when 
the  salved  end  of  the  vessel  was  lodged  in 
the  pontoon  dock  at  Wallsend  on  Tuesday, 


Oct,  +,  just  nineteen  days  after  she  had 
set  sail  on  her  luckless  voyage  to  America. 
Her  total  value  had  then  been  estimated 
3t  .^75,000,  and  of  this  more  than  half  had 
been  rescued  from  what  seemed  irretrievable 
destruction  by  one  of  the  most  wonderful 
salvage  feats  on  record.  It  's  satisfactory 
also  to  learn,  when  the  air  resounds  with 
complaints  of  shoddy  workmanship,  that 
this  cargo-vessel  was  so  well  built  that 
her  stern  has  stood  the  tremendous  strain 
brought  to  bear  upon  it  without  material 
injury,  and  that  the  Milwaukee,  fitted  with 
her  new  bow,  will  be  not  one  whit  the 
worse  for  her  disaster,  and  as  capable  of 
taking  many  another  vojage — with,  let  it 
be  hoped,  better  fortune  in  future — as  if 
she  had  never  been  impaled  on  the  cruel 
reefs  off  the  coast  of  Aberdeen. 


THE  PITY  OF  JOHN  WYES. 

By  GEORGE  GAMBLE. 

A»/itr  of  "  A  Fan-aga  of  Folli:"  ■■  The  Utiinimin,"  etc. 


JOHN  WYES  earned  his  bread  and  an 
occasional  bite  of  cheese  by  working 
on  a  farm  near  his  native  village  in 
Suffolk.  He  was  a  fair,  moon-faced  man, 
about  thirty-three  j'ears  old,  and  some  sixty- 
eight  inches  high.  His  back  was  slightly 
bent,  and  his  legs  were  slightly  bowed.  And 


because  his  life  had  been  mostly  passed 
in  driving  plough-blades  through  stubborn 
earth,  and  in  shouldering  wagon-wheels 
from  out  road-ruts,  he  was  possessed  of" 
great  strength. 

That  strength,  however,  John  Wyes  rarely 
intruded.  He  was  silent,  stolid,  unassum- 
ing ;  not  much  given  to  noticing 
things ;  being,  indeed,  somewhat 
fat-witted.  But  the  cry  of  a  child 
in  distress  hurt  him  ;  and  to  see 
an  animal  wantonly  beaten  made 
him  dangerous.  Having  once 
detected  a  jolly  wagoner  playfully 
tickling  the  ribs  of  a  horse  with  the 
prongs  of  a  pitchfork,  he  had 
engaged  that  jolly  wagoner  in  fair 
fight  and  broken  his  lower  jaw. 

John's  parents  had  died  while  he 
was  a  child  ;  since  when  his  way 
of  life  had  been  lonesome.  In 
the  days  of  his  youth  he  had  loved 
a  woman ;  but,  being  an  inar- 
ticulate man.  he  was  unable  to  tell 
her  so.  She,  not  knowing  the 
concealed  passion  of  this  masculine 
Viola,  married  somebody  else. 
Whereupon  the  man  of  all  deeds- 
and  no  words  became  still  more 
silent,  and  continued  to  indulge  in 
his  pcculiarhabit  of  protecting  the 
helpless. 

Now,  though  John's  desires  were 
few,  he  had  one  that  greatly 
troubled  him.  He  wanted  to  see 
London.  This,  through  listening 
to  marvellous  tales  told  by  the 
landlord  of  the  village  inn,  who, 
having  once  lived  in  the  little 
hamlet  mentioned  for  two  whole 
days,  was,  of  course,  thoroughly 
acquainted    with    it,    and     was,. 
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moreover,  fully  prepared  to  make  others  the 
same.  Upon  hearing  these  talei  John  began 
to  save.  When,  after  much  of  the  heart- 
sickness  that  comes  of  hope  deferred,  he 
hail  scraped  together  about  seven  pounds, 
he  communed  with  the  know-all  - and- 
kno IV -nothing'  landlord,  who,  with  damn- 
able iteration,  gave  him  many  directions. 
And  Johnused  some 
of  the  one  and 
followed  some  of 
the  other  with  such 
cunning  that  it  came 
to  pass  upon  a  day 
that  he  stood  out- 
side the  gates  of 
Liverpool  Street 
Station,  holding  a 
corpulent  carpel- 
bag,  and  gazing 
open-mouthed  at 
the  shops  and  the 
people. 

AfHT  much  hesi- 
tation he  waded 
cautiously  into  the 
flowing  tide  of 
humanity,  and  was 
carried  up  Broad 
Street,  past  the 
Bank,  across  to  the 
Poultry,  along 
Cheapsidc,  half 
round  St.  Paul's 
Churchyard,  and  out 
on  to  Ludgate  Hill. 

He  did  not  get 
thus  far  without 
trouble.  Becoming 
flurried  among  the 
swirling  waters  of  Mansion  House  crossing, 
he  sank  in  front  of  an  on-coming  gondola, 
an<l  but  that  a  phlegmatic  policeman,  who 
took  such  things  as  being  all  in  the  day's 
work,  plunged  in  and  drew  him  to  the  kerb- 
stone, he  would  have  perished.  Later,  he 
was  met  by  a  young  gentleman — smooth  of 
&ceandoftongue— who,  having  humorously 
misinformed  him  about  the  names  of  the 
adjacent  buildings,  rewarded  himself  with 
a  shilling  and  a  sovereign.  And  this,  not- 
withstanding that  John's  friend  the  land- 
lord had  cautioned  him  u  to  every  third 
person  in  London  being  n  pic^tocket. 


3+' 

But  it  was  a  wonderful  place — a  mar- 
vellous jumble  of  heaven  and  hell  I  Noise, 
shops,  horses,  people !  People,  horses, 
shops,  noise !  Then,  more  noise ;  more 
shops  ;  more  horses ;  more  people  !  Then 
more  people  ;  more  horses ;  more  shops  ; 
more  noise  1  Great  God  1  Did  the  place 
never  grow  quiet ;  did  it  never  grow  still  ? 


^  police 


n  plunged  in  and  dresi  hi 


tht  ktrhitone. 


Strange  to  say,  nobody  but  the  one 
policeman  and  the  one  pickpocket  took 
even  a  passing  interest  in  John  Wyes  ;  that 
is,  excepting  those  who  had  something  to 
sell ;  and  their  pleasure  at  seeing  him  was 
without  alloy.  One  man  had  just  found  a 
gold  locket  and  chain  :  would  let  it  go  for 
nothing  and  a  five-shilling  piece.  Another 
had  a  meerschaum  pipe — "  Well,  not  real 
meerschaum,  only  meerschaum  dust,  a  new 
patent" — that  was  why  he  could  (and  did) 
sell  it  BO  cheaply.  Yet  another  sold  him  a 
leather  purse  made  of  beautiful  stampi 
paper,  and  containing  three  nice 
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florins,  the  which,  when  examined  later  by 
their  new  owner,  had  cleverly  transformed 
themselves  into  three  nice  copper  pennies. 

The  ladies  that  had  something  to  sell 
were  excessively  attentive.  One — gaily 
dressed  and  prettily  complexioned—offered 
to  take  him  home  and  give  him  a  cup  of  tea. 
Another,  standing  at  the  foot  of  Peel's 
statue,  kindly  pinned  a  penny  flower  to 
his  coat  and  charged  him  only  a  shilling. 

He  saw  thousands  of  men  and  women, 
of  course,  but  no  children — no  "  God's 
lambs,"  as  he  called  them.  Certainly  he 
saw  some  queer-looking  beings  about  the 
size  of  boys,  only  they  sold  matches  and 
newspapers,  and  possessed  the  faces  of 
men.  Suddenly  one  of  them  darted  for- 
ward, and  snatching  up  a  muddied  orange 
that  had  been  discarded  by  a  street  fruit- 
seller,  greedily  devoured  it.  For  a  moment 
John  almost  thought  that  perhaps  the  man- 
boy  was  hungry — famishingly  hungr)*.  But 
he  broadly  smiled  as  he  remembered  how 
impossible  was  such  a  thing  in  great  and 
wealthy  London. 

While  going  down  Ludgate  Hill  (firmly 
clutching  his  carpet-bag,  and  rounding 
the  corners  of  his  frame  by  frequent 
collisions),  he  decided  to  pause  and  look 
at  things.  In  doing  so,  he  noticed  what 
till  then  had  escaped  him — that  a  slight 
drizzle  was  falling.  Also  he  noticed  that 
the  slope  of  the  hill  was  greasy  with 
mud,  and  that  the  horses  drawing  the 
passing  vehicles  struggled  and  slid 
and  spread  till  they  drippingly  sweated 
from  fear  and  exhaustion.  This  set  him 
thinking  of  how  useful  a  barrow-load  of 
sand  would  be  ;  and  so  full  of  the  thought 
did  he  become  that  a  portion  of  it  over- 
flowed into  the  ear  of  a  man  standing  by. 
Whereupon  the  man  told  him  that  fifty 
thousand  pounds  were  spent  in  London 
ever}'  year  for  road-sand,  but  that  the 
contractors  and  workmen  took  it  home 
to  put  in  their  bird-cages.  Then  did 
John  greatly  man'el,  and  prepare  himself 
for  anything  but  what  he  actually  saw  next. 

As  he  watched  there  came  from  round 
the  left-hand  comer,  and  passed  under 
the  bridge,  a  large  covered  van.  It  was 
filled  with  household  furniture,  and  painted 
on  the  tarpaulin  were  the  words,  '*  Goods 
Removed  in  Town  or  Country."     Now, 


the  horse  that  drew  the  van  was  over-^ 
worked  and  underfed,  and  showed  it.  But» 
if  thin  of  body,  it  was  stout  of  heart ;  and 
while  trying  to  drag  its  weighty  load  up  the 
greasy  unsanded  slope,  struggled  bravely. 

Though  it  struggled  ever  so  bravely,, 
struggled  till  its  bones  appeared  starting 
through  its  skin — it  failed. 

Whereupon  the  driver  came  to  its  assist* 
auce.  His  methods,  though  peculiar,  were 
not  uncommon.  Leaving  the  "  dicky  " — 
for  his  own  sake — and  running  to  the  head 
of  his  panting  horse,  he  endeavoured  to- 
cheer  it  on  with  oath  and  shriek  and  curse. 
Finding  these  ungentle  persuasives  of  no 
avail,  and  being  a  determined  kind  of 
man,  he  cut  it  savagely  between  the  ears 
with  the  lash  of  his  whip.  Then  with  the 
handle  (nicely  bound  in  brass)  he  beat  it 
about  the  forelegs — beat  it  so  that  it 
trembled  with  pain.  This  he  followed  up- 
by  prodding  at  its  mouth  till  the  blood  ran. 
After  which — as  a  sort  of  counter-irritant 
and  by  way  of  variety — he  kicked  it  ^i  the 
stomach. 

The  effect  was  agonising  even  to  look 
upon.  Sweat  oozed  from  every  pore  of  the 
suffering  animal ;  its  breath  came  heavily ; 
it  shuddered  like  a  conscious  human  being 
under  the  surgeon's  knife. 

For  two  minutes  only  did  this  exhibition 
of  man's  worst  passion  last.  During  that 
brief  space,  however,  something  snapped 
in  John's  chest,  and  something  rose  into 
his  throat ;  his  blood  boiled  and  his 
muscles  twitched  as  when,  long  ago,  he 
had  broken  that  jolly  wagoner's  lower  jaw. 
But  he  made  no  outcry.  And,  although 
he  forgot  the  time  and  the  place,  and 
remembered  only  the  beaten  horse,  he 
confronted  the  man  that  had  done  the 
thing  steadily  and  without  bluster. 

Now,  the  man  in  question  was  over  six 
feet  high,  and  big  in  proportion,  possess- 
ing among  other  such  natural  advantages 
a  fist  like  a  shoulder  of  mutton.  Also,  he 
had  a  brutish  head ;  low  and  narrow 
between  the  temples ;  high  and  wide 
between  the  ears.  In  short,  he  was  a  man 
to  be  avoided  anywhere,  anytime — a  maa 
who,  on  occasions,  would  provoke  his  own. 
dog  to  bite  him. 

"That  bean't  t'   way  to  git  'im  up— 
sure/v,"  said  John  quietly. 


THE   PITY  OF  JOHN   WYES. 


34J 


He  of  the  brutish  head  turned,  and,  in 
a  voice  hoarse  with  passion,  commanded 
the  countryman  to  go— elsewhere.  Follow- 
ing which,  he  carefully  administered 
another  kick  to  hi.s  striving  servant. 


"  Ev'ry  time  yow  hit  'i 
an'  I  tell  'ce  it  'urts. 
Doan'l  yow  du  it  no 
more — there 's  a  good 
feller." 

"  Can't  I  do  wot  1 

"Not   while   I    can 


the  word  to  advance ;  and  who,  when 
they  received  it,  became  a  personifi- 
cation of  the  unstoppable.  Consequently, 
John  Wyes  put  his  bag  on  the  ground  and 
stolidly  waited  to  be  roused  into  activitj'. 
ow  hit  me —  This   he    speedily   was,    by  the   brutal 


■'D' 


think 


can  ? " 

"Praps  not,  but  I'll 
try  I " 

"Try,"  said  the 
tlrivercontcmptuousli-. 
•Try!"       Then, 


a  I  II 


s  t     gc 


natiiredly,  "  W'h)-,  as 
sure  as  me  name 's 
Joe  liurke,  I  could 
take  yer  be  the  "end 
an'  the  'eels  an'  tear 
yer  in  arf." 

'  That  'd  make  tew 
ter  one,"  said  John 
slowlv;  "which  wudn't 
be  fair." 

The  next  moment 
a  passing  cabman, 
observing  prospects  of 
fun,  left  off  passing, 
and  shouted,  "  Now- 
then,  Hayseed,  go 
home  and  count  your 
sheep." 

Whereat  t  h  <■ 
crowd  —  Hhich,  of 
course,  had  gathered 
instantly    in    such     a  i 

place— roared  heartily, 
antl  remained  to  watch  Hayseed  torn  in 
half,  as  the  driver  had  promised. 
>  Now,  John  Wyes  fought  in  a  fashion 
peculiarto  his  kind — "Slow  to  begin  and 
never  ending" — after  the  manner  of  the 
men  who,  one  rainy  Sunday,  stood  in  the 
shot-showered  squares  on  the  rye-fields  of 
Waterloo  —  stood  shoulder  to  shoulder, 
from  noon  till  nightfall,  steadfastly  awaiting 


Mr.    IJurkc — from     mere     bravado — again 
kicking  his  unfortunate  horse. 


"  Ut 


1  he! 


'•  Shan't !  " 
"  Let 'im  be  !  " 
"  Damn  yer  eyes,  take  that ! " 
Rreathing  which  benediction,  he  struck 
out  with  his  heavy  whip-handle. 

Hayseed's  left  ana  dropped  to  his  side ; 
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but  his  right  straightened — straightened 
with  smashing  impetus.  Clutching  at 
nothing,  and  gripping  it,  the  swearing  giant 
went  to  earth  with  a  thud  that  was  good  to 
hear — though  dull,  it  was  not  sickening. 

His  meeting  with  the  ground  being  of 
a  nature  likely  to  have  stricken  flat  the 
thick  rotundity  of  his  skull,  it  may  be 
surmised  that  the  heart  of  his  poor  old 
horse  was  gladdened  ;  and  that  if  it  had 
not  been  standing  at  full  strain,  to  prevent 
the  van  from  slipping  down  hill,  it  would 
have  whinnied  right  joyously.  That,  curi- 
ously enough,  is  only  fancy ;  but  the  bump 
that  fast  rose  upon  the  back  of  Mr.  Burke's 
head  was  reality — painful  reality.  Being 
rather  dazed,  however — also  seeing  that 
what  had  floored  him  was  some  five  inches 
shorter  than  himself— he  ascribed  his  little 
tumble  to  an  accident,  and  thought,  in  his 
own  jargon,  that  he  had  a  "  nice  easy  cap- 
ture." Accordingly,  he  scrambled  to  his  feet, 
and  smiled  upon  his  victim  as  might  a  merry 
slaughterman  smile  upon  a  rebellious  sheep. 
**Kaap  off!"  implored  the  sheep. 
"  Kaap  off,  or  I  *11  hurt  ye  !  " 

***^r/  me!"  howled  the  slaughterman. 
"'Urt  me?  Schar !  1*11  make  a  mortery 
job  o*  you  \  ** 

**  Not  so  much  talk ! "  cried  the  cabman 
from  the  safe  vantage  of  his  box.  **  Why 
don't  you  do  something  ?  You're  big 
enough  to  eat  the  man  !  " 

The  compliment  drove  the  giant  de- 
lirious. Foaming  at  the  mouth,  and  snap- 
ping his  teeth  like  a  rabid  dog,  he  lowered 
his  head  and  rushed  blindly  forward. 

*' Eat,  will  you  ?  "  inquired  John.  ** I'll 
stop  yer  chowin'  for  a  day  or  tew."  And 
curling  an  arm  round  the  infuriated 
animal's  neck,  he  proceeded  carefully  to 
remove  its  fangs — by  the  simple  expedient 
of  knocking  them  down  its  throat.  Where- 
upon the  crowd — with  a  crowd's  partiality 
for  winners — roared,  "  Go  it,  Hayseed  !  " 
And  the  comic  cabman — his  fancy  stimu- 
lated by  a  certain  inscription — made  a  play 
on  the  words,  **  Teeth  removed — town — 
country." 

Wher  Mr.  Burke  was  thoroughly 
chastened,  and  while  he  was  spitting 
blood  and  broken  fangs  from  his  mouth, 
John  turned  to  the  horse. 

"  I  'II  get  Dobbin  up,"  said  he.   "  Come 


on,  beauty  1 "  After  which  piece  of 
unconscious  satire,  he  took  the  strong- 
weak  animal  by  the  bridle,  and,  encour- 
aging it  with  voice  and  gesture,  got  it 
several  yards  further  up  the  slope. 

Suddenly  the  treacherous  greasy  mud 
caused  John  to  slip.  The  next  moment 
he  was  lying  upon  his  back.  Instantly 
after,  the  horse  slipped  also.  As  it  fell  it 
drove  its  knees  with  fearful  force  straight 
into  John's  chest.  A  scream  of  agony 
burst  from  the  stricken  man;  and  those 
near  him  heard  the  snapping  of  a  bone. 

A  minute  later  two  policemen  strode 
through  the  crowd.  They  would  have 
arrived  before,  but,  as  they  said,  they  had 
been  assisting  with  a  horse  that  had 
bolted.  Shortly,  they  were  assisting  with 
a  horse  that  had  fallen.  The  unhappy 
creature  seemed  to  know  what  it  had 
done.  For  when  it  had  been  released 
from  its  entangling  harness  and  had 
staggered  upright,  it  stood  with  mournful 
eyes  and  downcast  head — as  would  a  son 
who  had  accidentally  killed  his  own  father. 

Poor  John  lay  in  the  mud,  upstaring  at 
the  sombre  sky ;  his  hands  opening  and 
shutting  convulsively ;  his  ashy  features 
bespotted  with  the  sweat  of  pain.  And  soon 
it  was  found  that  his  pity  had  led  him  to 
his  death.  The  bone  of  his  breast  had  been 
broken,  and  the  fragments  forced  upon  his 
simple,  compassionate  heart. 

One  of  the  policemen  borrowed  a 
horsecloth  and  made  a  pillow  for  the 
sufferer.  The  other  tenderly  wiped  his 
death-dewed  hands  and  face. 

**  He  's  bleeding  internally,"  whispered 
the  first  to  his  comrade,  drawing  him 
aside.  "Send  for  an  ambulance.  We'll 
carry  the  poor  devil  to  Bartholomew's. 
Clear  the  traffic,  old  man,  quick !  " 

As  the  crowd  opened,  John  Wyes, 
gazing  upon  the  horse  that  had  unwit- 
tingly performed  what  its  master  had  only 
threatened,  strove  to  recover  his  speech. 

**  Fancy  killin'  I,"  he  murmured,  smiling 
at  the  absurdity  of  it.  **  Killin'  I  as  fought 
for  him.  Poor  old  feller,  he  couldn't  help 
it !  Doan't  hit  'im  no  more,  will  ye, 
driver  ?     Never  no  more  !  " 

Then  he  died.  And  although  the  horse 
in  its  further  progress  up  the  hill  slipped 
many  times,  the  driver  struck  it  only  twice. 
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THE   CULT   OF   BRAHMA. 


By   DAGNEY    MAJOR. 


A  HINDU  will  sometimes  tell  iis  in 
nild  language  that  he  acknoH- 
lectgcs  three  hundred  millions  of  gods  ! 
He  means,  of  course,  that  their  number 
is  indefinite,  that  any  object  or  power  in 
nature  may  be  a  god.  This  article  deals 
with  the  worshippers  of  the  god  Brahma, 
whom  Hindus  believe  to  be  their  creator. 
The  Brahman  occupies  the  highest  rank 
among  Hindus,  for  at  least  three  reasons. 
The  first  is  his  assumed  sanctity,  and  the 
people  believe  him  to  be  pure,  stainless, 


and  divine.  He  performs  ceremonies  at 
the  temple,  tells  lucky  days,  and  givea 
spiritual  counsel.  Secondly,  he  is  house 
hold  god,  family  and  general  preceptor 
to  the  1,000,000  Hindus  residing  in  the 
vast  countrj-  between  the  Himalayas  and 
Cape  Comorin,  Thirdly,  he  has  been 
intellectually  in  advance  of  the  human 
race :  light  of  complexion,  ample  forehead, 
his  countenance  of  striking  significance, 
lips  thin,  mouth  expansive,  eyes  quiet  and 
sharp,  his  fingers  long,  his  carriage  noble 
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and  (Itgnitied.  The  penalties  some  of 
these  Brahmans  will  undergo  in  order,  as 
they  think,  to  be  received  into  Brahma's 
Paradise,  are  little  short  of  extraordinary. 
They  will  endure  bodily  torture,  physical 


of  his  cow  can  only  be  expiated  by  a  severe 
penance.  But  the  offences  committed  by 
Brahmans  against  other  castes  arc  treated 
with  remarkable  clemency,  whilst  the 
punishment  inflicted  for  trespasses  on  the 


pain,  make  long  jiilgrinia^i's.  and  unilt'rgo 
any  amount  of  hardi^hips  to  bi'  in  Brahnvi's 
good  hooks. 

The  [lersonal  god  Hrahnia  is  repre- 
sented as  a  red  or  gol  don -coloured  figure 
with  four  heads  and  as  many  legs  and 
arms.  He  is  often  accompanied  by 
the  swan  or  goose.  He-  is  the  goil  of 
the  fates  and  master  of  life  and  death. 
His  moral  character  is  no  better  than 
that  of  the  <;recian  Zeus.  Such  is  the 
deity  for  whom  Hindus  will  lead  a 
life  of  trial  and  hardship.  Tbe  sanctity 
and  nviolabiliiy  of  a  Brahman  are 
maintained  by  severe  penalties.  The 
murder  of  one  of  the  order,  robbinff  him. 
etc.,  are  inexpiable  sins  :  even  the  killing 


rights  of  the  higher  classes  is  the  more 
sev.ire  and  inhuman  the  luw.-r  the  otfeii.ler 
stands  in  the  social  seal.'. 

A  Brahman  should  ji;iss  through  four 
stages  bffiirt'  he  can  Impe  fnr  I'aradi^i'. 
First,  as  /inthniii'-hiii,  or  novice,  he  bejiins 
the  stu.iy  of  the  sacred  Veda*;,  and  is 
into  the  dutie.s  ami  privileges  of 


He  ha 


A  right 


exemption  fr 

m  taxes  .ml 

corporal  pinii 

-.bm.-nt.    Fle- 

not  allowed  t. 
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manhood  con 

es  he<mi;ht 
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requires  num 
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Wlicn  111-  has  begottfn  a  son  (and  wot' 
beti(k-  liiiii  if  hr  lie  sunless ! ).  and  Iraini'd 
hiin  lip  fur  llii-  lu.lv  calling,  111-  onu'lit  U> 
enicT  thu  thir.I  si  at  J,  and,  as  V.u,„l.>,islh„, 
or  iiihaliitanl  of  the  forest,  retire  from 
the  world  for  solitary  jir-iyer  and  medita- 
tion, with  severe  penances  to  JinrilV  llie 
Spirit.      'The   three   lii,i,'hest,  or  first  castes, 


how 


1    to    I 


ulhe 


standini;,  an-  yet  unilrd  l>y 
bond  of  social  rites— a?,  eorice 
nanu-fiivinij;,  the  Jimt  taking- 
child  to  see  the  snn,  the  first 
boilc<l  rice,  the  rites  ..f  tuiisi 
cullinj,'.  .he  voiith's  inveslilu: 
sacrificial    ihread.    and    hi^    r. 

funeral.-,  nc. 

The  im.>t  imp.  .rtaliK.f  this,. 


ion,  Inrlh, 

lit.  of    the 


this  act  is  the  investiture  with  ill 
cord.  ordinarilv«.>rn  over  the  left 
ami  under  the  riijlil  arm.  .Mark  il 
with  tonsure  in  lh<'  lllu.stralioii. 
typical  Urahman  priest  'I'lie  coi 
in  material  accurdini;  m  the  clas 


ivearcr.     This  ceremony  is  preliminary  to 

the  youth's  initiation  into  the  study  of  the 
Veda,  the  management  of  consecrated  fire, 
and  the  knowledge  of  the  rites  of  puri- 
fication. Then  there  is  the  solemn  invo- 
cation to  the  sun,  which  has  to  ht  rejH'aled 
every  morning  ami  evening  before  the 
rising  and  setting  of  that  luminary.  This 
takes  place  between  the  eighth  and  .six- 
teenth year.  He  who  has  not  been  in- 
vested with  the  rank  of  his  class  then, 
becomes  an  outcast,  but  after  due  perform- 
ances of  purification  rites,  making  pilgritn- 
ages  and  penances,  he  may  expiate  his  .'.in. 
When  contemplating  marriage,  to  take 
to  wife  a  woman  of  higher  caste  than 
lie  is,  is  decidedly  prohibitive.  Hut 
inter- marriing  became  so  prevalent  iti 
ancient  times  that  sutlicientfy  siringi'iit 
means  cannot  now  be  adopted  to  rejiress 
it.  Men  are  at  liberty  to  marry  a  girl  of 
any  or  each  of  the  castes  below  their  own, 
providing  that  the  man  has  already  a  «ife 
belonging  to  his  own  caste,  for  only  siieh 
a  wife  can  perform  the  duties  of  aiieiid- 
ance  and  religious  obsen'ances  devolving 
upon  a  married  woman.      It  is  the  duty  of 
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the  husband  at  the  wedding  feast  to  look 
after  the  sacred  fire.  This  must  be  taken 
home  after  the  feast,  and  never  allowed 
to  go  out  under  any  pretext  whatever. 

To  die  without  leaving  a  legitimate 
son  to  perform  the  rites  of  offer- 
ing cakes  and  water,  is  considered  the 
greatest  misfortune  that  can  befall  a 
Hindu.  He  is  scorned  and  despised  bv 
his  fellows,  and  his  wife  is  a  laughing- 
stock to  the  women-folk,  who  never  tire  of 
taunting  the  unfortunate 
woman.  Her  life  is  a 
miserj-.  The  days  when  a 
wife  had  to  follow  her 
husband  to  the  funeral 
fire  and  be  burned  alive 
are  over.  This  horrible 
atrocity  was  abolished  by 
English  law  some  fifty  years 
ago.  They  still  cremate 
the  bodies,  however,  and  a 
unique  Illustration  of  the 
actual  burning  of  a  body, 
and  feeding  the  jjyres, 
is  given  here.  After 
the  body  has  been  reduced 
to  ashes,  the  remains  are 
thrown  into  the  Ganges, 
which  can  just  bo  seen  in 
the  photojjraph. 

When   the    Brahman    is 


of  what  he  has  when  anyone  visits  him. 
His  time  must  be  spent  in  privation  and 
penance.  When  his  little  charcoal  fire  \s- 
extinguished,  after  sunset,  then  and  not 
till  then  may  he  go  lo  the  nearest  village 
and  beg  for  what  is  needed  to  maintain 
him.  So  he  ekes  out  the  remainder  of  his 
life  and  dies  unheeded,  uncared  for. 

It  is  now  time  to  s])cak  about  the  more 
torturous  penahies  Rrahmans  will  undergo- 
for  their  final  salvation.      Poor  deluded 


adva 


ed    i 


he  perceives  his  skin  ln'- 
coniing  wrinkled  and  his 
hair  grey,  when  he  sees  the 
son  of  his  son.  then  it  is 
time  for  him  to  become 
Vaitopriislha  and  enter  the  third  stage. 
He  should  then  disengage  himself  from 
all  family  ties,  except  that  his  wife  may 
accompany  him  if  he  so  wishes  it.  He 
must  repair  to  a  lonely  wood,  taking 
with  him  his  sacred  fires  and  implements 
fur  the  daily  and  periodical  offerings. 
Clad  in  a  deer-skin,  or  in  a  rouRh  piece 
of  cluth,  with  his  hair  and  nails  uncut,  the 
hermit  seeks  the  forest  He  must  subsist 
exclusively  on  food  growing  therein,  such 
aa  roots,  fruits,  green  herbs,  and  rice.  He 
may  not  accept  gifts  from  anyone,  except 
of  that  which  is  absolutely  necessary  to 
maintain  htm.     But  he  must  offer  the  best 


people!  In  the  native  quarter  of  Indi.in 
cities  one  can  sometimes  see  a  m;ui  sittiiij; 
iir  standing  in  some  exlraonlinjiry  position. 
lie  is  solemn,  impassive,  and  absoluielv 
still.  His  hrad  and  shoulders  are  riL-idl'v 
fixed  bv  an  iron  frame,  cliains  and  shiukirs. 
He  is  'incapable  of  lyin^'  dnv.n  '>r  rJMiig, 
ami  can  nnlv  with  the  .irreati'st  ditricidiv 
move  his  lower  linil>s  M  all.  I  ie  is  paying 
penance  for  his  sicis.  has  ).,■(  n  in  the  same 
position  fi>r  years,  and  uill  nmain  so  for 


I'r. 


V    111' 


his  frr.and mother's  c<iw,  nr  jierhaps  even 
murdered  that  lady  !  Hut  he  hopes  for 
Brahma's  pardon  and  I'aradise. 
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A  pious  Drahman  once  took  up  his 
position  in  a  market  square.  Loading' 
himself  with  shackks  and  chains,  he  prc- 
parL'd  to  sit  for  ten  long  years.  It  cost 
him  nothing  to  live,  for  necessaries  wore 
given  him  by  admiring  townsfolk.  At  the 
end  of  ten  years  he  attempted  to  rise,  but 
was  quite  incapable  of  doing  so.  His 
lower   limbs  were   lotallv  paralysed:    the 


L-  of  till 


e  had  v 


to  Brahma  thousands  of  devotees  travel 

hundreds  of  miles  to  attend,  and  to  confess 
their  sins  to  the  priests.  The  priests  receive 
the  coins  and  gifts  of  the  pilgrims,  pro- 
nounce pardons,  and  grant  blessings.  The 
amount  of  money  received  from  so  many 
pilgrims  is  enormous.  It  goes  into  the 
priests'  private  pocket,  and  the)'  live  lo 
grow  fat  on  the  same. 


The    pilgrim 


'   and 


sit   for  the   re-^l    uf  his   life.  p<iian< 
cost  him  lic-ar  ind.rd  !     "  Ittil,  ^.h 
claimed  bis  frii*iid>,  "he  is  a  verj 
man.  and  ceriain  of  Paradise  1  " 
Another   Urahman.  fur  peuanee, 


:iiid  I 


n.iidiiii.ns  of  wav>.  A  verv  feu  uill  ri.l 
inanv  will  walk,  but  Mime'will  (.rauj  ■ 
their  hands  and  knees,  aii.l  a  teu-  Jia 
l>e<-n  known  t.>  r<.ll  !  Those  ^^\u■  perf^.r 
the  iwn  latter  feuls  are  i^ay-rA  lit  with  ai 


expiate  his  crimes,  held  uji  his  ami  slraishi  and  admir 

above  his  he.id  for  twenty-Mx  years.   When,  for  they  are  as  .iri.od  as  in  the  l>reeiin.ts  of 

however,  he  tried  lo  luwer  it  lo  its  natural  I'aradise  and  Urahma's  mi;,'hty  presence, 

position,  he  was  unable  to  move  ii.     The  And  ali  these  barbarisms  >ave  ili^irsnuls! 

.-inn    and    hand    were    iviibered    up    and 

useless.      So  he   had   lo  go  about   for  the  /:.,■//„■//,„/,,;-«,/,/,.  ,/.'»...;;-,ri,i_:^  ibU  artUUnt 

rest  of  his  life  with  his  arm  high  in  the  air  I  .jn-  indihtfil  i,<  thf  ,.'urt,-ix  .•/  sh,-  Chui.h  MUsi.m- 

Al    the    great    annual    festival    dedicated  ary  s,<ciftynnd  Mmn.  W.  M.  sii«,iHr.iiiA  O: 


THE     FRONTIER. 


By  BEATRICE  DANFORD. 


I. 

THE  mountain  wall  was  a  blaze  of 
gold  in  October  sunlight,  but  the 
little  frontier  station  and  the  winding  pass 
beneath  lay  in  shadow.  Shadow  fell  on 
the  untidy  grey-coated  soldiers  lounging 
by  their  striped  sentry  -  box.  Shadow 
darkened  the  noisy  Isil  and  the  twisting, 
white  road.  Still  farther  on,  the  gorge 
widened  slightly,  and  the  spire  of  the 
Monastery  Church  flashed  in  sunshine. 
It  was  a  queer  little  church,  frescoed 
quaintly  in  faded  colours,  and  rising  from 
a  cluster  of  whitewashed  huts.  These 
constituted  the  Monastery. 

Outside  the  enclosure  on  the  meadow 
one  of  the  monks  was  standing,  his  face 
turned  to  the  flushed  sky.  It  was  not  an 
old  face,  though  the  brow  was  deeply 
lined,  and  the  grey  eyes  full  of  bitterness. 
Presently  he  began  wandering  slowly  up 
the  road,  towards  the  frontier.  As  he 
crossed  the  bridge  that  takes  the  smooth 
new  highway  to  the  left  side  of  the  river, 
he  paused,  and  looked  longingly  into  the 
swirling  green  depths. 

"If  I  dared,"  was  the  murmur, 
"  how  easy  it  would  be  ! "  Then  he 
went  on. 

It  was  a  magic  evening.  The  mountain 
dipped  to  the  emerald  water  in  sweeps 
of  russet  and  amber.  The  road  wound 
higher,  till  at  last  the  cliff  towered  sheer 
and  clear  some  hundred  feet  above,  and 
the  Isil  rushed  nearly  a  hundred  feet 
below.  Here  the  monk  stood  again,  his 
eyes  on  the  water  and  his  hand  resting  on 
the  slight  railing  that  fenced  the  precipice. 
He  stood  long,  a  spare  figure  in  coarse 
brown  coat  and  sandals,  his  high  black 
cap  pushed  from  his  forehead.    Then,  as 


the  last  glow  of  sunset  faded  behind  the 
hill-tops,  going  into  a  little  cave,  formed 
by  chance  in  the  blasting  of  the  road,  he 
sat  down  wearily  and  hid  his  face  in  his 
hands. 

"  Twenty  years  wasted ! "  he  said. 
"Twenty  years  ago  it  would  have  been 
easier ! " 

Out  of  the  dimness  there  rose  the 
shadow  of  a  girl's  face,  with  dark  eyes 
that  sometimes  smiled,  and  sometimes 
flashed  burning  scorn  at  him.  She  came 
from  the  land  beyond  the  sentry-box  and 
the  striped  pole,  that  barred  the  highway, 
and  she  belonged  to  the  days  when  he  had 
not  worn  sandals  and  a  cowl.  He  had  not 
seen  her  for  twenty  years. 

"  Why  did  I  not  shoot  myself  then  .  .  . 
as  he  did  ?  "  cried  the  monk.  His  brother 
had  shot  himself  long  since  for  money — 
not  love — troubles. 

"But  ...  it  is  wrong,"  he  murmured 
slowly.  His  head  sank  lower  yet,  and  he 
sat  very  still  in  the  chill,  frosty  twilight. 
Work  was  real  enough  at  the  Monastery, 
lost  among  the  mountains,  but  rules  were 
relaxed.  Besides,  he  had  never  meant 
to  return. 


II. 

Two  people  were  coming  down  the  road. 
One,  by  the  flutter  of  white  skirt  and 
fringed  apron,  was  a  peasant  girl.  The 
other  was  a  soldier,  diminutive,  the  tails 
of  his  huge  overcoat  looped  up  at  the 
sides,  and  his  Mpi  tilted  well  back- 
wards. The  girl,  who  walked  barefoot, 
had  an  arm  round  her  companion's  neck, 
and  was  laughing.  At  times  her  voice 
echoed  from  the  rock. 
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**  I  like  having  a  soldier,"  she  remarked 
innocently;  "I'm  so  tired  of  the  other 
ones." 

The  little  man  seemed  pleased.  He 
expressed  his  approval  in  a  demonstrative 
fashion,  and  utterly  regardless  of  the  fact 
that  some  months  later  he,  too,  must 
descend  to  linen  shirt  and  sheepskin  waist- 
coat. 

**  Quite  right !  "  he  observed.  **  Tired 
of  Florian  too,  eh,  Ida  ?  " 

**  Especially  of  Florian." 

They  had  reached  that  part  of  the  road 
opposite  the  hole  in  the  cliff,  and  the  girl, 
freeing  herself,  leaned  over  the  frail  wooden 
fence.  **  Good-night,  Stefan,"  she  said. 
"  I  must  be  going  home  to  supper."  A 
big  moon  climbing  over  the  line  of  peaks 
at  that  moment  lit  up  her  face,  which  was 
wondrously  pretty  for  an  ordinary  peasant 
maid. 

**  You  '11  meet  me  to-morrow  night  ?  " 
asked  the  soldier,  looking  at  her.  *'  I  shall 
be  here  at  the  same  time.     Yes,  Ida  ?  " 

"  And  Florian  will  kill  me,"  said  the 
girl. 

"  Is  he  so  jealous  ?" 

The  girl  shook  her  head  mournfully. 

"  He  is  mad — quite  mad.  He  wants  to 
kill  me,  he  wants  to  kill  you.  He  's  away 
in  the  woods  this  evening,  or  I  should 
never  have  dared  come  so  far.  And  to- 
morrow the  moon  will  be  later.  No.  I  will 
wait  for  you  at  the  guard-house.  There — 
let  me  go,  you  donkey !      It  is  so  late  !  " 

They  did  part — after  a  time.  The  man 
tramped  away  down  the  pass  to  search 
for  brigands  and  fugitives,  and  the  girl 
flitted  out  of  sight  as  noiselessly  as  a 
moonbeam. 

Then  out  of  the  shadow  stepped  another 
figure — tall,  white,  with  an  angry  young 
face  under  his  sheepskin  cap.  He  glanced 
along  the  road,  then  at  the  cliff  and  the 
river,  and  the  words  that  he  used  were 
hard  ones.  Suddenly  he  kicked  a  pebble 
over  and  listened,  with  a  slight  laugh,  for 
the  tiny  splash  in  the  water  beneath.  The 
occupation  appeared  to  fascinate  the  man, 
for  he  threw  another,  and  another,  till, 
pulling  out  the  hatchet  from  his  belt,  he 
took  to  hacking  the  insecure  railing.  The 
iron   gleamed   in  the  moonlight,  and  he 


was  so  excited  that  he  never  noticed  the 
monk,  who  was  watching  him  all  the  time. 
The  monk,  stood  there,  with  the  counten- 
ance of  one  who  has  seen  a  vision.  His 
face  seemed  deathly  pale,  his  hands 
trembled,  and  his  lips  moved  gently. 
"  He  is  only  a  peasant ;  he  cannot  know,*' 
he  was  saying. 

He  turned  away,  and  began  retracing- 
his  steps  to  the  Monastery.  As  he  went 
he  smiled.  There  would  *be  no  sin, 
after  all.  To-morrow,  after  sunset,  he 
would  come,  and  poor,  mistaken  Florian 
should  throw  /iim  over  the  cliffs  in  place 
of  the  soldier.  He  was  tired  of  livings 
And  it  could  not  be  wrong  to  save 
another's  life. 


III. 
Next  day  there  was  sunshine  on  the  pretty- 
autumn  woods  and  on  the  little  lilac 
crocuses  sprinkling  the  pasture.  A  picnic- 
party  from  the  other  country  had 
encamped  under  the  hazels,  and  the 
simple  monks  were  glad.  For  strangers 
visited  the  church,  and  partly  out  of 
reverence,  though  mere  because  of  the 
quaintness  of  the  frescoes  and  hangings, 
would  drop  stray  coins  in  the  all  too- 
empty  alms-box.  They  were  ignorant, 
these  seven  brown  **  Brothers  of  the 
Resurrection,"  and  were  wont  to  consider 
Brother  Vasili  as  not  entirely  of  sane  mind. 
**  A  great  sorrow  had  unhinged  his  wits," 
they  believed.     Possibly  it  was  so. 

He  was  alone  in  the  church  when  the 
strangers  entered,  and  started  up  to  see 
two  ladies,  followed  by  a  man  with  the 
grave  air  of  a  statesman.  One  lady  asked 
many  questions,  while  the  other  was  silent, 
not  even  raising  the  thick  white  veil  she 
wore.  Soon  some  of  the  monks  joined 
them,  whispering  to  their  more  gifted 
brother  to  beg  for  things  for  their  church^ 
For  Vasili  knew  foreign  languages, 
and  the  lectern- cover  was  so  worn  and 
faded.  It  was  of  old  brocade,  as  it. 
happened,  all  interwoven  with  gold. 

"  Will  you  not  show  us  the  altar  ? " 
asked  the  strangers  (for  the  church  was 
an  Eastern  one),  and  the  monk,  stepping^ 
up  to  the  eikon-hung  screen,  opened  the 
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little  gates,  and  drew  aside  the  curtains. 
As  he  did  so  a  slight  spasm  crossed 
his  face,  and  he  slipped  behind  his  com- 
panions. The  silent  lady  had  pushed  up 
her  veil,  and  was  watching  him.  And  her 
eyes  were  the  same  dark  eyes  which  had 
haunted  him  for  twenty  years. 

"To-day!"  thought  the  monk.  "It 
cannot  be  true  !  It  is  a  miracle  !  "  They 
passed  out  of  the  church,  and  in  the  sun- 
light beyond  she  spoke — 

"  Please  start  first,"  she  said.  "  I  like 
going  alone,  and  I  must  blow  up  the 
tyres." 

She  laughed,  and,  after  a  demur,  the 
statesman  and  his  wife  did  drive  off  and 
left  the  lady  with  her  bicycle.  Only  the 
monk  remained  wistful  at  the  gate,  to  see 
the  smile  fade,  and  a  curious  hard 
look  come  instead.  "  She  is  unhappy," 
he  reflected.  Then  she  mounted  her 
bicycle,  and  set  off  swiftly  down  the  Pass. 
For  a  brief  moment  Brother  Vasili  stood 
puzzled,  then  he  too  ran  forward. 
**  Madame,"  he  called  quickly,  '*  I  think 
you  are  mistaken  !  This  is  the  way  to 
Turga  Isil." 

"  I  am  going  to  Turga  Isil,"  said  the 
lady.  She  stopped,  and  he^  troubled  dark 
eyes  met  his.  "It  is  strange  to  meet 
here  !  "  she  said  all  at  once. 

But  the  monk  grew  whiter,  and  did  not 
answer. 

"  You  are  happy  here  ?  Away  from  the 
world,  at  rest,  at  peace " 

"Peace!"  echoed  Brother  Vasili.  "One 
cannot  escape  from  oneself."  Then  she 
saw  the  pain  and  the  bitterness  on  his 
face,  and  gazed  instead  down  the  valley.  A 
yellow  leaf  fluttered  ;  the  river  sang  loudly. 

"  Do  you  know,"  she  said,  after  a  long 
time,  "  I  don't  think  I  will  go  to  Turga 
Isil.  Will  you  walk  a  little  of  the  way  back 
with  me,  old  friend  ?  " 

So  they  walked  together  towards  the 
frontier,  and  in  the  narrow  Pass  it  was 
already  twilight. 

"Am  I  still  a  murderer.^"  asked  the 
monk  in  a  low  tone.  "  Once,  when  I  let  a 
man — my  own  brother — die  disgracefully 
because  the  money  which  would  r.r  'j  saved 
his  honour  I  wanted — so  much — 1  :  some- 
thing— you — called  me  so." 


"  Ah,  that  was  long  ago  1 "  sighed  the 
lady.     "  Will  you  not  forgive  ?  " 

"Forgive?"  repeated  Brother  Vasili. 
Then  he  added  softly,  "  And  you, 
Madame  ?  " 

She  turned  away  her  head.  "  We  made 
a  mistake,  you  and  I.  And  to-day  I  tried 
to  do  worse.  For  to-day  I  meant  to 
escape  from  duty  that  is  misery,  and  from 
ties  which  gall,  only  I  saw  you  and  I  could 
not." 

"  Thank  God  !  "  said  the  monk  simply. 

A  peasant  lad  was  lingering  by  the  way- 
side who  greeted  them  as  they  passed. 
"  Florian  !  "  exclaimed  the  monk.  Yester- 
day evening  rose  vivid  in  his  mind,  and  he 
shuddered.  "See,  lad,"  he  said  ;  "fetch 
your  horse,  and  ride  with  this  lady  to 
Petrozeny,  or  until  she  reaches  her  friends. 
You  had  better  go,  Florian,"  he  ended 
gravely. 

The  lad  turned  scarlet,  then  shot  a 
defiant  glance  at  the  earnest  grey  eyes 
regarding  him.     But  he  did  as  he  was  bid. 

"It  is  a  guide,  until  you  overtake 
your  friends,"  said  Brother  Vasili,  and 
smiled.  Overhead  the  sky  was  golden 
indeed,  though  they  might  be  walking  in 
the  shadow. 

At  the  little  frontier  station  the  peasant 
found  his  horse,  and  the  soldiers,  swinging, 
up  the  painted  pole,  allowed  the  lady  and 
her  bicycle  to  pass  over.  There  in  her 
own  country  she  stood  for  an  instant  and 
stretched  her  hand  over  the  boundary  to 
her  companion. 

"  Good-bye,  dearest  friend,"  she  w-his- 
pered  ;  "  the  only  one  I  have  on  earth. 
God    bless    vou,    and     when     we     meet 

again "      There  she   stopped   for  the 

tears,  and  the  monk  finished  the  sen- 
tence :  "  When  we  meet  again  there  will 
be  no  more  a  barrier  between  us." 

The  horse  trotted  away  into  the 
gloaming. 

"  I  believe  I  like  him  best  of  all  1 " 
sighed  a  maiden  in  a  red  kerchief, who 
was  seated  on  the  grassy  bank,  '**  and  now 
perhaps  he  won't  come  back  1  " 

Meanwhile  a  little  soldier,  tired  and 
dusty,  plodded  joyfully  up  the  winding 
Pass. 


THE   FRONTIER. 
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By   CECIL   DE   THIERRY. 


TIiOU(iH  Kni^lish  pcofili-  are  tolerably 
familiar  with  the  careers  of  famou> 
American  soldiers,  thev  wouKl  be  har.l  put 
to  it  even  to  name  one  great  Col<jnial 
soldier,  not  because  fireatcr  Britain  lia< 
no  military  traditions,  but  l>ccause  n^-iiher 
a  common  nor  polite  educatif>n  in  this 
country  includes  the  sludv  of  C<»1  'iiial 
history.  Indeed,  until  n-cent  year-,  tlie 
only  Knglish  colony  in  which  Knirli-hmcn 
took  the  faintest  interest  \\a<  lii(*  United 
States ;  Canada,  with  i^reatrr  claims  on  our 
consideration,  was  an  unknown  territory. 
Nevertheless,  the  number  (jf  di>tin.irui>hrd 
soldiers  she  has  given  to  the  .Mother 
Country  sincr  the  dramatic  d«ath  (A' 
Wolfe  and  .Montcalm  on  the  Plains  of 
Al)raham  is  considerable.  Am<,*ni;  them 
!iKi\  be  mentioned  Colonel  Dupre.  who 
commanded  the  French-Cana(ban  .Militia 
in  the  defence  of  ()uel)ec  in  i--;--'j: 
Sir  Roller  SheatTe  ;  Colonel  Morrison,  tlie 
hero  of  Chrysler's  Farm  ;  Sir  (Gordon 
Drummond  ;  De  Salaberrw  the  vi(  t<»r  at 
'Jiiateaui;uay  ;  (ieneral  Cochrane  an-l  his 
nephi'W,  Sir  [(jhn  Inglis,  the  her<)i(  de- 
fender of  Lucknow  :  Major  WelNford.  who 
L'd  the  assault,  and  was  the  tirst  to  fall, 
in  the  Redan  at  the  capture  of  Sebastopol  ; 
Cohmel  Dunn,  who  was  the  only  one  of  tlie 
Liyht  Brijj"ade  to  win  the  X'icioria  Cro^s  in 
the  famous  charge  ;  Sir  Fenu  ii  k  \\'illiam>, 
the  gallant  defender  of  Kar>  ^  and  Sir 
Richard  England. 

Up  to  the  present.  .\u>trala>ia  ha^  pro- 
duced no  soldier  of  distinction,  tinnigh 
Major  Heapy,  a  New  Zealand  \'ohmteer, 
won  the  Victoria  Cross  in  the  .Maori  War 
of  1866-70.  Curiously  enough.  South 
Africa,  after  a  hundred  years  of  war- 
fare, is  only  now   giving   to   the    Kmpire 


coHimanders  of  brilliant  pans.  The  reason 
is  not  far  to  seek.  Canada  was  the  battle- 
ground of  two  Imperial  races.  On  its  s-r-il 
was  settled  the  fate  of  nations,  empires — 
nay,  a  whole  hemisphere.  Tlie  future 
hi-^tor}'  of  the  world  was  decided  by  the 
Kngli>h  and  French  on  the  Plains  c»f 
Abraham  ;  the  future  histor\'  of  British 
Nortli  America  by  the  Canadians  and 
Americans  before  the  walls  of  Quebec  in 
1776.  and  on  the  bloody  battlefields  of  the 
War  of  1 8 1  2- 14-  Owing  to  the  overwhelm- 
ing numbers  of  her  black  population,  the 
military  histon*  of  South  Africa  is  one 
long  record  of  frontier  wars,  which  are 
mere  incidents  even  in  the  annals  of  the 
British  Empire.  They  decided,  not  world 
issues,  but  the  superiority  of  civilisation  10 
barbarism  ;  the  fate  of  a  savage  tribe,  not 
of  a  great  nation.  In  short,  South  .\frica's 
many  Kaflir  Wars  did  but  mark  her  progress 
from  the  Cape  Colony  to  the  Zambesi. 
Hence  they  called  forth  neither  great 
(ienerals  nor  cn.-ated  a  militar}*  tradition. 
I'hev  were   onlv  the  everyday  incidents  of 

«  ^  «  « 

Fmpire-building    as    it    is    understood    in 
nriti>h   Colonies. 

The  i)resent  war,  being  a  struggle 
between  two  branches  of  the  dominant 
race  in  the  world,  bel(»ngs  to  an  entirely 
di  he  rent  categor}-,  and  has,  therefore, 
brought  to  the  front  several  Colonial 
olticrrs.  Fhese,  trained  by  constant  fight- 
ing under  similar  conditions  to  more  than 
Hoer  efhciency,  are  also  familiar  with  the 
art  of  war  as  it  is  known  in  Furope. 
Hence  they  ha\('  contributed  in  no  small 
ilegree  to  the  success  of  the  i  ampaign  in 
Natal,  and  in  the  Cape  Colony  since  the 
arrival  of  Lord  Roberts  at  the  Front. 
Perhaps    the     best     known     is     Ceneral 
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Brabant,  who,  on  retiring  from  the  8oth 
Regiment,  went  to  South  Africa  and  settled 
in  the  Cape  Colony.  For  ihc  past  forty 
years  he  has  been  one  of  its  leading  men, 
both  as  soldier  and  politician.  In  i  S56  he 
joined  the  Cape  Mounted  Rifles,  one  of  the 
finest  irregu- 
lar corps  in 
the  world.  Its 
oHicers  and 
men  must  not 
only  be  first- 
rati"  horsemen 
and  shots,  but 
they  must  have 
c  (institutions 
ofironandthe 
iii-;iincl  of  the 


When  disaster — the  investment  of  Lady- 
smith,  ^lafi-king,  and  Kimbcrlcy,  and  the 
invasion  of  the  Orange  River  region — 
brougjit  liomi'  to  the  authorities  the  real 
nature  of  ihe  struggle  on  which  they  had 
so  lightly  entfri'il,  there  was  a  significant 
change    of 


)ti>h. 


As  : 


jjTL'paration 
forihepart  he 

has    played 


between  1856 
and  ,870, 
w  hen  h  e 
r<' tired  as 
Captain,  was 
invaluable.  In 
1878  he  be- 
came   Com- 

t  h  e  Cape 
Colony 
Viilunteers,   a 


position   he 
has  held  ever 

since.     In  the  "^' ""  '"' 

following  year  he  took  part  in  the  attack 
on  Morosi's  Mountain  as  Coloml  of  the 
Cape  Veomaniy.  Owing  to  the  ■■  lautral  " 
attitude  of  the  Schreiner  Ministry,  and 
the  unwillingness  of  the  Home  Govern- 
ment to  accept  Colonial  aid,  ihe  elTeclive 
forces  of  the  Colony  took  no  active 
part    in   the  war  for  fully  u\<>   nir.mhs. 


in  thr  lidd  «a>  slruniitli.nr.i  Lv  a  l-r.r 
iraiiu-d  i.n  ilir  >ii..i.  and  !>  ,i  hy  a  C..[M,,i:,l 
i,rtii.ir  «li..-.e  huk  !ia.-  luver  Im.iii  ky..-\\n 
U.  ,]rsrn  luill.  Hi-  l)iUsi..n,M.lsiM.  „f 
the  (.'ap,'  .M.iuiite.l  Killes,  tin:  Katfrariau 
Mounted    Rilles.    Montmorency's    Sc-t^ 
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Hord.T  Ilorso,  Froniier  Moutuol  Rif 
Qiiecnsiomi  Voluiitt-crs.  lirabam's  Hoi 
ami    tlie    C;i]k>    (larrisoii    AnilliTv,    h 


be  seen  thai  liis  Suuth  African  fighting: 
experience  is  very  similar  to  Geni-rai 
Brabant's.  Since  1897  he  has  been  in 
Lommand  of  the  Cape  Mounted  RitUa. 
His  first  exploit  during  the  present  war 
Has  the  <;ccupation  of  Dordrecht  with  a 
hundred  and  fifty  men.  For  days  the 
liille  hand  tnameuvred  in  diHicult  counirv, 
^^ei.'thing  with  treason,  an<l  hcUl  by 
ki'imblican  commandoes.  Carrying  their 
liws  in  ilieir  hands,  they  advanceil  on 
Dordri-flii  fxiieily  as  the  Boers  themsidvos 
wonid  haw  done,  and,  on  Christmas  Dav, 
:;iir[iri".cd  the  garrison  and  captured  llii- 
tinvn.     Uwin''  to  stri^ss  of  c 


two  Xava!  i2-[.onudfrs.  On  thi-  vx- 
tn-MK-  rii,'ht  <•(  l.<ird  Koheris's  amn. 
h.-  wa-  ordered  H.  work  u|.  from  .<l.rlc- 
stronni.  drivinjr  the  li<"rs  lu-f-ire  hiin.  and 

i)..r.lr.ilit,  ilurzhiT-dor!..  Aliwal  X<irtli. 
iO.uxviJIe,    \\\.J..Tier,    and     'riiid.a    N'.liii 


t!.r    lia 


Braliai,!  [Lr  C.. 
has  horn.'  uiinr 


.  ho 


tho 


Mai. 
Koy; 


SiiJts 


rmv.      I  »n  I.'aviri-  t 

.1   j.,m.-d    th.'    Cai"'     Muuii; 
I-   «heri    hr    ha-    h.dd    a    ,.■ 


l\.loni 
Rilh-s' 

mand  in  ilu-  '.'n]n-  \\->:t,:iii]\  .ni' 
Infantry,  On  the  disli:iiidn:iTit  ol  lii 
iniKB'dKMvas,-ivenaCa|itairi,i  :ii  ili 
Momit.'d  KitW.  H,-  s.rv.-,l  i!,r..ii 
(;aika  and  (lalrka  War-;,  tl,.-  Hk-m; 
amitlu-ltechuanaland  lAp.^dniMii ,, 
nnd  took  part  in  the  s.-eond  and  >u,- 
atia;.k  on  Morosi's  Mountain.     It  u 


rds 


ed.  I 


p;i 


one  of  the  few  brighi  ic 
nipaigu    in     December, 


Jide( 


■m-ni  wiih  «hi.-h  foK.nel 
i:m..is|..->i  id.-niilied.  !i  j.r-- 
■    linen  from  niarcliiiif;  on  the 
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Cape  Colony  in  force,  when  the  work 
done  by  General  Brabant  in  the  Orange 
River  region  would  have  had  to  be  under- 
taken over  again,  and  Lord  Roberts's 
operations  in  the  Free  State  seriously 
hampered.  The  position  occupied  by 
Colonel  Dalgety  was  a  line  of  hills  com- 
manding the  Jammersburg  Drift,  on  the 
Basuio  border.  For  nearly  three  weeks 
the  siege  lasted,  during  which  time  it  was 
impossible  for  the  defenders  to  make  ihc 
slightest  movement  during  the  day-time, 
or  to  lift  a  head  above  the  trenches  with- 
out courting  a  shower  of  lead.    Practically, 


Rifles  suffered  no  fewer  than  seventy 
casualties,  and  another  fierce  attack  a 
few  days  later  shattered  the  western 
redoubt.  Luckily  the  enemy  believed 
that  they  had  killed  all  the  defenders, 
and  ceased  firing  just  as  the  position  was 
growing  untenable.  A  gallant  action  was 
performed  by  a  small  party  of  men,  who 
swam  across  the  river  and  opened  a  sluice, 
thereby  flooding  a  race  which  the  Hoers 
had  been  using  as  a  trench.  On  another 
occasion  the  Cape  Mounted  Rifles  ran 
short  of  ammunition.  Half  -  a  -  dozen 
troopers   at    once   volunteered    to    get    a 


they  never  left  the  trenches  e.xcept  at 
night,  and  sniping  went  on  nil  the  iinurs 
of  the  twenty-four.  Their  miseries  we-re 
aggravated  by  heavy  rains,  and  t!ie 
insanitary  condition  of  the  Drift.  But 
their  spirit  from  first  to  last  was  admirable. 
Men,  who  were  wounded  in  the  head  by 
splinters,  went  to  the  hospital  at  night- 
fall and  returned  to  their  posts  next 
morning.  In  order  that  the  enemy 
should  have  no  chance  of  mowing 
them  down  with  Ma-tims  and  rifles, 
Colonel  Dalgety  ordered  them  to  lie 
as  close  as  possible  in  the  trenches. 
Consequently  their  losses  were  relatively 
small.  So  splendidly  was  their  artillery 
handled  that  a  Boer  gun  was  disabled, 
and  another  entirely  smashed  up.  I'he 
first  day  of  the  siege  the  Cape  ^lounted 


fresh  supply.  Under  a  murderous  nre 
they  rushed  up  the  hill  unrii  they  reached 
the  ammunition- wagon,  seized  a  box  each, 
and  returned  to  iheir  comrades.  The 
defence  of  Wt-pener  called  forth  the 
warmest  congratulations  from  Lord 
Roberts  and  Lord  Kitchener.  Nothing 
could  be  more  fortu)iaie  fur  tlie  Colonial 
Division  than  ihe  leadership  of  such 
experienced  officers  as  (ienerai  Itrnbani 
and  Colonel  Dalgeiy. 

Natal,  which  bore  the  brunt  of  l!ic  war 
until  the  arrival  of  the  Army  Corp^,  has 
several  distinguished  sons  at  the  frinu. 
Chief  of  these  is  Cohiiu-l  Diirtiu'll,  who 
has  recently  been  given  the  rank  of 
Brigadier-Oeneral.  He  served  through 
the  Indian  JIutiny,  for  his  gallantry  in 
which  he  was   mentioned    in  despatches. 
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and  received  medal  with  clasp.  In  the 
Bhootan  Expedition  of  1865  he  was 
A.D.C.  to  General  Tombs.  On  retiring 
from  the  Army  with  the  rank  of  Major, 
he  settled  in  Natal,  where  he  became 
the  head  of  the  Mounted  Police,  whose 
efficiency  more  than  once  has  provoked 
the  admiration  of  British  Generals.  He 
served  through  the  Zulu  War,  doing 
excellent  work  in  holding  the  Helpmakaar 
Road.  In  the  present  war  he  has  played 
a  greater  part,  "  The  Natal  Mounted 
Police,"  wrote  the  correspondent  of  the 
Tinits  in  November,  "are  a  corps  whns.' 
services  will,  perhaps, 
never  be  adequately 
recognised  in  Eng- 
land. A  finer  body  of 
troops  it  would  be 
difficult  to  find  any- 
where in  the  world.  .  . 
Their  intimate  know- 
ledge of  the  country, 
and  of  the  Dutch  and 
Kaffir  languages,  matic 
them  simply  invalu- 
able in  this  campaign. 
To  Colonel  Dart- 
nell .  . .  should  belong 


aim 


the 


credit  of  the  safe 
eseiipc  of  our  force  at 
Dundee,      which      lie 

practicallv    directed."  ioi,um;i 

This  briUiani  man- 
<euvre,  following  on  the  hard- won  victory 
at  Talana  Hill,  \ias  one  of  llic  great  events 
of  the  war.  The  men  were  e.ihaiisted 
with  fighting,  picket  duty,  marching,  and 
counter-marching.  They  were  surrounded 
by  the  enemy,  whose  strenglliwas  unknown, 
and  exposed  to  a  fire  from  two  +o-pounders. 
With  railway  communication  cut  ofi",  and 
the  coal-mines  not  iiorkinft.  there  was  no 
motive  in  holding  Dundee.  On  Sunday 
night,  therefore,  the  British  force,  with 
the  Boers  on  their  flanks  and  rear,  marched 
secretly  out  of  the  town,  leaving  their 
wounded  behind,  and,  by  morning.  Colonel 
Dartnell  had  taken  them  eight  miles  on 
their  way.  In  the  afternoon  they  pushed 
on  to  Beith,  where  the  road  diverges  to  the 
south-west,  and,  entering  the  Waschbank 


Pass  through  the  Biggarsberg  Range, 
emerged  on  the  road  to  Ladysmith,  which 
they  reached  by  forced  marches  on  the 
Monday  and  Wednesday  nights.  The 
credit  of  this  masterly  retreat  will  alway.i 
be  shared  by  General  Dartnell,  without 
whose  knowledge  of  the  country  and  Boer 
methods  of  warfare.  General  Yule  could 
not  have  carried  it  out. 

Colonel       Royston,      unlike      General 
Brabant,    Colonel    Dalgety,    and    General 
Dartnell,  had  no  experience  in  the  Regular 
Army.     He  began   his  military  career  as 
trumpeter    in    the    Natal   Carbineers,   in 
which    capacity    he 
served  through  Langi- 
labele's    rebellion. 
^  He  also  took  part  in 

s  the    Zulu   War,   and, 

in   1880,  became   the 
^^  Commandant    of    the 

Natal  Volunteers  in 
succession  to  Captain 
Shepstone.  In  the 
present  war  he  won 
the  respect  and  admir- 
ation of  Sir  George 
White,  who  gave  him 
the  command  of  a 
post  of  defence  ex- 
tending from  Caesar's 
Camp  across  the  flat 

1 i>j  lii""'.  T.r.ni".        to  the  railway-line.   It 

DK.visoN-.  was  both  difficult  an<i 

dangerous,  and  was 
one  of  the  principal  objectives  of  the 
Boers  in  the  terrible  assault  on  Ladysmith 
of  Jan.  0.  In  the  brilliant  little  exploit  which 
silenced  "  Long  Tom  "  on  Lombard's  Kop 
he  shared  the  glor>'  with  General  Hunter. 
Indeed,  so  distinguished  were  his  services 
in  the  defence,  that  he  was  promised  a 
command  in  the  field  force.  Unhappily. 
a  fortnight  after  the  relief  he  was  seized 
with  enteric  fever  and  pneumonia,  which 
a  constitution  weakened  by  the  hardships 
of  the  siege  was  unable  to  withstand. 
He  died  a  few  days  later,  at  the  com- 
paratively early  age  of  forty-five  years. 
That  in  him  the  Empire  lost  a  gallant 
soldier  was  recognised  by  the  Queen,  who 
sent  one  of  her  womanly  telegrams  of 
consolation  to  his  wife. 
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If  South  African  officers  represent  one 
phase  of  Empire  -  building,  Colonel 
Girouard  represents  another.  This  able 
French-Canadian  the  late  G.  W.  Steevens 
described  as  a  '■  blend  of  French  audacity 


Congress  in  1895.  For  his  senices  in 
connection  with  the  Soudan  Railway  he 
was  publicly  thanked  by  Lord  Salisbury  in 


work  of  a  subaltern 

of    sappers,     who 

holds    all    bu! 

Cabinet  rank,  with 

a  salatj'  of  £tooo 

a      year.       He 

graduated      from      the      Royal      ^Military 

College  of  Kingston,  and   for  tw)   years 

served   on   the  engineerini;  staff  <>(  the 

Canadian   Pacific   Railway.     In   1888   he 

became  Traffic  Manager  of  Royal  ArscTial 

Railways,  Woolwich,  and  was  one  of  ihc 

delegates  at    the    International    Railway 


tions  to  Lord  Roher 
hissuf:,t,'i-stii)n  that  the  rc}.'imfiii  of  I'lonriTs 
was  raised  from  among  ^kill.'d  .■iit;in,ers 
who  are  refuj;ees.  Uniit-r  Cnl<mrl  Capper, 
R,K.,  and  Major  .^eynimir,  consulting 
mechanical  engineer  of  the  Rand  Mines 
group    in     Johannesburg,     it     has    done 
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excellent  service  in  repairing  wrecked  roads 
and  bridges,  and  in  devising  methods  for 
facilitating  transport.  Colonel  Girouard's 
Staff  officer  is  Lieutenant  Joly  de  Lot- 
bin  i^re,  son  of  Sir  Wilfrid  Laurier's 
Minister  for  Inland  Revenue  and  nepliew 
of  Lieutenant  Joly  de  Lotbini£:re,  the 
brave  and  handsome  French  -  Canadian 
subaltern  who,  on  the  outbreak  of  the 
Indian  Mutiny,  travelled  from  Bombay  to 
Lucknow  to  rejoin  his  regiment,  perhaps 
one  of  the  most  daring  journeys  on 
record.  Unfortunalely,  he  was  killed  a 
few  days  later  by  the  bullet  of  an  encmj- 
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of    the    ni<i 
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Canadian 
Force.     He   hi 
a  good  deal  of 


He 


he    joi 


ed    the 


JMilitiain  iS6[. 
years  later  he  took  an 
active  part  in  repelling 
the  Fenian  raiders. 
During  the  riots  at 
Toronto  in  1875,  and 
Bellevuc  in  1877,  he 
commanded  his  m\n 
regiment,  the  Queen's 
Oivn.  In  J881  lie  was 
appointed  1  lead  of 
the  School  of  Infantry 

to  which  hJ  was  sent 
to  England  to  actjuire 
nectionwith  tlic  condui 
He  served  with  distinction  in  the  North- 
West  Rebellion,  commanding  the  llattle- 
ford  Column,  which  performed  a  forced 
march  of  mo  miles  in  live  and  a  half  days. 
■He  made  the  successful  reconnaissance 
against  Poundmaker,  and,  in  the  suiisetjucnt 
action  at  Knife  Creek,  prevented  the  con- 
junction of  that  chief  with  Rig  Hear,  who 
was  on  his  way  to  assist  Riel.  For  these 
services  he  was  mentioned  in  despatches. 
In  1885  he  was  attached  to  the  Regulars 
in  England,  passing  his  examinations  as 
Lieutenant-Colonei  in  the  British  Army. 
He  is  in  command  of  the  first  Canadian 
contingent  despatched  to  South  Africa, 
and    Canada  has   never  sent  to  fight  the 


battles  of  the  Empire  a  more  thorough 
soldier  or  a  better  leader  of  irregular  troops. 
Colonel  Denison  belongs  to  one  of 
Canada's  military  families  which,  for  a 
hundred  years,  have  played  a  leading  part 
in  the  history  of  British  North  America. 
He  is  the  commander  of  the  Govemor- 
Ceneral's  Bodyguar:!,  a  troop  with  a  fine 
tradition,  organised  by  his  father.  In 
Toronto  he  has  ilone  yeoman  service  in 
forming  cavalry,  artillery,  and  rifles,  the 
Own  being  a  corps  raised  by  him. 
i  on  active  service  during  the 
Raid  and  during  the  North-West 
Rebclhon.  He  is  not 
only  a  fine  soldier,  but 
a  great  Canadian  and 
a  representative  citizen 
of  the  British  Empire. 
The  leading  spirit  in 
nearly  all  the  national, 
mililar)-,  patriotic,  and 
Imperial  societies  in 
the  Dominion,,  he  is 
necessarily  an  elo- 
quent speaker  and  a 
convincing  writer.  An 
ardent  Federation  ist, 
he  was  the  President 
of  the  Canadian  branch 
of  the  British  Knipire 
League,  established  in 
893.     His  "  History 


of     Cav; 


O' 


has 


been  translated  into 
and  Japanese,  and  thii 
same  comjiUmcnt  has  been  paid  to  his 
work  on  "  Modern  Cavalry."  That  a  man 
with  Colonel  Dcnison's  personal  charm, 
enthusiasm,  and  nobility  of  aim,  should 
be  a  i)owerful  influent-  in  Canadian  public 
life  outside  the  political  field  is  a  healthy 
sign  of  the  country's  growth.  He  has 
won  his  almost  uniijue  position  by  right 


birth. 


■  ibilif 


iiilellectual   force. 

Coiuni-I  Greene  is  the  Commander  of  the 
Natal  Carbineers,  Mho  have  done  such 
excellent  service  in  their  own  colony, 
esiKxially  in  the  defence  of  Ladysmith. 
He  is  the  son  of  the  Dean  of  Maritzburg, 
one  of  South  Africa's  most  interesting 
personalities,  and  began  his  militar}'  career 
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as  a  cadet  in  the  Klaritzburg  High 
School.  He  served  in  the  Zulu  War, 
ill  which  Natal' s  sons  covered  them- 
selves with  glory,  particularly  oit  the 
bloody  field  of  Isandhlwana.  When 
Colonel  Rcyston  became  Commandant 
of  the  Natal  Volunteers,  Colonel  Greene 


Volunteers  is  the  cadet  system,  organised 
by  Mr.  Russell,  the  present  Minister  of 
Education,  as  long  ago  as  1867. 

Colonel  Herthmer  is  the  Commissioner 
of  the  North-West  Mounted  Police.  He 
began  his  career  in  the  +6th  Foot,  on  his 
retirement     from     «hich     he     settled    in 


succeeded  him  as  Colonel  of  the  Carbineers. 
During  the  early  days  of  the  war  bis  men 
diJ  some  fine  work  as  scouts.  Indeed, 
so  heavily  did  responsibility  fall  on  them 
that,  before  the  batiK  of  Talana  Hill. 
many  were  two  ihtis  and  two  nights  in 
the  saddle.  Curiously  enough,  the  first 
casoalty  on  our  side  was  a  Carbineer.  No 
one  has  spoken  more  »loc|Ucnt[y  of  the 
corps  than  Sir  George  White.  The  secret 
of  the  splendid  efficiency  of  the    Natal 
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tlistinguislicd  soldiers  represent  tlic  long,  in  the  pursuit  of  tlic  Uiuoil  frees  and  liijr 

arduous  labour  of  cxiip.nsion,  ami  Colonel  Bear's    Ijand,    defeating    lliem    at    Lci'in 

(Jiniuard     its    brilliance,    Colonel    Steele  Lake, tliough  tlie  enemy  outnumbered  hi:ii 

njiresents  its  romance.     He  is  the  finest  five  to  one.    IlJs  ivork  on  tbe  Yukon  gold- 

sfoijt  uho  is  not  a  native,  M;ij or- General  fields   is   one    of  .the   marvels   of  British 

Haden-rowell  and  litirnham  not  excejited.  expansion.      That   tens   of    thousands    of 

Tiie    son    of    the    late     C::i'lain     Kbves  miners,    some    of    lliem    cut-throats    and 

Steele,  K.N.,  he  was  born  in  Ontario,  and  murderers,  should  be  kept  in  order  by  a 

t|i.;;lilied  at  the  Ontriric   Miliuiry  I^cbool.  fe»v  hundred  Moi-iUed   I'oiice  is  a  triunij.!! 

Ili^  (irs:  ex])erienec  of  active  service  was  of    Kn^lish    rnh-.      On    American    goM- 

gainediuthekedRiverl-xpedilioncifiHyo,  fields  lynching  and  murder  are  repealed 

since    when    his   career  has    been  almost  even      to      this      day.       On      Canadi;:n 

entirely   identilied    with    the    Nordi-West  gold  -  fields    a    man    is    as    safe    as    he 

Territories    as    magistrate,     snldier,    ami  is  in  his  native   ])lace.      At  a  little  town 

poliee-omcer.      With   a  detachment  <.f  his  called   <:olden.    Colonel   Side   quelled    a 

men   he  maintained  cirdc  r  on  the  line  of  mob  of  miners,  who  objected  to  the  arrest 

cimslruction  of  the  Canadian  I'acific  Kail-  of  one  of  their  number,  bv  standing  on 

way.  an.l    with    such    sigr.  d    success    that  a   bridge   with   a    pistol    held  at   the  "head 

z5,ooo  labourers,  ailracied  from  all  parts  of  the  nearest  man  until  the  criminal  wus 

of  the  conlineni,  showed  gr.rater  defer.iice  w.  U  on  his  w^v  l.>  gaol.    It  is,  however,  in 

to    ibe    law    than    the    iLdmbiiaiits   of  im  liis  dealings  with  lb.    Imlians  that  Colonel 

Tnglish    town.      In    ihe    Kehdlion    of   'Kj  Steele   has  done   bis  finot   work,  walking- 

Colonel    Steele     conimand.d     the    cav.ilry  singh -banded  irUfi  a  camp  lo  arrest  a  lliief. 

an. i  scouts  of  the. \iberlaFieUn-"oree.    He  and  awing  the   native  mind  by  his  Jioliee. 

took  ]iart  in  theeTigagementaiFreiiebmen's  daring,  and  impariialitv.     He  is  the  coni- 

Hutle:  lie  commanded  ih>-  m<iun(ed  force  mander  oi  Lord  Siraihconas  Konghriders. 
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Bv  FRANCES   E.   BELL, 


GOOD-BYE,  my  dear— good-ln  e  !  '' 
said  Mrs.  Burton,  as  she  saw  Ikt 
daughter  into  a  carriage  on  the  (]reat 
Midland  line  one  chilly  December  after- 
n(/()n. 

'*  I  'm  so  glad  you  *re  going  to  the 
Draytons',"  she  went  on  througli  the 
window  as  she  stood  upon  the  platform 
waiting  for  the  train  to  start.  **  They  are 
delightful  people,  just  a  little  peculiar, 
perhaps,  but  so  kind  and  nice — at  least, 
unless  they  have  changed  very  much  since 
I  saw  them  last." 

Violet  Burton  had  been  invited  to  spend 
Christmas  at  Holliwell  Hall.  Sir  Julius 
and  Lady  Drayton  had  been  great  friends 
of  her  mother's  years  ago,  but  they  had 
not  met  lately,  and  n(;w  they  hail  asked 
\'ioIet  to  pay  them  a  visit.  ...  A  whistle, 
and  a  banging  of  doors,  and  the  train 
moved  out  of  the  station. 

*'  Good-bye,  mother  dear !"  from  Violet, 
and  they  were  off.  She  was  in  high  sj)irils. 
""  How  I  do  pine  for  adventures ! "  she 
thought  as  they  rattled  along ;  but  all 
seemed  dull  and  commonplace  as  possible. 
The  only  thing  she  could  find  to  interest 
her  was  the  girl  in  the  opposite  corner ; 
but  she  was  deep  in  a  dull-looking  book, 
and  with  quiet  politeness  refused  the  offer 
of  the  Quern  or  Lady's  Pictorial^  and  \'iolet 
failed  to  get  a  word  out  of  her,  even  when 
she  opened  both  windows  wide,  just  to 
see  whether  she  would  object,  and  refused 
to  take  the  most  transitory  interest  in  the 
weather,  or  any  of  the  ordinary  topics  of 
the  day.  Violet,  with  disappointment  in 
her  pretty  face,  leant  back  in  her  corner, 
and  so  the  journey  passed  without  event. 

Both  girls  got  out  at  Silverthorpe.  It 
was    late  when  they  arrived,   and   dark. 


except  for  one  or  two  feeble  gas  lamps,, 
which  only  served  to  add  to  the  general 
gloom.  It  was  intensely  cold,  ami  rain 
was  beginning  to  fall. 

''Are  you  Miss  JUirton  .-■ "  a  gaunt  and 
funereal -looking  woman  asked  of  Violet,  as 
she  stood  upon  the  platform. 

"  Ves,"  she  replied. 

"  Then  come  with  me." 

*' Then  come  with  me!  Then  come 
with  me  !  '*  seemed  to  be  echoed  round 
them  in  the  mournful  howling  of  the  wind. 

Violet  noticed  that  her  fellow-traveller 
had  been  met  by  a  particularly  nice-looking 
man,  who  was  helping  her  into  a  com- 
fortable carriage,  while  a  footman  arranged 
hot-water  tins  and  great  fur  rugs. 

Violet  siglied  enviously  as  she  followed 
her  conductor  to  an  open  trap,  waiting  a 
little  farther  on.  This  was  not  at  all  the 
sort  of  reception  she  had  expected. 

"Home!"  called  the  gaunt  woman  to 
the  driver,  and  again  her  harsh  tones 
seemed  to  die  drearily  away  on  the  wind. 

Rain  fell  in  sheets. 

They  drove  for  some  miles  in  absolute 
silence,  but  at  last  turned  in  at  a  bare  and 
formidable-looking  entrance-gate. 

The  woman  bent  forward,  and  said  t*) 
Violet  in  a  confidential  undertone,  but  had 
to  repeat  it  louder  because  of  the  wind — 

"  \'()u  don't  look  strong  enough,  to  my 
thinking,  to  be  equal  to  them  in  the  h<»*  r  ■ 
yonder " 

**  Why  ?  What  are  they  like  ?  Do  tell 
me,  please!"  exclaimed  \'iolet,  feelin-; 
rather  alarmed. 

'*  It  'ud  take  a  long  time  to  tell  \ou 
about  some  of  them  !  "  she  said,  and  >hv* 
shiveretl,  and  so  diil  X'iolet.  *'  I  don't 
much  care   for  being  there   myself,"  auvl 
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she  groaned  ;  *"  but  I'm  leaving  next  week. 
It 's  too  much  for  the  nerves,  that 's  what 
it  is — a  deal  too  much ! — a  deal  too 
much  ! " 

This  was  not  encouraging  to  the  visitor; 
her  mother  had  said  something  of  the 
Draytons  being  rather  peculiar,  but 
nothing  that  sounded  so  unpleasant  as 
this. 

The  large  house  ahead  was  but  feebly 
illuminated. 

*'  I  suppose  you  'd  like  to  go  straight 
to  your  room,"  said  her  conductor,  as 
they  entered  a  vaulted  echoing  hall.  The 
door  had  been  opened  by  a  respectable- 
looking  man,  who  handed  the  woman  a 
candle,  which,  however,  made  scarcely 
any  impression  on  the  darkness  in  the 
long  corridors  and  winding  passages  they 
traversed. 

"  But  am  I  not  to  see  anyone — any  of 
the ?" 

**  Any  of  //iem  ?  Gracious,  no  !  We 
always  gets  them  to  bed  early,  and  I 
daresay  you  'd  like  a  rest  first,  too. 
You  '11  find  them  trying  enough,  and  have 
quite  enough  of  them  in  the  time  you  're 
here,  I  '11  be  bound  !  " 

V^iolet's  bed  -  room,  at  least,  was  all 
that  could  be  wished,  and  a  pretty  little 
sitting-room  opened  off  it. 

**  You  '11  breakfast  here,  of  course  ?  "  said 
the  other,  whose  name,  it  appeared,  was 
Mrs.  Symons. 

**  Here  1 "  exclaimed  Violet  in  surprise, 
*'  not  with " 

*'Th€m?"  put  in  ^Irs.  Symons  in  the 
same  mysterious  way  as  before.  *'  Of  course 
not — ^)'OU  couldn  '/,  you  know,"  and  then 
with  an  abrupt  "  good-night  "  she  left  the 
room. 

**  Somehow  they  don't  seem  to  be  very 
keen  about  seeing  me,"  thought  the 
neglected  visitor  rather  hysterically,  as 
she  thought  over  the  events  of  the  evening. 
**  There  seems  to  be  a  mystery  of  some 
sort,  and  it 's  a  ver}-  creepy  house.  I  shan't 
stay  a  day  longer  than  I  can  help  ! " 
Then  she  thought  of  the  man  she  had 
seen  at  the  station  with  the  other  girl. 
**  I  *m  sorry  he  does  not  belong  to  this 
house,"  she  thought.  **  He  looked  young 
and  jolly — and — substantial,  and  somehow 


there  seems  to  be  something  weird  and 
unreal  about  the  people  in  this  hateful 
place !  " 

The  next  morning,  after  a  cosy  break- 
fast, Violet  set  forth  to  discover  the 
inhabitants  of  the  house,  thinking  it  quite 
time  she  made  their  acquaintance.  After 
losing  herself  over  and  over  again  down 
endless  passages,  and  not  quite  liking  to 
enter  any  of  the  rooms,  she  came  upon  a 
heavy  door  of  oak,  studded  with  great 
nails,  and  was  wondering  where  it  would 
take  her  to,  if  she  were  to  open  it,  when 
Mrs.  Symons  appeared. 

**That  leads  to  the  men's  side,"  she  said 
reprovingly  ;  "  shall  I  show  you  the  way  to 
the  drawing-room  }  "  Violet  thanked  her, 
thinking  that  of  all  the  unsociable  houses 
she  had  ever  been  in  this  certainly  was  the 
worst ! 

"  Here  we  are,"  said  Mrs.  Symons, 
stopping  at  a  door  with  a  curious  little 
iron-barred  grating  in  it. 

**  Look  in."  The  girl  obeyed,  and 
saw  several  ladies  eng-aged  in  different 
occupations. 

*'  I  had  better  go  in  and  introduce  my- 
self, I  suppose  'i  "  she  said.  **  Which  is 
Lady  Drayton  't "  and  she  put  her  hand 
upon  the  handle. 

'  Not  yet  !  "  replied  I\Irs.  Symons 
decidedly  ;  "  I  think  you  'd  better  visit  old 
■Mary  Stuart  and  the  others  first— besides, 
I  'vc  forgot  the  key  of  this  room  upstairs." 

*'  Key  }  "  thought  Violet ;  *'  how  queer !  " 
Then  she  added  aloud,  '*  Who  are  the 
other  ladies  that  you  wish  me  to  see  first  } 
Do  thev  live  here  't " 

**  That  they  do,  worse  luck !  and  why 
the  master's  not  here  to  introduce  vou 
to  them  himself  is  more  than  I  can  say — 
but,  anyhow,  here  's  old  Mary."  She 
fumbled  with  the  lock  of  a  door  in  a 
darkish  corner,  and  then  led  Violet  in. 

The  room  was  comfortably  though 
plainly  furnished.  In  the  middle  of  it 
stood  a  short  and  very  fat  woman  with 
grey   hair. 

"  Oh,"  she  said,  in  a  condescending 
tone,  '*  and  so  you  have  come  to  visit 
poor  i\Iary  Stuart  in  her  captivity?"  and 
she  bestowed  on  them  what  she  evidently 
meant  for  a  fascinating  smile. 
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She  wore  a  curious  arrangement  round 
her  neck  which  puzzled  Violet  very  much 
at  first ;  it  looked  like  several  old  ham-frillSi 
but  she  afterwards  concluded  it  must  be 
meant  to  represent  an  Elizabethan  ruff. 

"  This,"  went  on  her  Majesty,  address- 
ing the  new-comer,  "  is  but  a  poor  apart- 
ment for  a  queen  to  receive  her  guests — 
but  yott  will  pardon  it,  friend.  Be  seated !  " 
and  she  graciously  waved  her  hand 
towards  a  horsehair  sofa  which  stood 
near.  She  treated  Violet  with  much  con- 
descension, scarcely  noticing  Mrs.  S}Tnons, 
except  to  mention  her  casually  as  **  our 
grim  custodian,  the  lady  of  Loch  Leven." 

"  Hast  brought  a  token  to  us  from 
Sir  William  Douglas,  wench  ?  **  she  went 
on. 

**  Is  she  mad  ?**  whispered  Violet  appre- 
hensively to  her  escort. 

**  Only  a  little  queer.  Humour  her," 
was  the  not  very  encouraging  reply. 

"  Aye,  Madam  ;  but  methinks  it  should 
be  delivered  more  in  private,"  replied  the 
visitor,*  with  an  effort  remembering  her 
Scott.  This  reply  pleased  the  captive 
queen  so  much,  and  Violet  sustained  the 
conversation  so  well  on  the  whole,  that 
they  had  great  difficulty  in  getting  away 
from  hej:  in  the  end. 

"  Well,  now,  you  *re  just  splendid,  and  I 
wouldn't  have  expected  it  of  you ! " 
remarked  IMrs.  Symons,  as  they  made 
their  way  to  another  door  at  some  distance 
•down  the  corridor.  **  You  managed  her 
so  well  that  I  think  I  may  leave  you 
to  talk  to  this  one  alone.  Touch  the 
electric  bell  outside  here  if  you  want  any- 
one, and  keep  the  door  locked  on  the 
inside  while  you're  with  her."  She 
unlocked  it  as  she  spoke,  and  before  the 
poor  girl  had  time  to  object,  pushed  her 
in,  thrusting  a  heavy  key  into  her  hand. 

A  tall  woman,  with  a  very  evidently 
false  flaxen  wig,  was  sitting  by  the  table, 
making  an  elaborate  wreath  of  artificial 
daisies  and  bluebells.  Some  big  glass 
beads  were  twisted  into  her  wild-looking 
liair.  She  looked  up  as  Violet  entered, 
and  asked  her  some  question  which  she  did 
not  quite  catch,  except  the  words  **  Court " 
and  "the  Queen."  Wishing  to  make 
iierself    agreeable     and     keep    up    the 


conversation,  Violet  observed  that  she 
"  believed  the  Queen  was  to  hold  the  next 
Drawing- Room  herself!" 

"  Drawing  -  Room  }  Queen  }  What 
Queen,   pray?" 

"  Why,  the  Queen — ^Victoria — ^the  Queen 
of  England ! " 

**  I  am  the  only  Queen  of  England — I 
am  Guinevere ! "  was  the  somewhat 
astonishing  reply.  "  Look,  idiot ! ' '  touch- 
ing the  sham  jewels  in  her  hair,  "these 
are  the  very  diamonds  Lancelot  brought 
me  after  the  tournament.  I  threw  them 
into  the  river  to  annoy  him,  he  was  so 
very  aggravating  that  day  I — but  I  went 
and  fished  them  out  again  as  soon  as  he 
had  gone ! " 

Violet  tried  unsuccessfully  to  smother  a 
laugh ;  this  infuriated  the  other. 

**  You  disrespectful  chit ! "  she  cried, 
"who  are  you  to  laugh  at  me!  You're 
new — and  I  '11  tell  you  what !  I  don't  like 
you  !  Are  you  supposed  to  be  the  new 
doctor  }  " 

"  Doctor  !  "  exclaimed  the  girl,  puzzled ; 
"  no,  I  'm  certainly  not  a  doctor  !  " 

"  Then  you  must  be  a  patient !  " 

"  A  patient !  No,  I  'm  a  visitor ;  I  came 
to  stav  for  Christmas." 

'*  Visitor  1  We  have  no  visitors  of 
that  sort  here !  I  tell  you  you  're  a 
patient — a  patient  in  a  lunatic  asylum, 
though  you  don't  know  it.  I  hate  you — 
and  you  're  mad  I  you  're  mad  !  "  And 
with  a  horrid  laugh  she  seized  the  key  out 
of  the  terrified  girl's  hand  and  rushed  at 
her  furiously.  Most  fortunately  Violet  had 
forgotten  to  lock  the  door  as  she  had  been 
directed  to  do,  so  she  opened  it  quickly. 
She  never  thought  of  touching  the  electric 
bell,  but  in  her  terror  fled,  she  knew  not 
where,  pursued  by  the  maniac's  dreadful 
cries — 

"I  hate  you!  And  I'll  kill  you! 
You  're  mad,  mad,  mad  I  " 

On — down  stairs  and  passages — on,  on, 
through  corridors  and  doors,  until  at  last 
she  reached  the  open  air.  It  was  a  side 
door.  She  could  see  no  one  about.  There 
was  a  sort  of  shrubbery  path  in  front  of 
her,  and  Violet  dashed  down  it,  hoping  to 
reach  the  road ;  but  she  could  not  guess 
how  far  off  it  might  be,  as  a  sharp  turn 
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and  the  thick-growing  laurels  at  each  side 

of  the  pathway  shut  out  the  view.     She 

only   knew   that  her  pursuer  was  rapidly 

overtaking  her,  and  ran  on,  almost  worn 

out,   her  pretty  shining   hair,   which   had 

come  down,  flying  behind  her  in  the  wind. 
#  *.  #  # 

Jack  Drayton,  who  was  a  manly  and 
pleas^int-looking  young  fellow  enough, 
was  coming  along  the  path,  as  it  hap- 
pened, from  the  other  direction.  He  had 
a  heavy  stick  in  his  hand,  with  which  he 
carelesslv  switched  at  the  laurel-bushes  as 
he  walked.  He  heard  the  sound  of  hasty 
footsteps  coming  his  way. 

"  An  escaped  lunatic,  perhaps,"  he  said 
to  himself.  "Well,  /won't  stop  him  if 
he  's  in  a  hurry  !  " 

Nevertheless,  he  tightened  his  hold 
upon  the  big  stick,  judge  of  his  feelings 
when,  in  another  minute,  a  beautiful  girl 
with  golden  hair  rushed  round  the  corner, 
and,  before  she  could  stop  herself,  straight 
into  his  arms !  The  mad  woman  was 
scarcelv  a  vard  behind  !  With  some 
presence  of  mind,  jack  hit  up  the  heavy 
key  she  was  brandishing  with  his  big  stick, 
and  it  flew  out  of  her  hands  into  the  grass. 

She  stopped,  bewildered  and  confused. 
Jack  put  Violet  behind  him,  and  stood 
facing  the  maniac,  ready  to  do  battle  on 
her  behalf.  But  bv  some  curious  workim^ 
of  the  miserable  creature's  brain,  with  the 
loss  of  the  key  her  fury  seemed  to  abate, 
and  her  ideas  to  go  back  with  a  sort  of 
bound  to  what  had  occupied  them  when 
Violet  had  first  entered  her  room. 

"  You  have  come  from  King  Arthur," 
she  said  graciously  to  jack.  "  Vou  are 
the  noble  Knight  Sir  Lancelot  of  the 
Lake,  sent  to  conduct  me,  the  peerless 
(juinevere,  to  his  Court.  Where  are  our 
steeds  }  Ah,  how  swi'et  to  ride  together 
through  the  flowery  meads  in  spring  !  " 

She  looked  round,  smiling  sentimentally, 
as  if  the  wintry  landscape  was  changed  to 
greenery  and  flowers  before  her  poor 
mad  eyes.  Then  with  a  sudden  scowl, 
"  but  there  is  that  chit,  Elaine  ! "  and 
she  made  a  fresh  dart  at  poor  Violet, 
who,  still  pale  with  fright,  was  perhaps 
not  altogether  unlike  the  "  Lily  Maid"  as 
she  stood    a   little    way    off*,  trying  with 


trembling  fingers  to  fasten  up  the  masses 
of  her  long  fair  hair.  "A  pasty-faced 
thing !  Really  it  *s  high  time  the  minx 
was  dead  ! " 

**  No,  no,"  said  Jack  hastily,  not  liking 
the  turn  her  ideas  were  taking,  **  1  *ni 
not  Lancelot ;  he  was  a  dark  chap^- 
you  know,"  and  he  took  off*  his  cap  to  show 
more  distinctly  his  liglxt  brown  hair  and 
blue-grey  eyes.  *'  I  must  be  Arthur  if  I  'm 
anybody — but  I  think  1  see  Sir  Lancelot 
returning  from  a  tourney  or  something, 
surrounded  by  an  admiring  crowd.  You  'd 
better  go  to  meet  him  and  say  something- 
kind  and  encouraging,  hadn't  you  t " 

Much  to  his  and  Violet's  relief  the 
approaching  "  crowd "  of  about  half-a- 
dozen  people  were  looking  for  the  peer- 
less  (juinevere,  whose  escape  had  just  been 
discovered.  She  went  with  them  quite 
peacefully,  while  the  other  two  followed 
some  wav  behind. 

Violet  gratefully  thanked  her  preserver. 
She  had  recognised  him  at  once  as  the 
man  who  had  met  her  fellow-traveller  at 
the  station. 

He  had  that  sort  of  honest  expression 
which  women  and  children  invariably 
trust ;  and  it  was  not  long  before  Violet, 
whose  horror  of  the  place  had  increased 
tenfold  with  the  e.xperiences  of  the  morn- 
ing, was  telling  him  all  that  had  happened. 

"I  can't  believe,"  she  said,  "that  mv 
mother  could  have  sent  me  here  on  pur- 
pose, and  yet  1  can't  make  it  out.  It 
evidently  is  a  lunatic  asylum  ! " 

Jack  was  most  sympathetic.  "  I  "m 
glad  to  say  I  can  solve  the  myster},"  he 
said  ;  "  for  it  was  my  f>eople  you  were 
coming  to  stay  with.  1  am  Jack  Dray- 
ton— I  was  just  on  my  way  to  explain 
things  to  you.  But  I  must  say  it  was 
awfullv  hard  on  vou  that  we  should  all 
have  made  such  a  mistake  ! " 

"  Oh,  tell  me  quickly  I  ^'  cried  poor 
Violet,  almost  afraid  to  hope  that  she  was 
going  to  escape  from  this  ghastly  place. 

"  Well,  Dr.  Raynor,  who  keeps  this 
private  lunatic  asylum,  and  does  it  quite 
on  a  pjan  of  his  own,  I  hear,  has  engaged 
a  lady  doctor  to  help  him,  and  she  was 
the  girl  who  travelled  down  here  with  you. 
She  is  a  Miss  Burton,  too,  oddly  enough^ 
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or,  rather.  Dr.  Isabel  Burton.  Mrs. 
Symons,  Raynor's  matron,  carried  you  off, 
thinking  you  were  the  Miss  Burton  they 
were  expecting,  and  Dr.  Isabel  was  left 
for  me,  and  v/e  only  discovered  the  mistake 
when  we  got  home.  Then  Rajnior  was 
thrown  out  of  his  trap  driving  past  our 
gate,  and  was  carried  in  unconscious. 
Miss  Burton,  M.D.,'bound  up  his  wounds, 
and  set  his  leg,  which  was  broken,  but,  of 
course,  he  has  had  to  stay  on  with  my 
people,  which  is  why  you  haven't  seen 
him  here.  T  don*t  know  what  Mrs. 
Symons  may  have  thought  about  his 
absence,  but  I  suppose  she  considered  it 
was  best  not  to  speak  of  it  to  you." 

"  But  couldn't  anyone  have  let  us  know  ? 
Is  your  house  a  very  long  way  off  ?  " 

"  It 's  only  about  two  miles  by  road. 
We  sent  Raynor's  groom  off  at  once  last 
night  with  a  note — but  heard  this  morn- 
ing that  the  brute  had  spent  the  night 
drinking  in  the  village,  and  had  never 
brought  it  to  you  at  all.  So  I  set  off  at 
once  across  the  fields,  which  is  a  short 
cut,  to  explain  matters,  and  tell  you 
the  carriage  would  be  here  in  half  an 
hour.  So  now,  if  you  feel  up  for  it,  let 
us  go,  for  I  think  I  see  it  coming  in  at 
the  gate." 

Jack  explained  matters  to  Mrs.  Symons, 
who  bore  Violet's  departure  with  fortitude. 

**  I  thought  you  couldn't  be  much  of  a 
doctor,"  she  said  with  a  sniff,  **  after  the 
way  you  aggravated  that  poor  old  *  Grinny- 
weer,'  as  she  calls  herself,  this  morning — 
and  I'm  sure  I  don't  know  what  would 
have  happened  if  I  'd  introduced  you  to 
the  three-legged  scissors  or  the  reel  of 
cotton  I " 

Violet  found  Sir  Julius  and  Lady 
Drayton  and  their  comfortable  house  a 
delightful  change  after  the  asylum. 

She  did  not  think  them  so  very  peculiar 
either — a  little  old-fashioned,  perhaps,  but 
very  affectionate  and  kind.  Of  course  the 
visit  ended  in  an  engagement  between 
Violet  and  Jack. 

"But  are  you  sure  your  father  and 
mother    won't    object  ? "    Violet    asked. 


laughing,  before  they  had  announced  the 
(rather  obvious)  fact  to  anyone  else. 
**  I  *m  afraid  my  mother  won't ;  she  never 
does  object  to  anything ;  but  I  think  your 
father  and  mother  ought  to,  just  to  give 
some  colour  and  picturesqueness  to  the 
thing — it's  so  tame  when  everybody  is 
pleased ! " 

**  I  'm  perfectly  certain  they  won't  I 
Why,  they  had  planned  the  whole  thing 
out  in  their  heads  before  they  asked  you 
to  stay.  Old  friends  of  your  mother's, 
you  know." 

"Oh,  how  horrid!"  cried  poor  Violet. 
"  I  thought  it  was  because  you  cared  for 


me. 


»» 
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I  'd  better  tell  you  the  whole  truth," 
said  Jack,  "  and  that  is,  they  told  me, 
before  they  asked  you  here,  what  a  very 
suitable  arrangement  it  would  be  in  every 
way.  I  got  into  a  rage,  and  said  I  thought 
if  a  man  had  a  right  to  choose  for  himself 
in  anything,  he  might  be  left  to  choose 
his  own  wife,  and  that  it  was  every  bit  as 
hard  on  you  as  it  was  on  me,  and  that  ten 
to  one  we  shouldn't  like  each  other  when  we 
met.  However,  I  didn't  object  to  meeting 
you  at  the  station,  for  I  was  rather  curious 
to  see  what  you  'd  be  like. 

"  Well,  the  train  came  in,  and  you  and 
Dr.  Isabel  got  out  of  it — the  only  girls  there 
were.  The  moment  I  saw  you  I  thought 
I  would  give  everything  I  'd  got  in  the 
world  for  the  chance  of  marrying  you,  but 
that  it  would  be  just  my  luck  if  our  visitor 
turned  out  to  be  the  dark  one !  Then  that 
old  idiot,  Mrs.  Symons,  rushed  up  and 
hurried  you  off,  and  I  wasn't  a  bit  sur- 
prised, but  I  was  disgusted.  I  'm  sure  I 
was  as  grumpy  as  a  bear  to  Dr.  Isabel  all 
the  way  home  ;  though,  to  tell  the  truth, 
she 's  a  very  nice  girl,  only  I  couldn't 
forgive  her  for  not  being  you'* 

Violet  was  appeased  —  we  need  not 
intrude  further  into  their  conversation. 
No  one  could  be  induced  to  object  to 
their  marriage  ;  but  in  spite  of  this  de- 
pressing circumstance,  I  hear  they  are  as 
happy  a  pair  of  people  as  you  would  be 
likely  to  meet  anywhere  in  a  day's  walk. 
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A    VISIT  TO  PRINCETOWN, 


HOW  few,  if  any,  of  those  thousands 
who  read  our  daily  papers,  with 
their  accounts  of  petty  crimes,  ever  give  a 
passing  thought  to  the  life  that  is  led  by 
those  greater  criminals  who  disappear  into 
absolute  oblivion  —  as  far  as  the  outer 
world  is  concerned — for,  perhaps,  fifteen 
or  twenty  years,  and  who  live  out  that  long 
and  dreary  time  in  one  of  our  great  penal 
settlements,  of  which  Portland  and  Prince- 
town  are  the  two  principal  ones  !  No 
visitors  or  tourists,  I  think,  ever  stay  on 
Portland's  barren  rock,  but  Princetown, 
claiming  to  be  the  highest  town  in 
England,  and  surrounded  by  the  beautiful 
hills  of  Dartmoor,  with  their  health-giving 
air,  has  now  become  a  place  for  summer 
lodgings,  though  as  yet  onJy  a  limited 
number  of  visitors  find  their  way  up  so  far. 

It  was  a  lovely  soft  day  in  early  autumn, 
last  year  when  we  decided  to  visit  it,  and 
arrived  for  that  purpose  at  1  avistock,  the 
birthplace  of  Sir  Francis  Drake.  It  is 
a  fine  old-world  town,  with  an  air  of 
cathedral-like  solemnity,  beautifully  situ- 
ated in  a  valley  with  sloping  hills  all  round 
it.  The  Tavy  runs  through  the  centre  of 
the  town,  and  forms  picturesque  cascades 
as  it  flows  over  the  weir  and  the  rocky 
boulders  with  a  mass  of  foam  and  a  wall- 
like sheet  of  water.  On  one  side  are  the 
old  Abbey  walls,  with  a  stone-paved 
walk  beneath,  whence  one  can  watch  the 
salmon -ladder,  and  admire  the  wooded 
banks  on  the  other  side,  with  the  branches 
of  the  trees  dipping  into  the  water.  The 
monastery  was  founded  in  991  by  Ordgar, 
Earl  of  Devon,  the  father  of  the  beauti- 
ful Elfrida,  the  wicked  Queen  of  Edgar 
Ironsides. 

There  are  now  two  ways  of  reaching 
Princetown.     You  can  go  by  the  new  line 


of  rail  from  Yelverton  Junction  —  which 
creeps  up  and  up  the  wild  moor  in 
marvellous  curves,  in  some  parts  like  the 
figure  8,  so  that  you  could  get  out  of  the 
train,  and  walk  across  the  narrow  loop, 
before  the  train  itself  has  got  round  to  join 
you  ;  and  thus  it  crawls  up  to  Princetown, 
fourteen  hundred  feet  above  the  sea-level. 
Another  way — and  the  one  we  chose — is  to 
drive  the  seven  miles  from  Tavistock  in 
a  four-horse  char-^-banc.  As  there  were 
but  few  people  going  on  the  day  we  went, 
and  we  had  engaged  before-hand  the  two 
box-seats,  it  was  most  thoroughly  enjoyable, 
though  one  or  two  people  of  remarkably 
ample  proportions  in  the  back  seats  did 
not  seem  quite  so  comfortable. 

Winding  ever  up  and  up — except  very 
occasionally  a  downward  sweep,  down 
which  the  four  strong  horses  trot  gaily — 
the  road  runs  through  the  rolling  sweeps 
of  moor  and  high  rocky  crowned  tors 
on  either  hand  ;  the  exquisite  colouring  of 
the  purple  and  crimson  heather  showing 
up  against  the  grey  rocks  and  scattered 
gorse-bushes. 

Our  driver  is  a  very  pleasant  and  com- 
municative individual,  and  he  points  out 
every  object  of  interest  as  we  pass.  He 
tells  us  that  the  convicts  are  all  driven  up 
to  Princetown  in  batches,  as  w^e  are  now 
driving,  and  that  he  is  often  the  driver. 
They  are,  of  course,  handcuffed,  and  in 
charge  of  warders  with  loaded  rifles ;  but 
they  talk  together,  and  often  seem  quite 
merry ;  and  certainly  during  our  stay  in 
the  place  we  were  struck  by  the  absence 
of  harshness  and  constraint  towards  them, 
and  were  surprised  to  hear  them  talking 
and  laughing  together,  though,  of  course, 
always  under  the  ear  and  eye  of  an  atten- 
tive warder. 
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We  pass  no  habitations,  except  one  or 
two  isolated  shepherds'  or  workmen's  huts, 
uniil,  afiet  several  miles,  we  reach  Mcri- 
vale  Bridge,  where  there  is  a  group  of 
cottages  and  an  inn.  This  is  situate^l  on 
a  steep  pitch  of  hill,  which  the  horses 
take  (pillantly  at  a  quick  gallop,  ami  seem 
to  knosv  quite  well  that  they  alnajs  have 
to  ilo  so  when  they  come  to  it. 

Thousands  of  tourists  come  to  this  spot 
to   see   the    many  and  deeply  interesting 


or    beautiful ;    and    Naiure 
eep  and  soul-thrilling  Teel- 


make    Dartr 

bestows  that 

ing  of  happiness  and  content,  nhicli   he 

beauties  never  fail  to  awake  in  those  who 

fully  appreciate  and  love  her. 

One  feels  it  almost  a  mitigated  calamity 
to  he  forced  to  spend  some  years  amid 
these  stately  and  almost  solemn  scenes  of 
quiet  peace  and  grandeur,  far  away  from 
the  roar  of  busy  towns  and  the  rush  and 
hurry  of  modern  life,  with  God  and  Nature 


antiquities  in  which  the  nei^dihourhood 
abounds.  As  we  proceed,  our  driver  jioints 
out  numerous  stone  circles — thoujrht  lo 
be  the  remains  of  the  old  Druid  dais— and 
stone  avenues,  the  origin  of  Hhith  rm 
antiquary  has  ever  been  able  rt'ally  lo 
determine.  Some  to  bo  seen  on  harimoor 
are  over  seven  hundred  feel  in  len;,'th, 
and  the  conjecture  is  that  tin  y  wire  the 
approaches  to  a  temple.  Hut  cireli  s. 
cromlechs,  and  barrows  ■j,'ravi>  are 
numerous  in  this  part  of  the  moor.  Ibre 
and  there  the  lovely  hixnriani  green  mi-s 
shows  where  a  little  stream  is  trickling 
down;  for,  where  the  bog  is,  there  is  to 
be  seen  the  most  exquisite  and  varir-d 
colouring,  though  everAthing  combines  to 
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;j-e  of  the  warder  in  the  ciirioiis  iiltle  crow's- 
lest  arrangement  at  the  top.  Shoulii 
my    sign    of   tumult    or    insubordination 


be  oil  served  in  the  gangs  working  far 
away  on  the  moors,  hu  at  once  com- 
municates with  the  jirison,  and  a  small 
army  of  warders  is  f|uickly  despatched 
to  Ihc  scene.  A  little  farther  on  we 
enter    a   pretty    lane    with   trees   meeting 


Dverliead,  and  llien  . 
arcliwnv  which  forms 
the  entrance  to  the 
pris<,n.  Inscribed 
overit  are  the  words 
"  I'arcere  snl.jeclis" 
("To  spare  the 
fallen").  This  in- 
scri[itioti.  liciweviT. 
was  in>t  ].ii!  up 
orifiinallyiii  alliisiun 
to  the  present  uciii- 
panis.  but  In  the 
French  prisoners  nt' 


>   the    great 


It  is  extremely  difficult  to  get  an  order 
to  go  over  the  prison.  Permission  has  to 
be  obtained  from  the  Home  Office,  and  is 
not  given  except  io 
special  cases ;  and, 
under  no  circum- 
stances, is  any 
woman  allowed  to 
enter  its  precincts. 
After  accompanying 
my  husband,  there- 
fore, as  far  as  the 
great  gates  in  the 
inner  court,  and 
looking  through 
them  at  a  quadrangle 
made  bright  with 
numbers  of  flower- 
beds, I  had  to 
return  to  the  some- 
what dingy  waiting- 
loom  in  the  outer 
rourlyard  while  he 
was  conducted  round  by  one  of  the  officials. 
From  my  resiing-place,  however,  1  wit- 
nessed the  return  of  several  gangs  of 
prisoners  from  their  day's  work :  the  men, 
with  few  exceptions,  appeared  to  be  strong- 
and  hearty,  some  pleasant -looking,  anJ 
<nhers  remarkably  the  reverse.     The  life. 


war  who 
ed     hei 


leh 


Fr. 


ar  at  the  begin 
ing  of  this  ccniurv 
•he       prison       ' 


has 


of  the  entrance-gales  stand  the  J 
the  (lovcrnor  and  the  Deputy-Ci 
both  surrounded  by  pretiy  garden 
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It  niav  be   interesting  to   give  here  a      by  six  o'clock.      Breakfast  consists  of  a 
brief  descriplion  of  the  daily  niuiiiie  of  a      liovvl    of  good    gruel  and  a  brown   bread 
.   life.       Cp    and    breakfast    over      roll.     Tlien  work  fnm  6.jo  to  i2.     This 
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means  either  agricultural  occupations — 
for  the  prison  possesses  a  large  farm 
which  supplies  to  a  great  extent  the 
daily  provisions  required,  and  large  tracts 
of  the  moor  have  been  reclaimed  and 
converted  into  arable  land  by  convict- 
labour — or  working  at  various  trades  in 
the  different  workshops. 

All  the  clothes  worn  by  the  prisoners — 
including  the  convict  garb  of  coarse  khaki- 
coloured  material  stamped  with  the  broad 
arrow,  and  the  butcher-blue  outdoor  coat — 
are  made  within  the  prison  walls.  The 
prisoners  also  make  their  own  boots,  and 
all  the  mats  and  waste-paper  baskets  in 
the  Public  Oflices  are  made  by  them. 

Some  do  the  cooking  in  the  splendid 
large  kitchens,  which  employment  can  be 
no  sinecure  when  it  is  remembered  that 
nearly  one  thousand  mouths  have  to  be 
catered  for  each  day.  There  is  also  a 
large  laundry. 

At  12.30  all  return  for  dinner;  and  it  is 
an  interesting  sight  to  see  the  numerous 
little  regiments  of  prisoners  streaming 
across  the  moor  and  through  the  fields 
towards  the  prison  as  the  dinner  -  hour 
approaches.  Two  days  in  the  week  the 
midday  meal  consists  of  a  good  plate  of 
meat,  two  or  three  large  potatoes,  and  a 
roll  of  bread.  On  Sundays  and  two  other 
days  a  good- sized  basin  of  strong  stock 
and  vegetable  soup,  potatoes,  cheese,  and 
bread  are  supplied,  and  on  the  remaining 
days  suet  pudding,  with  bread  and  potatoes. 
Work  is  then  resumed  until  five  o'clock, 
when  the  prisoners  return  to  the  evening 
roll-call  and  tea,  for  which  they  are  given 
a  bowl  of  excellent  cocoa  and  a  brown  bread 
roll.  Thus  it  will  readily  be  seen  that  the 
food  of  the  convict  compares  favourably 
with  the  daily  fare  of  many  an  honest  in- 
dustrious working-man,  toiling  to  maintain 
his  family.  .Of  course,  the  prisoners  are 
not  permitted  to  smoke,  or  to  have  any- 
thing but  water  to  drink  at  dinner  ;  but, 
those  at  outdoor  hard  work  are  allowed 
occasional  draughts  of  thin  gruel  or 
skilly. 

The  system  is  a  mixture  between  soli- 
tary confinement  and  gregarious  life.  All 
the  prisoners*  meals  are  taken  in  their 
cells  ;  and  except  for  choir  practice — as 
those  who  have  voices  are  chosen  to  form 


the  choir  for  the  chapel — and  occasional 
evening  instruction  in  the  school,  they 
remain  alone  in  their  cells  until  work-time 
comes  round  again  They  are  permitted 
to  have  books  from  the  prison  library — 
standard  novels,  history,  travels,  bio- 
graphies, and,  of  course,  religious  works  1 
and  a  little  bookshelf  is  provided  in  each 
cell,  which  is  also  furnished  with  a  seat, 
washing  necessaries,  and  a  hammock-bed. 
All  lights  have  to  be  out  at  eight  o'clock. 

Should  any  convict  be  ill,  or  in  need  of 
assistance  during  the  night,  he  can  touch 
a  little  electric  button,  which  causes  a 
small  flag  to  appear  on  the  top  of  his  door 
on  the  outside,  so  that  it  is  at  once  seen 
by  the  warder  on  guard  in  the  corridor  ; 
but  this  is  only  to  be  used  in  a  case  of 
great  necessity,  and,  if  used  for  any  trivial 
reason,  it  would  call  forth  a  severe 
reprimand. 

One  of  the  warders  who  conducted  my 
husband  round  told  him  how  well  the 
Tichborne  Claimant,  who  was  there  for 
many  years,  had  been  in  health  during- 
his  sojourn  at  Princetown,  and  how  he  (the 
warder)  had  taken  him  his  last  breakfast 
there,  and  wished  him  good-bye. 

On  leaving  the  precincts  of  the  prison, 
we  walked  up  the  shady  lane  before  men- 
tioned, leading  to  the  signal-station,  and, 
before  long,  found  ourselves  enveloped  in  a 
characteristic  Dartmoor  thick  white  mist, 
which  in  five  minutes  hid  everything. 
The  perfect  stillness — except  for  the  damp 
drii)ping  from  the  trees — was  broken  two 
or  three  times  bv  voices,  and  several  con- 
victs  would  loom  out  of  the  fog,  and  hurry 
past  us,  always,  we  were  somewhat  pleased 
to  see,  with  their  attendant  warders.  It 
is  during  these  mists — so  prevalent  on 
Dartmoor — that  the  rare  attempts  at  escape 
are  made,  the  last  being  in  December 
1896.  During  a  veri-  thick  fog,  three 
men  tried  to  slip  away,  and  as  they  did  not 
obey  when  called  on  to  stop,  the  warders  fired 
on  them.  One  man  was  killed,  the  second 
wounded  and  recaptured,  and  the  third 
retaken,  after  terrible  privations,  at  Devon- 
port.  Severe  penalties  are  imposed  upon 
those  who  in  any  way  aid  or  abet  a 
prisoner  to  escape,  or  who  assist  him 
by  food,  clothes,  or  otherwise  after  he  has 
escaped.      Turning  back  now»   we    walk 
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paiit  the  prison-gates  once  more  anil  ik>u'n 
the  one  main  street  of  the  village,  whicli 
has  a  somewhat  hleak  and  dreary  look.  It 
is  chiefly  composctl  of  rows  of  small 
houses  and  model  dwellings,  fur  the  tno 
or  three  hundred  warders,  who  all  live  out 
of  ihe  prison,  with  their  families.  The 
convicts  cR-ate  very  little  interest  or 
excitement  among  the  villagers,  with 
whom  ihey  are  a  familiar  and  everyday 
siglil.  Indeed,  one  sees  them  every- 
where —  leading    farm-horses,    dragging 


A  (iercc  gale  of  wind  and  rain  raged 
during  thai  night,  which  made  one  think 
what  a  bleak  desolation  this  spot  wonld 
be  in  the  dead  of  winter,  when  all  the 
moor  is  covered  with  a  while  mantle  of 
snow,  and  the  only  communication  with 
Ihe  world  below  is  the  train  which 
lahorioiisly  climbs  u\>  its  tortmuis  curves 
two  or  three  times  a  day  ;  and  this  is  only 
of  verv  recent  date.  But  the  next  morning 
breaks  fair  and  cloudless,  and  we  leave 
IVincelown  looking  its  brightest,  with  its 


little  hand-carts,  wheeling  barrows.  th;ttch- 
ing  ricks,  and  even  building  huuses, 
with  their  warders  marching  hehinvl 
them  or  pacing  up  and  down  as  ih.'  nun 

At  the  farther  end  of  the  village  street 
we  f.iimd  the  Duchy  Inn.  an  old-fashi.uird. 
comfortable  hostelry,  which  we  madr  mir 
resting-place  fnr  the  night.  It  is  tailed 
the  Duchv  Inn  because  nearly  ail  l)artm....r 
belongs  to  the  Duehy  of  (.■ornwall.  and 
Trincetown  is  so  nani.'d  in  honour  of  the 
Prince  of  Wales,  who  is  the  Duke  of 
Cornwall. 
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By   MABEL    HART. 


l.—  TUK    FiJlR    >;<>XGS. 


1    Of  lillU-    l.,l    I 


I   >aii-  lllr 
\\\A  till- 
All,!  til,-  Ii 


II   il<r   lull   ),.'!'  .i.il.lr.'ii  |.l: 

li.-!llMili;4'    Kr.-IL    llr»     I.V    II 
.1.1111.    «llrll    ILU      I...VV    TM.I,. 

-In-amol   MUI   in   r.-il   l.rhii 
illl   III,'  <oii,iu-   Ml   III,'   in- 


TO   ROUMANIAN'   AIRS. 


I 


I  King  the  soriK  of  K;irth :  ami,  l>ehold  1  my  Lou- 
While     he     kissed     ail     ;dieri    uc.nian    ol     [la- 
daughters  of  his   fuc-N, 
For  she  had  kissed  his  fetters  till  he  doenied  \\k- 
chains  were  gnlden  ; 
And    her  kisses   scorched    an.l    burned    him  as 
the  snnd->viiid   bums  ,l„-   r.is,-. 


I  sang  the  song  of  streams:  imd  tlu'  desert  HJiiu-  ninii-.-. 

For  the  land  is  all  a-blossom  «hi-re  ih.-  rivers  htirr*    b>  : 
But  my  [,ovc  alone  is  Heepiiig,  and  his  hi-ari  i-*  >iek  ami  lieavv. 

And  he  haics  the  alien  woman,  and  my  [.uver  knims  not  \\\\\ 
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But  iUiotlitT    sciiig    I  "It    ■.iiijf,  wliich  sliall    waki?  my  Lovor'a 

Oh,  my  Love  will   laugh   full   lightly  whni  he   lays  him 

down  to  sU'cji  I 
Aii<l   the   alien    wom;m    hy   him   never,   never   more   ishall 

wake  htm : 
Vet    the    banner   which    1    wove    him    shall    the    alien 

woman  kcofi. 

The  sheep  walk  home;    I  hear  the  trot 
Of  little  feel  upon  the  sandy  way. 

The  shepherd's  wife  is  spinning  wool, 

While  round  about  the  hut  her  children  play. 


THE  CHILDREN  OF  THE  SUN. 


By  WILLIAM   FARQUHAR  PAYSOR 


YOU  will  find,  M'sieur,"  .said  the 
cur6  of  Pont  Aven,  "  that  the 
towns  of  Bretagne  are  like  poems,  all  with 
the  same  motif  in  a  single  volume  ;  but 
the  villages  of  Finist^re — ah,  Finist^re, 
it  is  the  best  of  Bretagne — these  villages 
are  not  even  separate  poesies  :  they  arc  the 
couplets  of  one  poem.  They  are  the  notes 
of  a  chord  that  is  charming ;  not  the  richest, 
but  the  sweetest  petals  of  the  fleur-de-lis. 
M'sieur,  I  tell  you  the  little  pieces  of  country 
near  to  these  villages  are  jewels  fit  for 
the  crown  of  Metaphor,  but  they  are  yet 
uncut ;  thank  the  good  Heaven  they  are 
not  polished  much  in  Finist^re.  Him 
who  cuts  stones  like  these,  the  world  pays 
with  fame.  Genius  is  a  cutter  of  the  new 
rough  stones  of  poetry.  But  how  shall  I 
tell  you  ?  When  they  are  cut  they  are  no 
longer — what  must  I  say  ? — no  longer  part 
of  the  elemental.  They  are  too  easy 
to  admire.  Rough,  they  are  Nature's. 
Madame  Nature,  she  is  difficile  —  only 
a  few  shall  know  her  until  the  Mil- 
lennium. Then  she  will  show  the  rubies 
of  her  necklace,  which  is  Art,  and 
the  diamonds  of  her  crown,  which  is 
Truth  ;  and  all  the  world  will  know  Art  and 
will  know  Truth,  although  the  stones  shall 
be  uncut.  Genius  knows  now  without 
cutting,  knows  as  a  child  knows  religion 
in  a  lullaby,  but  no  more.  Yet  in  trying 
to  tell  what  it  knows,  to  polish  and  cut, 
polish  and  cut,  all  the  time,  it  says  only 
the  words  so  often  and  shows  only  its 
tools.  But,  alas!  M'sieur,  I  cannot  say 
what  I  mean  to  sav.  I  am  like  the  mist 
there  on  the  water ;  with  us  all  it  is 
much  so.  The  sun  comes  not  through 
until  the  one  last  great  morning." 

The  light  of  a  prevision  seemed  to  fill 
the  curb's  eyes  while  he  spoke  thus  of  the 


future,  his  face  wearing  a  look  all  gentle- 
ness, yet  more  than  hopeful — a  radiant 
look  of  certainty.  But  in  another  minute 
the  mist  of  his  thoughts  returned. 

**  For  many  years  I  have  not  been  here,*' 
he  said,  **  but  I  remember  the  last  time. 
Some  things  of  a  few  months  ago  I  cannot 
recall  so  well  as  things  a  very  great  deal 
older.  When  little  happenings  have 
interested  me  they  stand  out  in  the  fore-^ 
ground  of  my  memory.  M'sieur,  you  will 
know  when  you  are  old  that  there  is  no- 
time  in  remembrance.  Youth  is  some- 
times only  yesterday,  but  last  week  you 
forget,  it  is  so  long,  long  back. 

'*  I  came  then  as  we  have  come  from 
Pont  Aven  to-day,  with  the  same  courier 
and  the  same  stage  rattling  the  bones  of 
a  man  uncomfortably.  I  was  going  to- 
Beg  Mail  as  we  are  going — you  can  see 
it  there,  across  the  bay,  when  there  is 
no  mist.  The  water  was  in  a  i)leasant 
mood,  but  the  little  boat  for  Beg  Mcil  was. 
late  in  coming  to  Concarneau.  I  waited 
on  the  quai  for  it.  What  a  sight  it  is  here  E 
But  on  that  day  it  was  more  beautiful.  The 
sun  came  out  and  went  in  again  very  often^ 
There  are  few  boats  now  here  ;  it  is  so- 
early,  they  are  still  away  fishing.  But  thea 
it  was  afternoon.  A  great  many  lay  beside 
the  quais,  and  others  you  could  see  coming, 
brought  by  their  brown  sails  slowly,  for 
the  winds  were  very  little.  You  should 
see  the  boats  when  they  are  here  ;  the  long 
lines  of  nets,  light  and  dark,  blue  and 
green  and  brown,  hanging  to  the  naked 
masts  like  garments  of  invisible  water 
wraiths,  moved  slowly  to  and  fro  by  the  small 
breeze.  And  then  when  the  sun  is  out  a 
great  many  little  sparkling  things  shine  in 
the  swaying  nets,  like  eyes  of  sprites 
hiding  in  the  folds  of  the  tall  wraiths' 
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transparent  mantles.  Those  eyes,  IM'sieur, 
.are  the  silver  scales  of  fish  hanging  in  the 
'extremely  small  meshes.  How  is  it  when 
one  says  a  very  real  thing  like  that  ?  You 
call  it  being  matter-of-fact — is  it  not  ?  I'hat 
is  what  so  many  persons  are  too  much. 

**  The  fishermen  filling  their  baskets 
•^vith  little  mackerel  and  sardines  seem 
like  spirits  of  the  fish-net  mist,  made 
carnate  and  substantial.  They  wear 
clothes  symmetrically  patched  all  over, 
but  in  harmony  with  the  shades  of  the 
filmy  swathings  on  the  masts — light  and 
•dark,  blue  and  green  and  brown,  yet 
coarse  and  strong,  like  the  heavy  sails 
of  their  boats.  Then  all  the  bottoms  of 
those  boats  shine  with  a  carpet  of  the 
very  little  fish.  From  these  the  silver 
light  goes  into  their  eyes.  You  will  see 
It  all  the  time  very  bright  in  the  eyes  of 
the  Finistere  fishermen. 

**  Well,  M'sieur,  as  I  sat  thinking  of 
•different  things  in  life,  while  I  looked  on 
these  soft  hues  and  people  so  simple, 
•suddenly  into  the  picture  a  flash  of  vivid 
red  colour  came,  like  the  appearance  for  a 
minute  of  a  tiny  part  of  the  sun  when  it 
is  going  down  behind  mellow  clouds.  At 
first  I  thought  this  red  colour  (it  was  the 
bodice  of  a  young  girl)  seemed  a  discord, 
but  soon  it  was  more  like  the  master-touch 
of  an  artist  in  the  foreground.  You  have 
seen  paintings  like  that — one's  eyes  see 
their  harmony  not  at  first,  but  later  when 
the  surprise  is  over. 

**  She  went  down  to  where  the  little 
boat  for  Beg  Meil  lands.  I  could  see 
from  my  seat  on  the  quai  above  her  that 
in  her  face  there  was  an  impatience ; 
indeed,  from  the  quick  way  her  eyes 
moved  and  the  small  pushing  out  of 
her  lips — how  do  you  say  it  ? — yes,  from 
the  small  pouting,  I  supposed  that  she 
liked  her  own  way  to  have  always. 
Presently  a  tall  man  with  shoulders  very 
broad  came  up  behind  her. 

*** Pardon,  petite  Ma'msclle,'  said  he 
In  French  that  was  verv  much  better 
than  you  will  hear  from  the  mouths  of 
most  Bretons ;  *  the  boat  will  not  be 
here  for  several  minutes.  The  time  of  its 
leaving  is  changed.*  This  tall  man  was 
Antoine  Le  Guec.  I  had  known  him  while 
I  was  yet  a  young  vicaire,  but  then  he  was 


a  baby  studying  to  walk.  And  his  mother — 
she  had  eyes  that  were  so  sad ;  but  the 
father  I  never  knew.  In  Concarneau  thev 
say  he  was  a  nobleman,  young  and  rich — 
very.  He  married  her,  although  she  was 
only  a  Breton  peasant,  for  he  had  the  true 
great  love  for  her.  They  say  that  his  father 
disinherited  him  because  thus  he  had 
married.  However  that  was,  I  know  that  on 
a  certain  day  when  the  fierce  winds  whipped 
the  waters  into  an  extreme  anger — you  have 
heard,  M'sieur,  of  the  storms  off  Finistere — 
he  was  drowned.  Antoine  was  born  two 
months  later.  Yet  the  sadness  never  went 
from  his  mother's  eyes.  She  died  while 
the  boy  was  still  very  little  indeed. 

**  But  we  shall  go  back  now  to  that  day 
on  the  quai,  when  the  clouds  were  very- 
restless  in  front  of  the  sun.  The  young 
girl  turned  and  looked  up  at  Antoine.  Her 
hair,  being  blown  a  good  deal  by  the 
breeze,  seemed  vivacious  exceedingly  ;  but 
it  was  light  and  her  eyes  were  dark.  It 
was  also  like  her  lips— wilful,  and  all  the 
time  impatient  to  be  free. 

"  *  So  you  are  here,  Antoine  !  *  she  said. 
*  I  have  been  looking  for  you.  My  aunt 
has  decided  to  leave  Beg  Meil  this  week. 
Perhaps  I  shall  come  to  Concarneau  very 
few  times  more.  You  must  tell  me  to- 
day. Ah,  dear  Antoine,  will  you  not 
change  your  decision,  will  you  not '  .^ 

**  But  then,"  said  the  cur^,  **  I  coughed 
that  they  might  see  me  and  say  no  things 
not  meant  for  my  ears.  They  looked 
around.  Antoine  come  forward  and  intro- 
duced me  to  her.  For  some  minutes  we 
talked  of  little  things.  She  was  a  young 
girl  from  Paris,  travelling.  I  was  sorry  to 
intrude  in  this  way,  but  before  I  could 
leave  we  saw  the  boat  come  in.  Then  she 
and  I  went  to  Beg  ]\Ieil.  *  Remember, 
Antoine,  the  day  after  to-morrow,  in  the 
morning.  I  shall  be  here  You  must  tell 
me  then.'  And  she  laughed  gaily,  as 
though  it  were  some  joke  between  them, 
but  for  a  long  time  I  saw  her  looking  back 
while  the  boat  crossed  the  bay — looking 
back  to  where  he  stood  dipping  his  baskets 
into  the  water  to  wash  the  mackerel,  and 
doing  other  work  with  companions  on  the 
quai.  Once  he  looked  up  and  waved,  then 
the  distance  made  him  vague  and  undefined 
like  the  blue  nets  above  him. 
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**  I  talked  of  but  few  things  with  the 
young  girl.  But  at  the  wharf  of  Beg  Meil, 
as  she  left  me,  she  took  my  hand  in  both 
of  hers,  saying,  *  M'sieur  le  cur6,  will  you 
be  my  friend  as  you  are  Antoine's  ? '  Then, 
even  before  I  had  time  to  answer,  she 
hurried  away  in  a  sudden  little  confusion  to 
the  hotel.  As  I  walked  on  I  thought  much 
of  my  friend,  the  good  Antoine,  feeling 
towards  him  like  a  father  who  has  a  small 
dread  in  his  heart  that  is  very  loving. 

"The  next  day,  I  was  surprised  very 
much  to  see  the  young  girl  in  Pont  Aven. 
She  had  come  from  Concarneau  in  a 
carriage.  I  heard  her  voice,  as  she  passed 
me,  bidding  the  coachman  drive  to  the 
home  of  Monsieur  le  cur^. 

"  *  Pardon,  Ma*mselle,*  said  I,  stepping 
forward,  *  is  it  not  me  you  are  seeking  ?  * 

**  *  It  is  indeed  you,  M'sieur  le  cur^,* 
she    answered,   and   her  cheeks   flushed, 

*  you  with  whom  I  would  talk.*  She  told 
her  driver  to  wait,  and  alighting  from  the 
carriage,   she   shook  my  hand,   saying — 

*  Come,  will  you  not  walk  with  me  a  little 
way  by  the  river  ?  It  is  for  this  conversation 
that  1  have  to-day  driven  to  Pont  Aven.  I 
hope  when  you  hear  the  things  I  shall  tell 
you  that  you  will  not  think  I  am  as  a 
young  girl  should  not  be.  Yesterday, 
when  I  asked  you  to  be  my  friend,  too,  as 
you  are  Antoine' s,  I  did  not  think  that  I 
should  come.  But  later  I  remembered 
that  in  your  eyes  there  was  a  kindness  for 
me,  therefore  I  have  visited  you.'  " 

The  cure  paused  and  looked  off  over  the 
water  from  the  quai  whereon  we  sat,  peer- 
ing through  the  mist  at  the  boats  of 
Concarneau.  They  were  now  returning 
slowly  under  the  full  stretch  of  their 
brown  canvas,  and  with  gunwales  almost 
wetted  by  the  weight  of  their  morning's  haul. 
Into  the  curb's  eyes  came  a  look  evidently 
like  that  of  which  the  girl  had  told  him. 
It  was  benign  and  full  of  kindness. 

"  We  crossed  the  little  bridge  in  Pont 
Aven,"  he  resumed  presently,  **and  while 
we  were  yet  only  just  come  to  the  path  by 
the  river,  she  began  to  speak  with  an 
embarrassment.  *M'sieur  le  cur6,  you 
are  Antoine's  most  good  friend  and 
counsellor,  therefore  I  beg  that  you  will 
persuade  him  to  come  with  me  to  Paris. 
There  we  shall  be  married  and  live  in 


the  fine  world — oh,  so  happily !  We  love 
each  other,  Antoine  and  I,'  she  went  on 
very  quickly,  as  though  if  she  hesitated 
she  would  have  no  courage  to  con- 
tinue. *  We  have  known  one  another 
not  long,  yet  we  are  sure.  But  listen, 
M'sieur  le  c\it6\  What  think  you  of 
Antoine  ?  He  will  not  leave  Concar- 
neau—  his  Concarneau,  kis  Finist^re — 
as  he  calls  them.  What  am  I  to  do  ? 
I  cannot  come  here  —  you  understand,. 
M'sieur — it  is  so  very  impossible,  a  thing 
like  that.  My  family,  my  position,  they 
would  disappear  1  Is  M'lle  de  Montpensier 
to  become  a  friend  of  peasants  ?  He  is 
noble — there  can  be  no  doubt — none  15 
more  truly  a  gentleman — and,  my  dear 
M'sieur  le  cur6,  we  love  each  other.' 

**  At  this,"  said  the  cur^,  **  she  turned 
aside  that  I  might  not  see  her  blushes,, 
while  I,  too,  looked  away  for  the  same 
reason.  But  soon  she  broke  out  again, 
petulantly :  '  Yes,  a  friend  of  peasants  I 
He  calls  them  friends ;  he  says  many  time» 
that  he  must  live  for  his  friends  in  Con- 
carneau. Ah,  good  Father,  you  will  see 
how  very  much  impossible  it  all  is  1  There- 
fore I  have  come  to  a^  you  to  persuade 
dear  Antoine.' 

**  We  stopped  then  in  our  walk  and 
looked  each  one  at  the  other,,  she  with  a 
petition  very  earnest  in  her  eyes,  and  I 
seeking  intently  to  fathom  in  them  the 
depth  of  her  sincerity.  Her  request 
brought  to  me  a  bewilderment,  but 
now  I  felt  towards  her  more  kindly  than 
at  first.  For  the  words  she  said  came 
so  breathlessly,  so  spontaneously,  that  it 
was  like  the  issuing  of  a  mountain  spring^ 
which  runs  forth  unable,  unwilling  to- 
restrain  itself — runs  forth,  under  the  eye 
of  some  solitary  traveller  only,  until,, 
lower,  it  becomes  the  great  river  which 
the  whole  world  mav  see.  IM'sieur,  there 
is  a  difference  between  this  and  a  fountain. 
I  decided  that  the  petite  Ma'mselle  was 
not  artificial,  therefore  I  said  :  *  Ma'mselle,. 
I  consent  to  go  and  see  Antoine  this  after- 
noon.' 

**  *  Then  come  in  my  carriage,'  said  she, 
with  a  smile  of  pleasure  and  many  words- 
of  thanks.     *  I  shall  leave  you  just  outside 
of  Concarneau,    that    you  may  be    with. 
Antoine  alone.' 
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**  Whereupon  we  drove  together,  as  she 
had  suggested.  But  I  noticed  now  a 
restraint  in  her  much  greater  than  before. 
It  seemed  as  though  her  request  being 
by  me  now  granted,  she  could  no  longer 
speak  so  freely  as  when  the  urgency  of  her 
desire  had  made  a  confidence  necessary. 
We  talked,  of  course,  much  about  Antoine, 
yet  of  little  things  much  too,  so  that  the 
time  of  our  drive  seemed  not  long  to  me, 
for  I  was  interested  truly  in  these  children. 
Thus  I  have  been  with  many  other  children, 
M*sieur— young  and  old  children,  for,  as  I 
tell  you,  I  am  a  grey  man  who  has  seen 
the  colours  of  those  who  live  life,  but  has 
himself  lived  ahvavs  without  his  own 
events.  For  her  the  drive  was  longer,  I 
know,  in  spite  of  that  gaiety  she  had 
which  first  deceived  me.  She  showed  at 
times  on  our  way  the  same  impatience  I 
had  seen  before  when  the  boat  was  late. 
But  when  we  arrived  near  to  Concarneau, 
she  shook  my  hand  and  said  :  'Ah, 
good  M'sieur  le  cure,  I  know  you  will  use 
a  great  persuasion — will  you  not  ?  ' 

*'  I  alighted  from  the  carriage,  and  stood 
for  a  moment  thinking.  '  Ma'mselle,*  said 
I,  *  I  have  promised  to  visit  Antoine.  I 
promise  now  that  as  he  talks  I  will  give 
my  heart  his  words,  and  what  my  heart 
answers  I  will  sav  to  him  in  return.' 

*'  With  this  she  seemed  dissatisfied. 
*  But,  father,  surely  you  will  advise  him 
to  come  and  prove  himself  worthy  of  the 
higher  life  ?  ' 

*'  *  Ma'mselle,  which  is  the  higher  life  }' 
I  asked. 

"  Hearing  me  say  that,  her  disappoint- 
ment grew.  *Ah,  M'sieur  le  cure,  I  fear 
you  will  but  little  help  me.'  But  I  saw  she 
understood  dimly  the  feeling  of  Antoine ; 
therefore  I  considered  her  more  worthy  of 
him.  I  said  :  *  From  my  heart,  Ma'msclle, 
my  mouth  shall  speak.  That  to  you  I 
promise.'  She  thanked  me,  pouting,  and 
bade  the  coachman  drive  away.  And 
as  she  went  she  brushed  her  hair  back 
with  her  hand.  I  think,  M'sieur,  the  palm 
of  it  touched  her  eyes." 

The  cur6  again  stopped  in  his  story. 
The  foremost  boats  of  the  fishing-smack 
had  come  almost  to  their  landing  places. 
He  looked  towards  them  vaguely  as  though 
they   were   still    but  dim    figures   in   the 


distant  mist,  and  as  if  the  little  Ma'mselle 
were  far  more  tangible,  with  the  palm  of 
her  hand  hiding  a  tear.  And  in  the  clear- 
ness of  his  eyes  it  was  not  difficult  to 
recognise  that  look  of  quick  perception 
which  might  see  not  only  the  great,  the 
deep  motives  of  life,  but  also  the  trivial 
pebbles  in  the  paths  of  those  motives — 
like  the  small  choking  back  of  a  woman's 
sob.  The  thoughts  of  the  cur^  soon 
found  words  again. 

"It  was  not  long,"  he  continued,  **  before 
I  came  upon  Antoine  mending  his  blue 
nets  in  the  early  afternoon.  *  My  dear 
Antoine,*  said  I,  after  our  greeting,  *  it 
is  upon  a  mission  very  important  that  I 
have  come  to-day  to  Concarneau.*  For  a 
minute  he  looked  at  me  with  interest,  then 
seeming  to  divine  by  my  expression  that  of 
which  I  would  speak,  he  bent  down  over 
his  nets  again,  saying,  *  All  real  missions 
are  important,  holy  Father.* 

**  *  Especially  those,'  I  answered,  *  which 
concern  real  affections  of  the  human 
heart.' 

*' '  Yes,  especially  those,  holy  Father  !  * 

"The  little  Ma'mselle,*  said  I,  coming 
instantly  to  my  subject,  *  has  told  me  of 
your  love  ! '  At  this  the  fingers  of  Antoine 
worked  even  more  diligently  among  the 
meshes  of  his  blue  net.  *  She  has  told 
me  that  you  have  not  the  desire  to  make 
her  life  your  life.'  When  I  said  that,  the 
words  of  Antoine  broke  slowly  through 
the  barrier  of  his  reserve,  as  when  a  dam 
gradually  loses  its  resistance. 

"  *  It  cannot  be  a  thing  accomplished,' 
said  he.  *  Never,  never,  dear  father. 
You — vou  of  all — should  understand. 
Think  of  your  own  life  given  up  to * 

"And  then,  M'sieur,"  continued  the 
cure,  interrupting  himself,  "  Antoine  held 
me  up  to  myself  for  an  example.  He  was 
ahvavs  so  indeed  a  child  at  heart  that  to 
him  the  lives  of  others  seemed  far  more 
good  than  they  were.  He  made  things  bigger 
and  better  than  rcalitv,  after  the  manner 
of  all  children.  When  I  was  a  very  little 
boy,  the  bridge  and  the  wheel  of  the  mill 
at  Pont  Aven  seemed  giants  of  an  archi- 
tecture and  of  a  mechanism  exceedingly 
marvellous.  Now  they  are  a  very  little 
bridge  and  a  very  little  wheel  that  is 
primitive.     Thus,  as  I  have  said,  Antoine 
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was  to  himself  small,  but  the  examples  he 
took  for  himself  to  follow  were  out  of  all 
proportion  extremely  good  and  large. 

"  *  I  can  never,  never  go  to  Paris/  said 
Antoine  then  to  me.  *  These  are  all  my 
friends  here.  For  them  I  try  to  do  the 
many  little  good  things  when  the  chances 
come.  These  little  good  things  seem 
to  catch  men  who  catch  other  men ;  at 
least,  so  I  try  to  believe — but  in  Paris, 
ah,  I  could  not  so  believe  there.  I  know 
that  doing  these  little  good  things  there 
would  be  like  casting  my  net  on  dry  land. 
There  are  hunters  for  dry  land  ;  their  guns 
they  understand  ;  but,  dear  Father,  Antoine 
is  a  fisherman ;  his  nets  he  understands 
only.  Antoine  has  lived  always  a  fisher- 
man, praying  to  St.  Pierre,  his  patron. 
St.  Pierre  would  listen  no  more  if  Antoine 
forsook  Concarneau.  No,  no,  no,  holy 
Father  ;  Antoine  shall  be  still  a  fisherman 
and  die  among  his  friends,  hoping  that 
St.  Pierre  will  then  say :  '*  It  is  well. 
When  you  gave  up  the  little  Ma'mselle 
that  long  time  ago  it  was  the  most  good 
thing  of  all."* 

"With  this  mention  of  the  young  girl 
Antoine's  face  changed.  The  look  of 
happiness  when  he  had  thought  of  St. 
Pierre's  praise  faded  quickly  to  one  show- 
ing a  deep  pain.  He  stared  into  the 
bottom  of  his  boat  near  the  quai.  I  sat 
thinking  of  the  plea  of  Mademoiselle,  yet 
speechless.  I  could  not  offer  even  a  word 
on  her  behalf.  This  Antoine  in  an  arti- 
ficial world  !  It  was  impossible  !  The  sky 
and  the  blue  water  showed  their  colour  in 
his  eyes,  indelibly.  There  is  a  certain 
bronze  hue,  very  deep,  the  sun  gives  to 
its  children  as  a  birthright — the  birthright 
is  seldom  sold.  It  has  a  depth  that  is 
not  only  physical,  but  spiritual.  We  who 
are  burned  brown  for  one  or  two  paltry 
summers  wear  a  masquerade  only.  It  is 
nothing.  We  cannot  at  all  know  from 
this  what  the  children  of  the  sun  under- 
stand. And  then  his  mission — '  All  real 
missions  are  important,  holy  Father,*  he 
had  said  to  me.  His  words  I  gave  to  my 
heart  as  I  had  promised  Ma*mselle, 
and  I  asked  my  heart,  '  Is  Antoine's 
real?'  Then,  as  I  watched  the  dull 
pain  show  in  his  face  like  the  hope- 
less desolation  after  a    furious   storm — 


desolation,  yet  peace — my  heart  answered, 
*  Yes,  Antoine's  is  real.* 

** '  But,  ah,  you  will  never  know  of  our 
love,*  he  said  at  last.  *  It  is  almost — 
almost  more  than  I  can  bear,*  and  his  head 
sank  to  his  breast ;  *  but  I  repeat,*  and  he 
raised  it  again,  speaking  with  a  slow 
mechanism,  *  with  my  friends  of  Concar- 
neau I  shall  stay  here.  Father,  always — 
always.' 

**  With  this  declaration  of  a  decision 
absolute  he  tied  knots  very  tight  indeed  in 
the  blue  net,  as  though  each  cord  bound 
firmer  his  resolve.  After  a  long  silence  I 
arose.  *  I  shall  go  and  seek  the  little 
Ma*mselle,  and  tell  her  that  to  you  I  can 
say  nothing,  for,  Antoine,  my  heart  is 
dumb,  and  will  not  endeavour  to  persuade 
you.*  He  grasped  my  hand,  but  made  no 
answer.  The  mist  of  the  blue  nets  was 
in  his  eyes.  Then  I  looked,  but  I  could  not 
find  Ma*mselle  in  Concarneau.  *  On  the 
next  boat  she  will  go  to  Beg  Meil,*  I 
thought,  for  I  could  not  believe  she  had 
gone  already.  So  alone  I  walked  along 
the  shore,  for  there  was  still  an  hour 
before  the  time  of  the  boat's  leaving.  Of 
the  two  children  I  thought,  and  wondered 
if  her  love  was  true  like  the  love  of 
Antoine.  Presently  again  I  saw  the  touch 
of  red  in  the  foreground  of  that  land- 
scape— the  solitary  figure  of  INIa'mselle 
coming  towards  me.  On  a  long  stretch 
of  beach  there  were  no  other  persons. 
From  her  neck  the  ends  of  a  scarlet  scarf 
were  blown  behind  by  the  wind,  lightly. 
We  stopped  and  spoke.  *  Ah,  petite 
Ma'mselle,*  said  I,  *  deep  in  me  there  is 
a  feeling  that  Antoine  is  right ;  therefore, 
to  you  I  have  been  no  help.  Ma*mselle, 
for  that  I  am  sorry.* 

**  She  looked  not  in  any  way  surprised. 
'  It  is  as  I  feared,  M*sieur  le  cure ;  with 
him  you  sympathise.  But  you  of  all 
persons,  if  you  had  been  otherwise,  could 
have  influenced  him.  To-morrow  I  leave 
Beg  Miel.  My  thanks  to  you,  Father — 
for  your  trouble.  Adieu.*  Then  she 
started  away,  for  her  voice  trembled,  and 
she  could  not  speak  further.  But  I 
followed,  saying  as  she  went :  *  Remember 
this,  Ma*mselle.  The  white  wave  comes 
in  to  find  her  strip  of  shore.  That  strip  of 
shore  may  lie  unseen,  untrodden,  one  quiet 
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spot  among  miles  of  barren  wilderness  ; 
yet  from  her  birthplace,  perhaps  from  the 
ocean's  midmost  part,  the  white  wave 
comes  to  that  one  spot  and  blesses  it. 
Adieu,  Ma'mselle.* 

"  She  stood  still,  thinking,  and  her  eyes 
were  on  a  small  white  wave  coming  to  our 
feet.  To  it  she  spoke  slowly  :  '  Thank 
your  ocean  little  wave  that  thus  it  kindly 
brings  you  to  Concameau  ;  but  remember 
that  with  many  of  your  sisters  it  is  not  so. 
Them  it  takes  to  other  places — yes,  yes,  in 
its  grasp  you  all  are  wholly — O  little  white 
waves  in  the  great  ocean.*  But  then  her 
words  faltered,  and  to  me  she  looked 
again  once  with  *  Adieu*  only  in  her  eyes. 

'*  I  bowed  and  left  her.  From  a  distant 
hill  I  looked  back,  unhappily.  On  the 
shore  the  little  IMa'mselle  sat,  looking 
across  the  water,  and  Antoine  busily  carry- 
ing baskets  of  fish,  walked  to  and  fro  near 
her,  but  with  a  jet  of  rock  between  them, 
so  that  each  the  other  could  not  see. 
Presently  she  bowed  her  head  low  and 
made  little  cascades  of  sand  through  her 
fingers.  I  wondered  if  her  whole  life 
would  flow  away  idly  too.  But  Antoine's 
head  I  noticed  thrown  back  like  his  big 
shoulders,  yet  his  eyes  went  not  above  the 
other  men,  who  carried  baskets  like  him- 
self." 

Here  the  cur^  once  more  paused  in  his 
narrative.  From  out  of  the  many  brown 
sails  that  neared  the  quai,  a  little  smoke- 
stack issued,  puffing  busily.  It  was  the 
steamer  coming  for  passengers  bound  to 
Beg  Meil — a  bit  of  mechanism  from 
behind  the  scenes,  shamelesslv  laid  bare 
before  the  audience. 

"  In  a  small  quarter  of  an  hour  we  shall 
go,'*  said  the  cure.  "  It  is  time  enough 
to  hear  the  end.  Soon  after  that  day  I 
went  to  Nantes  for  several  months,  and 
although  I  had  written  twice  to  Antoine, 
from  him  there  came  no  answt-r.  I 
was  distressed.  From  mv  thouLjfhts  I 
could  not  put  away  the  petite  IMa'mselle. 
In  my  mind  there  was  a  fear.  Therefore, 
the  day  after  I  returned  to  Pont  Aven, 
I  came  immediately  to  Concameau.  I 
sought  Antoine.  Oh,  yes ;  he  still  lived 
here.  Where  else,  pray,  should  Antoine 
le  Guec  live  ?  This  I  was  told,  and  heard 
it  gladly.     He  was  not  yet  back  with  the 


boats.  At  noon  I  might  expect  him.  So. 
here  I  waited  on  the  quai,  and  at  last, 
when  the  sun  went  to  the  top  of  the  sky, 
the  sails  approached  slowly.  Finally,  on 
the  side  of  one  newly  painted,  I  saw  its 
name,  S/.  Pierre. '  From  its  stem  the 
brownest,  the  biggest  man  of  all,  stepped 
up  on  to  the  quai.  *  Ah,  dear  Father,  at 
last  you  have  come,*  he  said.  *  I  knew 
not  vour  address,  but  I  wrote  to  Pont 
Aven.  I  thought  you  would  long  aga 
have  answered.*  After  he  had  shaken  my 
hand  very  hard  indeed,  I  told  him  that  his 
letter,  doubtless,  had  been  lost ;  for  I  had 
never  seen  it.  I  noticed  no  more  of  the 
sorrow  in  his  eyes.  *  Probably,*  1  thought, 
'  even  by  him  it  is  forgotten — or  buried 
very  deep.* 

"  *  Let  us  go  to  the  house,*  he  said,  and 
closed  his  lips  tight,  as  though  to  lock  in 
other  words,  and  walked  ahead  of  me. 
Through  several  streets  we  went  thus  in 
silence,  past  all  the  fishwives  kneeling 
before  their  baskets,  salting  plentifully 
their  sardines  and  laying  cool  green  ferns 
among  them.  At  last,  behind  one  of 
these  women  we  stopped.  Then,  softly, 
Antoine  alone  approached  her.  But  his 
sabots  were  too  heavy  for  her  quick  ears. 
She  turned  and  saw  us  both.  *  Ah,  ah, 
said  I,  with  a  long  breath  of  surprise,  *  it 
is  the  petite  Ma*mselle  !  * 

"  *  No,  no,  Father,*  she  returned,  with  a 
great  deal  of  colour  coming  into  the  cheeks 
that  were  now  very  brown,  like  his.  *  The 
petite  ^Madame  ! '  She  laughed  joyfully, 
while  a  strand  of  golden  hair  blew  down 
and  touched  the  corners  of  her  little  mouth, 
as  it  used  to  do  the  year  before  and  vex 
her.  Antoine  stood  looking  at  both  of 
us,  speechless,  the  full  power  of  the  mid- 
day light  in  his  eyes.  She  stood  up  and 
held  out  a  green  fern  which  had  been 
meant  for  the  sardines.  *  Please  consider 
it  an  olive  branch  of  peace,*  she  said,  *  for 
you  know,  INl'sieur  le  cwx^,  several  months 
ago  I  was  very  angry  with  you,  but  now  I 
am  not  so  at  all.' 

"  Then  out  of  my  heart  came  the  words, 
*  Bless  you,  dear  children — my  children  of 
the  sun * 

** '  And  of  the  ocean,'  she  added,  look- 
ing up  at  Antoine  ;  *  for,  Father,  is  it  that 
you  have  forgotten  the  little  white  wave?*  ** 


Zbe  Cnglisb  JUustrateb  ^agasine. 
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IR,  I  am  unable  to  agree  with 
you,"  said  the  Professor,  rather 
impatiently.  **  I  hold  that  there  is  as 
much  romance  in  the  world  now  as  there 
was  in  the  old  days  of  chivalry.  The 
commonplace  is,  as  it  were,  the  still 
.surface  of  a  lake.  Those  who  look  idly 
upon  the  surface  see  merely  the  reflection 
of  familiar  surroundings ;  but  those  who 
choose  to  peer  down  into  the  depths 
see  strange  and  wonderful  happenings." 

We  were  sitting  in  the  smoking-room 
on  board  the  P.  and  O.  Company's 
ss.  On'en/a/,  which  had  just  left  Malta, 
where  we  had,  of  course,  inspected  the 
collection  of  suits  of  mail.  Professor 
Nauheim,  F.Z.S.,  had  been  holding  forth 
on  the  days  of  chivalry,  when  Mr.  Jones 
(who  is,  I  believe,  a  City  magnate)  made 
the  inevitable  remark  that  the  world  is  very 
commonplace  nowadays. 

•*  I  quite  agree  with  you,  Professor," 
said  Major  Alan  Tremanoc,  **  and  I  think 
your  simile  very  aptly  illustrates  your 
theory ;  but,  curiously  enough,  I  am  in 
possession  of  data  which  prove  even  the 
simile  to  be  a  literal  fact." 

**  Tell  us  the  story,  Major,"  said  the 
Doctor. 

*'  Well,  I  was  thinking  of  Lake  Basinki," 
resumed  the  Major.  **  It  lies  in  the 
Eastern  Caucasus,  as  you  can  sec  on  any 
good  map,  but  as  it  is  rather  difficult  of 
access,  and  not  on  the  way  to  anywhere, 
very  little  is  Juiown  about  it.  It  was  from 
an  artist,  who  has  sketched  a  good  deal  in 
the  Caucasus,  that  I  first  heard  of  it.  He 
had  never  actually  seen  the  lake,  but  had 
heard  many  strange  tales  concet^ing  it, 
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and  said  that  the  local  belief  in  them 
was  sufficiently  strong  to  have  induced  a 
Russian  friend  of  his  to  go  to  the  lake, 
with  the  idea  of  ascertaining  what  gave  rise 
to  the  legends.  Notwithstanding  a  promise 
to  write  particulars  of  the  investigation,  he 
had  heard  nothing  of  his  friend  since  his 
departure,  some  eighteen  months  before. 

"  My  interest  was  sufficiently  aroused 
to  cause  me  to  determine  to  explore  Lake 
Basinki  myself;  and  having  ascertained 
that  liaku,  on  the  Caspian,  was  the  nearest 
town  of  any  size,  I  had  my  canoe  sent 
there.  I  should,  perhaps,  say  that  I  am 
an  enthusiastic  canoeist,  and  that  the 
canoe  I  refer  to  has  a  thin  steel  sheathing, 
and  is  so  constructed  that  it  can  easily  be 
taken  to  pieces  and  put  together  again. 
I  also  secured  tlie  services  of  a  coupje  of 
Swiss  guides,  and  went  with  them  to  make 
a  preliminary  investigation. 

**  After  some  days  of  troublesome  search 
and  climbing,  with  the  details  of  which  I 
will  not  bother  you,  we  came  out  uf)on  a 
great  tableland,  cleft  by  a  tremendous 
chasm,  and  in  the  chasm  lay  Lake 
Basinki,  6000  ft.  below  us.  But  for  one 
long  streak  of  light  green  on  the  nearer 
side,  the  water  was  so  dark  as  to  appear 
almost  black.  We  estimated  the  length 
of  the  lake,  which  turned  and  twisted  a 
good  deal,  at  about  fifteen  miles,  and  the 
width,  for  the  most  part,  was  about  a  mile, 
but  in  the  widest  part — ^^just  below  us — ^two 
miles.  Opposite  to  where  we  stood,  a 
great  wedge  seemed  to  have  been  hewn 
out  of  the  precipitous  cliffs ;  probably  a 
landslip,  at  some  far  distant  time,  formed 
what  is  now  a  well-wooded  promontory, 
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reaching  out  into  the  lake.  Othen^'ise 
there  seemed  to  be  little  to  break  the 
sheer  descent  of  the  rugged  cliffs,  which 
run  right  round  the  northern  end,  but  form 
a  narrow  gorge  at  the  other — as  it  were,  the 
outlet  of  the  cul  de  sac  in  which  Lake 
Basinki  lies.  This  gorge  runs  a  couple  of 
miles  further  south  before  it  broadens 
out  into  a  valley,  and  is,  I  think,  the  only 
way  of  access  to  the  lake,  and  that 
by  no  meafis  an  easy  one.  Here  we 
were  able  to  descend,  and  after  pro- 
ceeding a  little  way  along  the  valley,  we 
came  to  a  few  dilapidated  huts.  The 
only  inhabitant  we  saw  was  an  uncouth 
cretin,  partially  clothed  in  dirty  goat- 
skins. He  seemed  hardly  able  to  speak — 
certainly  no  dialect  or  language  that  I 
could  understand  ;  though  the  word 
Basinki  had  the  effect  of  making  him 
scowl  and  shake  his  fist  in  the  direction 
of  the  lake.  He  devoured  some  food 
ravenously  enough,  tearing  it  to  pieces 
with  his  claw  -  like  fingers ;  but  as  we 
could  get  no  information  from  him,  we 
pushed  on  down  the  valley,  and  a  couple 
of  days'  journey  brought  us  to  Baku. 

**  Having  hired  carriers  to  bring  the 
sections  of  the  canoe  and  certain  stores, 
we  set  out  again  for  Lake  Basinki,  taking 
the  route  we  had  returned  by  ;  but  when 
we  got  as  far  as  the  huts  my  carriers 
flatly  refused  to  go  any  further.  Whether 
they  were  able  to  understand  the  inarticu- 
late grunts  of  the  half-witted  inhabitant  1 
cannot  say  ;  but  they  not  only  refused  to 
proceed,  they  actually  tried  to  dissuade 
me  from  doing  so,  though  I  could  get  no 
definite  reason.  They  merely  said  it  was 
*  bad,  dangerous,'  and  that  I  had  not  told 
them  I  was  going  to  Lake  Basinki — which 
was  quite  true. 

"  However,  I  managed  with  the  guides' 
assistance  to  get  the  canoe  and  stores 
through  the  gorge  ;  and  after  putting  the 
sections  together,  we  returned  to  the  huts 
for  the  night.  In  the  morning  I  gave  the 
guides  instructions  to  wait  for  a  couple  of 
days  with  the  carriers,  and,  if  I  had  not 
then  returned,  to  climb  to  the  place 
whence  we  had  first  seen  Lake  Basinki, 
and  to  examine  the  promontor}'  with  their 
glasses.     I   then   proceeded   through   the 


gorge,  and  in  launching  my  canoe  made 
my  first  discovery.  This  was  that  the 
water  was  much  warmer  than  the  air,  and 
also  quite  salt — sea-water,  in  fact. 

"A  couple  of  hours'  paddling  brought 
me  to  the  promontory,  which  jutted  out 
into  the  lake  in  semicircular  fashion,  the 
distance  from  its  furthest  projection  to 
the  point  where  the  precipitous  cliffs  met 
again  at  an  angle  being  about  a  mile 
and  a  half.  On  the  side  which  I  first 
approached,  great  slabs  of  rock  formed  a 
natural  terrace  at  the  height  of  a  few 
feet  above  the  level  of  the  water.  On 
the  further  side  a  quantity  of  debris  had 
formed  a  shelving  beach,  which  continued 
for  some  twenty  yards  underwater  and  then 
dipped  vertically.  Between  the  terrace  and 
the  beach  a  little  inlet  provided  me  with  a 
harbour — a  smooth,  rocky  basin  containing 
about  five  feet  of  water.  Here  I  landed, 
and  drew  my  canoe  out  of  the  water. 

**  First  of  all  I  walked  along  the  terrace. 
The  water  was  singularly  transparent,  and 
evidently  of  great  depth.  Here  and  there 
I  could  see  indistinctly,  far  below  the 
surface,  that  some  huge  submarine  growth 
formed  dark  patches  against  the  grey  rock. 
Its  gigantic  fronds  swayed  slowly  to  and 
fro,  proving  the  existence  of  currents  that 
were  not  apparent  on  the  surface  of  the 
lake.  As  I  returned  along  the  edge  of  the 
belt  of  trees,  I  heard  a  splash  just  by  my 
little  harbour,  and  looking  over  the  Q<^^^  of 
the  terrace,  saw  a  large  fish  floating  on 
his  side,  apparently  in  the  last  stage  of 
exhaustion.  With  the  assistance  of  mv 
paddle  I  steered  him  into  the  rocky  basin, 
where,  with  one  final  effort  to  right  himself, 
he  gave  up  the  ghost.  The  fish  was  a 
small  sturgeon,  about  seven  feet  long — one 
of  the  species  common  in  the  Caspian, 
I  think  ;  and  turning  him  over,  I  saw  that 
two  of  the  lateral  abdominal  bony  plates 
had  been  torn  off,  causing  a  great  rent, 
which  was  no  doubt  the  cause  of  his  death. 
Further,  there  was  a  curiously  swollen 
circular  bruise  just  above  the  anal  fin. 
I  held  a  sort  of  inquest  on  the  fish,  but 
came  to  no  conclusion,  as  it  did  not  seem 
probable  that  a  slow-swimming  fish  like 
the  sturgeon  could  damage  itself  in  this 
way  against  a  sharp  rock. 
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"  Turning  now  to  walk  along  the  beach, 
I  noticed  that  parts  of  it  glistened 
in  a  curious  way ;  and  coming  nearer, 
found  slimy  trails,  as  though  enormous 
snails  had  crawled  about  the  beach 
in  all  directions.  In  some  places  the 
channels  in  the  loose  shingle  were  as 
deep  as  though  heavy  barrels  had  been 
dragged  over  it,  and  where  grass  and 
flowers  grew,  they  were  much  bruised  and 
broken.  I  noticed  also  a  disagreeable 
fishy  smell,  much*  like  the  odour  of  some 
of  the  coarse  fresh- water  fish — roach,  for 
instance — but.  more  acrid  and  nauseating. 
The  beach  was  about  three-quarters  of  a 
mile  in  length,  and  there  were  trails  on  all 
parts  of  it ;  some  of  them  leading  towards 
the  belt  of  trees,  which  here  formed  an 
irregular  line  some  fifty  yards  from  the 
water's  edge.  The  trees  were  chiefly 
pines,  many  of  them  being  of  great  size ; 
and  as  I  followed  the  trails  into  the  wood, 
I  noticed  that  many  trees  had  been  felled — 
with  what,  I  am  not  prepared  to  say.  It 
was  rough  work,  and  the  stumps  being 
overgrown  with  moss,  and  having  a  lot  of 
new  growth,  it  was  difficult  to  say  when 
they  had  been  cut  down — perhaps  five  or 
ten  years  before  my  visit. 

**The  trails  seemed  to  follow  rough  path- 
ways, and  going  along  one  of  these,  I 
came  suddenly  upon  a  log  hut,  surrounded 
by  a  remarkable  fence.  The  hut  I  was 
hardly  surprised  to  see,  but  the  fence  was 
extraordinary.  Two  rows  of  rough  pine 
logs  had  been  driven  firmly  into  the  earth, 
forming,  with  heavy  transverse  pieces,  a 
strong  double  fence.  On  this  framework 
a  quantity  of  stout,  sharply  pointed  stakes 
were  secured,  pointing  upwards  and  out- 
wards in  all  directions,  so  as- to  present  a 
formidable  chevaux-de-frise.  The  whole 
was  about  five  feet  high,  and  the  logs 
were  secured  together  partly  by  a  sort  of 
rough  dovetailing,  partly  by  thongs  of 
what  I  took  to  be  leather.  There  was  no 
gate,  but  it  was  so  easy  to  climb  the  fence 
that  I  could  see  no  reason  for  its  having 
been  built.  Several  small  trees  were 
flourishing  inside  the  fence,  and  a  lot  of 
rank  undergrowth ;  and  as  I  leapt  down 
into  the  enclosure,  something  cracked  under 
my  foot.    Clearing  away  the  long  grass,  I 


saw  that  I  had  broken  a  couple  of  ribs  of  a 
human  skeleton,  which  proved  to  be  that  of 
a  man  of  low  stature,  but  of  exceptional 
strength,  as  the  massive  curved  bones  and 
rough  attachments  for  the  muscles  indicated. 
The  skull  and  one  leg  were  missing. 

"I  now  turned  my  attention  to  the 
hut,  which  was  built  of  the  same  rough 
materials  as  the  fence,  except  that  over 
the  roof-logs  lay  a  clumsy  thatch,  com- 
posed of  small  branches  and  the  remains 
of  some  sedge-like  grass,  on  which  heavy 
stones  lay.  The  floor  was  formed  of 
carefully  adjusted  flat  stones,  between 
which  blades  of  grass  had  here  and  there 
forced  their  way.  Some  shrivelled  skins 
were  scattered  about  on  the  floor,  and 
what  had  no  doubt  been  a  lean-to  door 
now  lay  across  one  comer  of  the  hut,  and  on 
this  reposed  a  curious  collection  of  articles. 

'^  In  the  first  place,  I  saw  the  skull  and 
thigh-bone  belonging  to  the  skeleton  I 
had  found,  but  none  of  the  remaining 
leg-bones.  Further,  there  was  quite  a 
small  collection  of  stone  implements  of 
various  kinds,  comprising  hatchets,  .spear- 
heads, sling-stones,  etc. ;  and  there  was 
also  a  quantity  of  wooden  stakes,  pointed 
at  both  ends,  and  notched  in  the  middle. 
These  latter  varied  in  length  from-  six 
inches  to  a  couple  of  feet,  and  beside  a 
bundle  of  them  lay  the  most  incongruous 
object  of  all :  a  pipe — a  silver-mounted 
briarwood  pipe,  bearing  the  recent  English 
hall-mark.'  When  I  picked  up  the  thigh- 
bone I  saw  that  it  was  incomplete.  Now 
I  happen  to  have  this  in  my  cabin,  as  it 
is  on  its  way  to  a  museum ;  and  before  I 
go  any  further,  I  should  like  you  to  have  a 
look  at  it.** 

The  Major  brought  to  us  a  short,  strong 
femur,  and  passed  it  round  for  inspection. 
About  an  inch  of  the  massive  lower  end 
was  missing— apparently  cleanly  cut  off". 

"Amputated!**  said  Mr.  Jones,  with 
decision. 

**  Then  perhaps  you  consider  that  these 
curious  concentric  rings,  like  the  section 
of  a  tree-trunk,  merely  indicate  the  man*s 
age,**  suggested  Major  Tremanoc.  "  What 
do  you  think,  Doctor  ?  ** 

"You  can  hardly  call  them  concentric 
rings,**  replied  the  Doctor ;  "  it  is  a  rough 
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spiral,  if  you  examine  it  closely.  The 
bone  has  been  cut ;  but  no  surgeon's  saw 
ever  made  such  marks." 

**That  is  the  conclusion  I  came  to," 
continued  the  Major ;  **  and  then  I  went 
out  to  explore  the  woods.  I  found  several 
huts  resembling  the  one  I  have  described, 
but  none  so  large,  nor  in  such  good 
repair.  All  contained  stone  implements, 
and  were  surrounded  by  the  curious  fences ; 
and  in  one  hut  there  was  another  skeleton — 
that  of  a  female,  I  think,  but  one  of  the 
roof-logs  had  fallen  in  and  broken  it  so 
much  that  I  was  hardly  able  to  judge. 

"  There  were  very  few  of  the  slimy  trails 
after  leaving  the  first  hut,  and  excepting 
a  weasel  or  two,  I  saw  no  animal  more 
dangerous  than  a  squirrel.  I  noticed 
the  remains  of  what  I  suppose  to  have 
been  arboreal  dwellings,  or  shelters,  and 
with  some  difficulty  I  climbed  up  to  inspect 
a  few,  but  beyond  the  rough  log  platforms 
they  presented  no  feature  of  interest.  I 
tound  also  a  couple  of  mounds  covered 
with  heaps  of  stones — graves,  I  suppose — 
and  a  spring  of  fresh  water  near  the  first 
hut. 

"As  I  made  my  way  back  I  was  surprised 
to  hear  the  water  plash  against  the 
terrace  and  ripple  up  the  beach  ;  and  on 
emerging  from  the  trees  I  saw  a  succession 
of  little  waves  coming  in — much  as  though 
a  steamer  had  passed.  As  it  was  a  perfectly 
still  day  it  was  difficult  to  account  for  it ; 
but  my  exploration  had  occupied  the 
whole  day,  and  I  was  too  hungry  and  tired 
to  wonder  much  at  anything ;  so  after 
getting  some  food  and  my  sleeping-bag 
out  of  the  canoe — not  forgetting  my  heavy 
army  revolver — I  lay  down  in  the  first  hut, 
and  slept  soundly  till  some  time  after 
sunrise. 

**  My  first  idea  on  waking  was  to  dive  in 
off  the  terrace  and  have  a  swim  in  tfe  clear 
warm  water.  On  the  way,  however,  I 
paused  to  look  at  my  canoe,  and  noticed  that 
the  sturgeon  which  I  had  left  in  the  little 
harbour  had  disappeared  during  the  night. 
As  I  was  quite  certain  that  the  fish  was 
dead  .when  L  examined^  it,,  and  realised 
that  I  was  no  bigger  than  the  sturgeon,  1 
decided  to  postpone  my  swim,  and  took 
my  tub  in  the  little  harbour.      If  I  had 


carried  out  my  first  intention  I  should 
probably  not  have  required  any  break- 
fast ;  as  it  was,  I  made  a  hearty  one,  and 
then  paddled  out  from  my  harbour  to 
explore  the  lake. 

*'  1  had  with  me  some  strong,  fine  lines 
of  one  hundred  fathoms  each,  and  a  couple 
of  heavy  sea-leads,  and  to  begin  with,  took 
a  sounding  at  the  distance  of  a  few  yards 
from  the  terrace.  The  line  was  coiled  on 
the  bottom  of  my  canoe,  and  I  let  it  run 
slowly  between  my  fingers,  but  the  heavy 
lead  had  onlv  carried  out  a  dozen  fathoms 
when  it  stopped  with  -  the  soft  shock  that 
announces  a  muddy  bottom.  I  felt  sure, 
from  the  sheer  descent  of  the  cliffs,  that 
the  lead  had  not  approached  the  bottom 
of  the  lake,  but  was  probably  resting  on  a 
projecting  ledge,  where  mud  had  collected 
in  spite  of  the  currents,  so  I  proceeded  to 
haul  up.  In  some  way  the  line  had 
become  heavily  weighted,  and  I  had  only 
pulled  in  a  few  feet  against  a  sort  of  inert 
resistance  when  the  line  was  sharply 
twitched  out  of  my  fingers ;  three  or  four 
fathoms  shot  rapidly  down  into  the  water, 
and  then  came  an  abrupt  stop.  Now  I 
could  pull  as  hard  as  I  liked,  with  no 
result,  except  to  ascertain  that  the  line  was 
drawn  in  to  the  side  of  the  cliff,  where 
some  unknown  power  held  it  firmly,  eighty 
feet  below  the  surface.  All  that  I  could 
do  was  to  cut  the  line,  and  about  half  a 
mile  further  out,  I  dropped  my  other  lead 
over  the  side  of  the  canoe.  This  time 
seventy  fathoms  of  line  ran  steadily  down 
into  the  dark  water,  and  then  slowed.  I 
was,  for  some  reason,  so  convinced  that 
the  mysterious  lake  was  of  a  depth  beyond 
ordinary  measurement  that  I  felt  some- 
what disappointed  ;  but  when  I  hauled  up 
the  line,  it  came  with  such  ease  that  I 
knew  it  must  have  broken.  I  was,  how-  ' 
ever,  mistaken,  for  there  were  only  a  few 
inches  missing,  and  the  strands  were 
cleanly  cut.  Not  only  that,  but  as  there 
had  been  no  perceptible  shock  or  sway, 
the  line  must  have  been  severed  by.  some- 
thing rising  from  a  greater  depth.  Well, 
I  had  no  more  leads  with  me  ;  so  I  now 
paddled  directly  towards  the  other  side, 
where,  judging  from  the  patches  of  vege- 
tation, I  supposed   the    cliiTs  to  be  less 
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precipitolis.  I  went  along  slowly,  specu- 
lating as  to  what  had  become  of  my  leads 
and  looking  about  me  to  admire  the 
towering  cliffs,  and  had  got  a  little  more 
than  half-way  across  the  lake  when  my 
canoe  suddenly  stopped.  When  I  ^z.y  stopped^ 
I  mean  there  was  a  sudden  jerk ;  the  canoe 
moved  forward  a  few  feet,  and  then  gently 
back,  with  the  stern  dipping  slightly.  A 
couple  of  vigorous  strokes  with  the  paddle' 
produced  the  same  result ;  and  I  remember 
my  sudden  absurd  conviction  that  some- 
one was  playing  a  practical  joke  on  me. 
Placing  the  broad  paddle-blade  fiat  on 
the  water,  I  was  about  to  bend  over  the 
side  to  ascertain,  if  possible,  what  had 
arrested  my  progress,  when  two  green 
things  suddenly  splashed  into  sight ;  one 
wrapped  itself  round  the  shaft  of  my 
paddle  close  to  my  hand  ;  the  other  came 
down  on  the  blade  with  a  resounding 
thwack ;  and  in  an  instant  the  paddle  was 
torn  out  of  mv*  hands  and  had  vanished 
below  the  water.  The  occurrence  was 
so  instantaneous  that  I  can  only  describe 
what  I  saw  as  two  things  resembling  an 
elephant's  trunk  in  shape  and  size,  but 
of  the  colour  of  bright-green  seaweed. 
The  canoe  rolled  to  the  gunwale,  and  was 
within  an  ace  of  capsizing,  but  by  throw- 
ing myself  to  the  other  side  I  just  pre- 
vented this,  and  felt  as  she  righted  that 
the  restraining  power  was  removed.  I 
always  carry  a  spare  paddle,  and  hastily 
retreated  a  few  yards  before  tr}ing  to  see 
anything  further. 

**  The  salt  water  had  splashed  into  my 
eyes,  and  at  first  I  could  only  see  by  the 
colour  of  the  water  that  I  was  no  longer 
over  the  deep  part  of  the  lake  ;  but  as  the 
disturbed  water  became  quieter,  I  saw  the 
green  coils  of  my  late  assailant  twisting 
below  the  surface,  a  little  ahead  of  the 
canoe,  and,  coming  from  a  greater  depth, 
a  shimmering  of  vivid  colour. 

**\Vhen  I  could  at  last  see  clearly,  I 
seemed  to  be  looking  down  upon  a  strange 
and  gorgeous  flower.  It  was,  however,  as 
I  soon  realised,  an  enormous  sea  anemone, 
or  actinia.  Its  disc  was,  I  should  say, 
quite  fifteen  feet  across.  Several  outer 
rings  of  long  green  tentacles  moved  rest- 
lessly through  the  water  in  all  directions. 


whilst  the  inner  rows  of  tentacles  were 
much  shorter,  and  of  a  brilliant  scarlet. 
A  few  of  these  latter  held  my  paddle, 
which  had  already  partially  disappeared  in 
the  creature's  mouth.  I  suppose  the  brute 
found  that  it  was  not  nutritious,  for  it 
presently  released  the  paddle,  which  rose 
slowly  to  the  surface,  where,  for  the  time, 
I  left  it,  not  liking  to  go  within  reach  of 
those  huge  green  tentacles  again. 

**  I  was  now — as  I  subsequently  ascer- 
tained— in  eighteen  feet  of  water,  so  I 
am  not  wrong  in  fixing  the  minimum 
length  of  the  long  tentacles  at  twenty 
feet.  The  bottom  seemed  to  be  of  light- 
coloured  stone  or  sand,  extending  for 
some  distance  on  one  side  of  my  canoe, 
but  falling  abruptly  into  black  depths  on 
the  other,  so  that  I  floated  above  the  edge 
of  a  great  submarine  precipice.  Running 
my  eye  along  this,  I  saw  a  dark  object, 
something  like  a  piece  of  ship's  cable, 
curve  into  sight  over  the  edge,  followed 
closely  by  another,  and  then  another — 
five  of  them  altogether — reminding  me 
somewhat  of  huge  black  horse -leeches. 
These  came  slowly  towards  me,  nosing 
over  the  ground  like  dogs  quartering  a 
field.  Following  in  their  wake,  a  pointed 
black  snout  of  enormous  size  suddenly 
showed  up,  and  the  head  and  waving 
pectoral  fins  of  some  huge  sea-snake 
were  sharply  defined  against  the  light 
ground.  But  for  an  occasional  wavering 
gleam  in  the  black  water,  I  could  see 
nothing  of  the  body,  for  the  creature 
remained  stationary.  As  the  small 
ones  came  nearer,  I  saw  that  they 
were  of  the  shape  and  size  of  large 
conger  eels,  but  perfectly  black ;  and 
by  some  means  the  great  actinia  was 
aware  of  their  approach,  for  several  of  the 
long  green  tentacles  reached  out  in  that 
direction,  their  ends  restlessly  curling  and 
uncurling  in  a  grotesque  beckoning  fashion. 
The  first  eel  that  came  within  reach  was 
seized  immediately,  and  handed,  struggling 
violently,  to  the  inner  rows  of  tentacles, 
and  by  them  to  the  blood-red  mouth.  Its 
companions  darted  back  into  deep  water; 
but  the  huge  conger,  as  though  suddenly 
aware  of  what  was  happening,  dashed  at 
the  actinia  with  a  swish  of  its  great  tail 
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that  sent  the  water  boiling  to  the  surface, 
and  buried  its  snout  in  the  yielding  body 
at  the  base  of  the  long  tentacles.  Quick 
as  the  rush  was,  the  actinia  was  prepared 
for  it.  Like  the  lash  of  a  whip,  the  lithe 
green  tentacles  cut  through  the  water, 
fastening  on  the  great  eel  and  enfolding 
it  from  head  to  tail.  Then  each  seemed 
powerless  to  do  further  harm  to  the  other, 
for  although  the  conger  had  its  teeth 
firmly  fixed  in  the  body  of  the  actinia,  it 
could  neither  open  nor  close  its  jaws : 
the  long  tentacles  were  wrapped  about  it 
like  spider*s  thread  round  some  large  fly. 
Its  most  violent  struggles  only  served  to 
draw  its  bonds  tighter,  till  at  last  it  lay  as 
a  great  black  semicircle  on  a  ground  of 
brilliant  colour.  So  they  lay  for  a  time. 
Presently  I  noticed  that  the  tail  of  the 
conger  was  slowly  and  gradually  being 
forced  upwards,  and  over  the  centre  of 
the  disc.  The  tactics  of  the  actinia  then 
became  clear,  being  simply  to  bend  the 
eel  upon  itself,  so  as  to  snap  its  backbone. 

*'  Before  this  could  happen,  my  canoe 
rose  and  fell  on  the  heaving  water,  the  while 
four  more  great  congers  darted  to  the 
attack.  As  they  reached  their  enemy  they 
separated,  two  going  straight  at  it,  whilst 
two,  swerving  to  the  far  side,  turned,  and 
buried  their  teeth  in  the  palpitating  body 
of  the  actinia.  With  the  first  two  it  was 
able  in  some  small  degree  to  contend,  but 
against  the  simultaneous  attack  of  the 
others  it  could  do  nothing.  They  took 
firm  hold  at  the  roots  of  the  tentacles, 
and  then,  extending  their  bodies  per- 
fectly straight  in  the  water,  began 
to  spin  round  and  round  with  extra- 
ordinary rapidity,  thus  wrenching  violently 
away  great  masses  of  tentacle  and  living 
flesh,  and  simply  tearing  the  actinia  to 
pieces.  No  sooner  was  one  piece  torn 
away  than  the  attack  was  renewed,  whilst 
the  writhing  fragments  were  pounced  upon 
and  devoured  by  a  quantity  of  smaller  eels 
that  were  attracted  to  the  scene.  A  thick 
oily  scum  rose  gradually  to  the  surface, 
and  spreading  far  and  wide,  prevented  my 
seeing' any  more. 

**  Paddling  clear  of  the  scum,  I  made 
my  way  slowly  across  the  shallow  water, 
keeping  a  sharp  look-out  for  the  actiniae, 


of  which  I  saw  several  of  varying  sizes 
before    again     coming    to    deep    water. 
More  than  one  had  some  luckless  fish  in 
its  clutches ;  but  I  did  not  go  near  enough 
to  determine  the  species.      On  this  side 
the  bottom   sloped   gradually,   and   at   a 
distance  of  a  quarter  of  a  mile  from  the 
shore  I  could  still  see  it  indistinctly.     A 
good  many  sturgeon  were  rooting  for  food 
in  their  sluggish  way ;    and  I  saw  many 
other  large  fish,  whose  species  1  did  not 
recognise.     On  this,  the  east  side  of  the 
lake,  the  cliff's  are  more  irregular,  and  it 
would  be  possible  to  land  in  several  places 
where    debris    has    accumulated    in    the 
fissures,  though  one  could  not  ascend  from 
there.     I  approached  one  place  where  a 
dozen  trees  had  managed  to  take  root  and 
flourish,  with  the  idea  of  landing ;  but  an 
ominous  little  ripple  as  I  neared  the  base 
of  the  cliffs,  and  a  glimpse  of  bright  green 
showing  for  an  instant  at  the  surface  of 
the  water,  caused  me  to  change  my  mind. 
On  my  return  journey  to  the  promontory 
I  picked  up  my  paddle,  and  also  secured 
a  piece   of  green   tentacle  which   floated 
near  it — the  only  remaining  fragment,  as 
far  as  I  could  see,  of  the  great  actinia.     I 
had,  unfortunately,  no  means  of  preserving 
it ;  but  this  piece  was  five  feet  in  length, 
and  terminated  in  a  disc  three  inches  in 
diameter,  much  resembling  the  sucker  of 
an  octopus.     The  diameter  at  the  severed 
end  was    nearly   five    inches,    the    semi- 
transparent  outer  skin  rather  rough,  and 
the  muscular  developments  very  powerful. 
**  Night  was  falling  by  the  time  I  had 
completed    this    day's    survey,    so,    after 
having  some  food,  1  got  into  my  sleeping- 
bag,  and  lay  down  as  before  in  the  hut. 
I  suppose  I  had  slept  for  a  couple  of  hours 
when  I  woke  to  hear  once  more  the  water 
splashing    up  the  beach,   and   I   hurried 
down  to  ascertain,  if  possible,  the  cause. 
The  moon  was  high  above  the  lake,  and 
on  the  beach  I  saw  a  curious  sight. 

**  Several  of  the  enormous  congers  were 
rolling  and  splashing  in  the  shoal- water. 
Here  the  moonlight  fell  upon  a  mas- 
sive head ;  there  it  reflected  dully  from 
great,  sinuous,  undulating  curves.  Further 
out,  long  dorsal  fins  formed  dark  ser- 
pentine streaks  on  the  water,  whilst  now 
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and  again  the  flap  of  a  mighty  tail  re- 
sounded through  the  night,  splashing  the 
water  high  into  the  air.  From  time  to 
time  the  monsters  gave  vent  to  a 
hoarse  '  glauk,'  like  the  stifled  croak 
of  some  gigantic  frog  ;  and  the  air 
was  filled  with  the  acrid,  sickening 
odour  that  I  had  previously  noticed.  Two 
or  three  of  them  were  out  of  the  water, 
writhing  and  squirming  about  the  beach, 
possibly  to  scrape  off"  parasites.  That  may 
be  so,  but  as  I  left  the  shadow  of  the 
trees  to  get  a  nearer  view,  one  of  the  great 
brutes  caught  sight  of  me,  and  came  at  me 
at  once.  My  first  thought  was  to  get  back 
to  my  revolver,  which  I  had  left  in  the  hut. 
I  won  the  race  easily  enough,  and  got  over 
the  fence  in  record  time,  but  I  must  say 
that  when  I  came  out,  revolver  in  hand,  and 
saw  the  horrid  brute  lacerating  itself  in  its 
efforts  to  pass  the  fence,  I  felt  rather  as 
though  I  were  facing-an  angry  elephant  with 
a  peashooter.  The  cold,  glassy  eyes,  and 
gleam  of  the  great  teeth,  were  by  no  means 
pleasant  to  look  at,  whilst  the  nauseating 
odour  alone  was  almost  overpowering.  1 
fired  two  or  three  random  shots — much  as 
one  might  fire  into  a  haystack,  and  with 
about  as  much  efl^ect — before  I  realised 
how  difticult  it  was  to  hurt  the  brute. 
Meantime,  the  fence  creaked  and  groaned, 
but,  fortunately,  it  served  its  purpose  ; 
though  several  of  the  sharp  stakes  were 
bitten  off  under  the  stimulus  of  my  shots, 
with  about  as  much  effort,  relatively,  as 
we  should  use  to  bite  asparagus.  It  was 
not  until  I  had  twice  emptied  my  revolver — 
aiming  for  the  staring  eyes  and  between 
the  huge  jaws — that  the  monster  gave  up 
its  attempts  to  get  at  me.  It  forced  its 
way  blindly  through  the  trees,  and  pre- 
sently I  heard  it  roll  off  the  terrace  into 
the  water  with  a  great  splash.  I  fancied 
I  must  have  nearly  killed  the  brute,  but 
T  decided  not  to  go  out  again  until 
daylight,  for  there  were  i)lenty  more  of 
them  about,  and  I  knew  that  if  one 
chanced  to  get  between  myself  and 
the  hut,  I  should  not  have  much  chance 
of  escape.  For  some  time  I  heard 
the  conger  wallowing  about  in  the  water, 
but  presently  the  splashing  became  quite 
an  uproar,  and  a  rending  and  tearing,  and 


what  sounded  like  the  clash  of  teeth 
mingled  with  the  hoarse  croaks  that  I  had 
heard  on  the  beach.  This  continued  for  a 
long  time,  and  I  have  no  doubt  that  the 
wounded  conger  was  torn  to  pieces  and 
devoured,  for  when  daylight  came  nothings 
was  to  be  seen  of  it  but  some  fragments  of 
skin  and  flesh  floating  on  the  surface. 
These  were  being  chevied  about  and 
worried  by  a  lot  of  smallish  fish  that 
looked  to  me  like  dogfish.  While  I  was 
watching  this,  and  almost  at  my  very  feet, 
one  of  those  familiar  green  tentacles 
showed  for  an  instant  above  the  water,  and 
a  little  swirling  whirlpool  marked  the  spot 
whence  a  struggling  fish  had  disappeared. 

"The  nature  of  my  great  submarine 
growth  became  abundantly  clear,  and  also 
the  way  in  which  my  first  lead  had  been 
lost.  I  felt,  too,  that  I  had  solved  as 
many  of  the  mysteries  of  Lake  Basinki  as 
I  could  without  more  ample  means  of 
investigation,  and  in  this  I  thought  I  kad 
been  rather  lucky ;  so  after  collecting  my 
curiosities,  I  paddled  down  to  the  gorge, 
at  the  head  of  which  I  found  one  of  my 
guides,  who  had  come  to  see  whether  he 
could  ascertain  my  whereabouts. 

**  I  suppose  the  pipe  I  found  must  have 
belonged  to  the  Russian  who  explored 
the  lake  before  me.  English  briars  are, 
of  course,  sold  all  over  the  world,  and  no 
doubt  he  also  gathered  together  the  collec- 
tion of  objects  that  I  found  in  the  hut. 
Since  he  left  them  there,  I  fear  the  poor 
chap  must  have  fallen  a  victim  to  one  of  the 
denizens  of  Lake  Basinki.  If  he  dived  in 
off  the  terrace,  as  I  so  nearly  did,  he  would 
probably  have  been  seized  by  one  of  the 
actiniae ;  but  in  this  case  I  should  have 
found  his  clothes.  One  of  the  larger 
ones  could  easily  pull  a  boat  down,  and 
when  there  is  a  storm,  the  force  with 
which  it  must  sweep  down  the  lake  would 
soon  knock  a  boat  into  splinters  against 
the  rocks.  I  suppose  that  my  escape  from 
the  actinia  may  be  accounted  for  by  the 
metal  sheathing  of  the  canoe  having  felt 
unpleasant,  or,  at  least,  non-edible.  Any 
one  of  the  large  congers  would  make  very 
short  work  of  a  man  if  it  caught  him,  and 
there  may  be  larger  ones  than  I  saw,  or, 
of  course,  other  marine  monsters;  for  one 
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can  hardly  suppose  that  the  eels  and 
actiniae  live  chiefly  on  one  another.  The 
brute  that  stormed  my  hut  was  well  on  to 
thirty  feet  in  length,  and  it  was  only  when 
he  came  at  me  that  he  seemed  a  par- 
ticularly large  one.  As  to  the  race  of 
people  that  formerly  lived  on  the  pro- 
montory, I  can  unfortunately  supply  no 
information.  I  saw  only  the  two  skeletons 
and  only  two  graves,  but  the  latter  may 
have  been  those  of  people  of  con- 
sequence —  chiefs,  perhaps.  A  simple 
method  of  disposing  of  other  bodies 
would  be  to  throw  them  into  the  lake. 
I  have,  as  you  see,  only  made  a  super- 
ficial exploration,  but  I  hope  to  return  to 
Lake  Basinki." 

**  You  did  not  open  either  of  the  graves, 
Major  .^"  asked  Professor  Nauheim. 

**  I  had  no  adequate  implements," 
replied  the  Major. 

*'  It  occurs  to  me,"  continued  the 
Professor,  **  that  they  were  possibly  not 
graves,  but  concealed  entrances  to  sub- 
terranean passages  or  dwellings.  It  is 
easier  to  suppose  that  than  to  suppose 
that  a  race  of  people  should  have  existed 
on  that  small  piece  of  land,  and  this 
quite  recently,  without  leaving  more  traces 
behind  them." 

"On  a  fish  diet,  too!"  put  in  Mr. 
Jones. 

**  Surely  the  other  way  round,"  said  the 
Doctor.  **The  fish  ate  the  folk.  What 
else  can  we  make  of  this  thigh-bone  ? 
Surely  one  of  those  congers  —  say  a 
smallish  one  of  a  dozen  feet  in  length — 
caught  the  poor  chap  by  the  leg,  just  as 
he  reached  land,  perhaps,  and  was  holding 
on  to  something;  and  then — that  swift 
spin  on  its  own  axis,  like  the  attack  on  the 
actinia.  Soon  have  the  poor  devil's  leg 
off  I  Just  enough  strength  left  to  get  to 
the  hut  and  fall  over  the  fence.  What  do 
you  say,  Professor  ?  " 

**  I  cannot  better  your  description, 
Doctor.  That  is  probably  just  what 
did    happen.     The    rotatory    motion    is 


characteristic  of  some  of  the  great  eels,  and 
the  front  row  of  teeth  forms  a  very  keen 
cutting  edge  in  the  congers.  Those  that 
live  amongst  rocks  are  frequently  almost 
black ;  but  I  have  never  heard  of  congers 
much  more  than  ten  feet  in  length,  and 
most  of  the  other  great  eels  have  no  pec- 
toral fins — a  feature  the  Major  specially 
noticed.  There  are,  however,  plenty  of 
species  about  which  very  little  is  known, 
and  some  of  them  perfectly  black — certain 
of  the  genus  Ophichthys^  for  instance — to 
which  your  eels  might  belong ;  and  no 
doubt  many  grow  to  a  great  size." 

"  W^ell,  the  eels  are  big  fish,  certainly," 
said  the  Major;  "but  I  was  much  more  sur- 
prised at  the  actiniae>  if  that  be  the  correct 
name  for  them.  A^Tiat  can  you  make  of 
them.  Professor.^" 

*'  There,  I  fear,  I  cannot  help  you  much, 
Major.  I  have  seen  the  great  Discosoma 
of  the  Red  Sea — two  or  three  feet  across — 
but  that  is  nothing  compared  to  your  huge 
zoophyte,  as  I  suppose  I  must  term  it ; 
though  1  can  say  with  some  certainty  that 
it  does  not  belong  to  any  known  order  of 
the  group." 

"  I  should  like  to  have  seen  them  snig- 
gling for  those  big  eels,"  remarked  the 
Doctor. 

"  I  fear  I  do  not  apprehend  your  mean- 
ing. Doctor,"  said  Professor  Nauheim. 

**  I  mean  with  those  stakes  sharpened 
ai  both  ends,  that  Major  Tremanoc 
found  in  the  hut — primitive  fishing-tackle, 
you  know.  You  push  the  stake  through 
your  bait — down  the  body  of  a  little  eel, 
for  instance  —  your  line  being  fastened 
round  the  notch  in  the  middle  of  the 
stake.  Some  big  fish  bolts  your  bait,  end 
foremost ;  you  pull  the  line  sharply,  and 
the  stake  is  fixed  across  the  gullet  of  the 
big  fish,  and  all  you  have  to  do  is  to  haul 
him  in.  Very  simple,  you  see — but  I  pers 
ceive  that  our  friend  Mr.  Jones  has  gone 
to  sleep." 

"  Bless  me  !  so  I  *ad,"  said  Mr.  Jones ; 
**  and  dreamin'  of  eels,  too  !  " 
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By   KATHARINE    TYNAN. 


PEOPLE  had  always  expected  that 
Jack  Weston  would  marry  Agnes 
Tremayne,  and  settle  down  to  the  steady 
unemotional  peace  that  a  marriage  founded 
on  such  friendship  as  theirs  would  surely 
bring.  Their  parents  had  been  friends, 
and  it  had  come  as  naturally  for  the  boy 
and  girl  to  grow  up  friends  as  it  is  for 
children  to  grow  up  brothers  and  sisters. 

That  they  continued  so  long  friends 
without  the  closer  friendship  of  marriage 
had  not  been  Weston's  fault.  Once,  and 
once  only,  he  had  urged  on  Agnes  Tre- 
mayne to  marry  him. 

**  Upon  my  soul,*'  he  had  said,  "you  are 
dearer  to  me  than  any  woman  on  earth. 
If  1  don't  bring  you  the  hot  -  headed 
passion  ot  a  boy,  it  must  be  because  we 
have  been  always  together.  Such  things 
spring  up  like  mushrooms  in  a  night,  and 
are  withered  as  quickly.  Our  affection  has 
roots." 

**  Ah,  yes,  Jack,"  his  friend  had  replied, 
looking  at  him  with  kind,  inscrutable  eyes, 
**  our  affection  has  roots.  It  has  the  calm 
of  long  certainty  ;  hasn't  it,  my  friend  }  " 

"  Indeed,  yes.  And  you  will  marry  me, 
Agnes  }  " 

He  took  her  slender  white  hand  and 
kissed  it  with  unquickened  pulses. 

"No,  Jack,"  the  woman  said  quietly,  "I 
will  not  marry  you." 

**  You  will  not !  But  it  is  the  most  natural 
thing  in  the  world.  Everyone  expects  it 
of  us." 

**  That  is  not  enough.  You  will  be  sur- 
prised at  me ;  but  I  am  not  satisfied  to 
marry  on  friendship." 

**  I  would  win  more  from  you  in  time, 
Agnes,"  said  the  man,  more  eagerly  now 


because  he  had  not  met  with  the  willing 
response  he  had  anticipated. 

Agnes  Tremayne  blushed  deeply,  and 
the  blush  altered  her  face,  making  it  for  a 
second  young  and  radiant  and  disturbed. 
Then  its  habitual  calm  returned.  .  .  . 

*'  I  daresay,"  she  said  quickly,  *'  but  you 
would  need  to  give  me  more  first.  Till, 
you  can  bring  me  what  you  say  our  long 
friendship  makes  impossible,  I  am  content 
with  friendship." 

Six  months  later  Jack  Weston  met  with 
Sybil  Grey,  and  fell  head  over  ears  in  love 
with  her.  Her  one  wisdom  was  to  be 
lovable.  Otherwise  Sybil  was  a  pre- 
posterous name  for  her.  She  was  light  as 
thistledown,  and  her  curly  head  was  as 
irresponsible  as  a  child's.  She  was  newly 
come  to  the  place  with  her  mother,  a 
widow ;  and  her  beauty  and  naivete  very 
(juickly  turned  the  heads  of  half  the  young 
men  she  met.  But  once  Jack  Weston  had 
shown  his  feeling  for  her  she  looked  no 
more  at  any  of  those  golden  youths.  When 
after  a  very  short  delay  he  told  her  he  loved 
her,  she  flung  herself  into  his  arms. 

**  Are  you  sure,  quite  sure  "^  "  she  cried. 
"  Oh,  what  should  I  do  if  it  were  a  mistake 
after  all  }  If  when  you  found  out  how 
foolish  I  was  you  were  to  cease  to  love 
me  }  " 

"  What  would  you  do } "  he  asked, 
playing  with  her,  his  cheek  against  hers. 

"  I  should  die,"  she  said,  with  such  con- 
viction that  it  made  the  triumphant  lover 
break  into  exultant  laughter. 

She  hid  her  face  in  his  breast,  and  he 
could  feel  that  she  trembled.  He  lifted 
her  face  and  looked  into  her  eyes :  they 
were  full  of  tears. 
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**Am  I  cruel  to  you?'*  he  said,  with 
tender  compunction;  **then  feel,  my 
sweet,  what  you  have  done  to  me." 

He  placed  the  palm  of  her  hand  over  his 
heart.  It  was  beating  so  violently  that  she 
cried  out  in  alarm. 

"  There,  my  pretty,"  he  said ;  "  no 
woman  has  ever  made  mv  heart  beat 
before.  1  thought  1  was  getting  into 
fogeydom  and  peace  ;  but  this  is  better." 

An  hour  later  he  came  into  the  drawing- 
room  where  Agnes  Tremayne  sat  in  the 
firelight,  her  book  open  in  her  lap  and  her 
eyes  full  of  dreams. 

She  felt  something  of  the  tumult  and  the 
force  he  brought  in  with  him.  It  was  like 
a  big  wind  ;  and  she  knew  all  his  moods. 

*' What  is  it,  Jack.^"  she  asked.  And 
her  voice  was  quiet,  though  the  peace  in 
her  eyes  was  shaken,  and  looked  ready  for 
flight^. 

**  Ah,"  he  said,  "  you  guessed  there  was 
something.     You  women  are  wonderful." 

He  flung  himself  into  a  deep  chair  and 
leant  forward,  not  looking  at  her. 

"  Agnes,"  he  said,  "  do  you  remember 
last  year,  when  I  had  the  cheek  to  ask  you 
to  marry  me  ?  " 

"  I  remember." 

"And  you  very  quickly  sent  me  to  the 
rightabout  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Jack." 

"  Well,  I  know  the  difference  now,  and 
I  beg  your  pardon.  That  I  should  have 
had  the  cold-blooded  cheek  to  ask  vou  to 
marry  me  without  even  pretending  the 
right  kind  of  love !  A  woman  like  you, 
too.     You  are  worthy  of  better  things." 

"  So  I  thought.  Jack."  ' 

*'  Ay,  so  you  did.  You  told  me,  unless 
I  could  bring  you  what  I  was  ass  enough 
to  profess  to  despise,  not  to  mention 
marriage.  I  was  an  intolerable  ass,  I 
confess.     But  I  know  better  now,  Agnes. 

"You  told  me  not  to  come  back,"  he 
went  on,  **  unless  I  could  bring  you  love. 
That  was  your  gentle  way  of  letting  me 
down.  You  knew  that  that  kind  of  love 
wal  impossible  between  a  brother  and  a 
sister  as  we  were.  How  wise  you  were, 
dear  Agnes  !  But  "-c-with  a  sudden  change 
of  voice — "  how  c61d  your  hands  are,  my 
dear!     Are  you  well?" 


**  Quite  well,  dear  Jack.  Never  mind 
about  my  hands,  but  tell  me  what  you 
came  to  say." 

'*  Only  that  I  have  learnt  what  love  is 
now.  And  she  loves  me,  Agnes,  though  I 
am  so  unworthy  her  innocent  love.  I 
want  you  to  know  her.  She  is  the 
sweetest  child.  She  will  appeal  to  you. 
I  had  told  her  about  you,  and  all  you 
are  to  me.  Her  dearest  hope  is  that  you 
will  give  her  your  friendship." 

*'  Your  wife  is  sure  to  have  that,  Jack." 

The  fire  had  gone  a  little  dark,  so  that 
he  did  not  see  the  spasm  of  pain  which 
crossed  her  lips  when  she  spoke  of  his 
wife. 

When  she  met  Sybil  Grey,  her  first 
sensation  was  one  of  amazement,  and  a 
little  bitterness  that  a  creature  so  slight 
should  have  excited  so  ardent  a  passion. 
She  was  too  fair-minded  and  too  generous 
not  to  acknowledge  fully  the  charm  of  the 
girl  who  had  supplanted  her,  and  she  was 
touched  by  Sybil's  eager  deference  to 
herself.  How  pretty  she  was,  and  how 
childish,  she  thought,  and  wondered,  as 
many  a  woman  has  wondered  before,  that 
a  man's  passion  should  take  so  little  count 
of  intellect  or  anything  but  beauty. 

Sybil's  love  seemed  to  be  the  one  strong 
thing  she  was  capable  of. 

And  Afi^nes  herself  seemed  to  share  in 
Sybil's  adoration  of  Jack  Weston.  She 
would  have  withdrawn  herself  quietly 
enough,  if  she  had  been  allowed,  from 
the  little  circle  of  the  lovers,  but  neither 
seemed  inclined  to  do  without  her. 
Little  by  little  Sybil  Grey's  simple  feeling 
for  her  began  to  waken  a  response.  If  at 
one  moment  she  suffered  acutely,  feeling 
herself  plain,  and  elderly,  and  undesired, 
as  she  sat  a  little  apart  watching  the 
younger  girl,  whose  beauty  was  of  that 
order  that  she  seemed  to  make  a  light 
about  her  where  she  was,  the  next  Sybil's 
timid  and  wistful  devotion  seemed  to 
draw  the  pain  from  her  wound.  '  Little  by 
little  she  came  to  have  something  of  a 
maternal  feeling  for  Jack  Weston's 
betrothed.  As  she  responded  to  Sybil's 
caresses,  slowly  and  seriously,  she  began 
to  love  her,  with  the  love  that  is  bom  of 
pangs — the  mother-love. 
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"  She  will  need  you,  Agnes,"  that  was 
the  lover's  cry ;  "  she  is  only  a  child,  and 
she  will  need  your  guidance." 

"  She  will  have  her  mother  and  you," 
Agnes  had  answered  at  first. 

"  Not  in  the  sense  I  mean.  I  want  you 
to  be  her  friend,  to  give  her  your  own 
nobility,  your  own  peace.     She  is  young. 


my  sweetheart  " — he  rang  the  changes  on 
her  youth  jubilantly — "  she  will  need  the 
friendship  of  a  woman  like  you." 

"  I  am  the  serviceable  sort,"  said  Agnes 
Tremayne,  with  such  an  odd  note  of  bitter- 
ness that  Weston  caught  it  and  looked  at 
her  deprecatingly. 

"  I   beg  your  pardon,  Agnes,"  he  said 


Ht  Jiung  hiatttlf  into  a  dtep  i , 


and  U-am  f^nrard,  mtt  U 
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in  a  hurt  voice.  "  I  have  been  used  to 
your  goodness  all  my  life,  and  have  ac- 
cepted it,  I  *m  afraid,  as  we  take  the  sun 
and  the  air,  unconsciously.  .  .  .  Forgive 
me,  if  I  Ve  been  encroaching  too  much 
on  you." 

"  There  is  nothing  to  forgive,"  she  said, 
quickly  repentant.  **  I  want  to  be  every- 
thing a  friend  can  be  to  you  and  to  her." 

Weston's  face  cleared  as  if  by  magic. 

**I  fancied  for  a  moment "  he  began. 

"  Don't  fancy ;  people  shouldn't  have 
fancies  about  their  old  friends.  Only, 
Jack  .  .  .  don't  treat  Sybil  tod  much  as  a 
child  ...  as  though  she  must  always 
lean  on  someone.  You  understand  .  .  . 
that  would  be  the  way  to  keep  her  a 
child  " 

Soon  after  Sybil's  marriage  with  Jack 
Weston  her  mother  died,  so  any  help  she 
might  have  looked  for  in  that  quarter  was 
possible  no  longer.  The  young  couple 
had  a  charming  house.  That  it  was  so 
complete  and  so  comfortable  was  to  a 
great  extent  due  to  Agnes  Tremayne,  who 
had  not  ruled  her  father's  household  for 
years  before  she  was  left  alone  without 
becoming  a  wise  housekeeper.  People 
used  to  wonder  that  she  was  able  to  keep 
her  servants  so  long,  till,  in  fact,  they  were 
attached  and  faithful  friends,  in  these  days 
when  the  curse  of  roving  seems  to  have  settled 
down  on  our  domestics.  The  old-fashioned 
house  in  which  the  Tremaynes  had  lived 
for  generations  was  beautifully  kept,  as  was 
the  big  garden,  with  its  bee-hives  and 
its  nch  yield  of  fruit  and  flowers. 

Her  experience  was  at  the  service  of  the 
bridegroom  when  he  went  furnishing,  at 
the  bride's  when  she  began  the  thorny  and 
up-hill  road  of  housekeeping.  In  time 
she  had  come  to  feel  a  strange  happiness 
in  being  good  to  those  two  who  had 
spoiled  her  life,  at  least  in  its  happiest 
possibilities.  She  was  not  at  all  one  to 
wear  her  heart  on  her  sleeve,  and  she  gave 
occasion  to  none  to  sav  that  she  wore  the 
willow  for  Jack  Weston.  Indeed,  her 
behaviour  about  the  marriage,  and  her 
affection  for  little  Mrs.  Weston,  forbade 
the  thought  that  there  had  been  anything 
between  her  and  Weston  except  friend- 
ship. 


When  she  took  Jack  Weston's  baby  son 
into  her  arms,  she  felt  she  could  look  at 
the  little  creature  without  suffering  herself 
the  immeasurable  pang  she  would  once 
have  thought  inseparable  from  such  a 
position. 

As  she  looked  down  at  the  child,  the 
child's  father,  watching  her,  thought  of  a 
Madonna  of  Sassoferrato.  Agnes  was 
growing  nobly  handsome  as  the  years 
went  by. 

**  You  are  happy  now,  Jack,"  she  said 
softly,  looking  from  the  child  to  him. 
"  You  have  all  the  world." 

The  man  wiped  his  forehead  with  his 
handkerchief.  He  was  looking  pale  and 
disturbed. 

'*  I  can  feel  no  joy  in  my  new  possession 
yet,  Agne%"  he  said.  ,!*  I  am  too  full  of 
what  he  might  have  cost  me." 

For  indeed  it  had  seemed  as  if  the 
mother's  life  would  have  been  the  price 
of  the  child's. 

The  peril  Sybil  had  gone  through 
seemed  to  make  her  doubly  precious  to 
her  husband.  Two  years  later,  when  Max 
was  followed  by  Dodo,  again  the  precious 
life  was  in  peril ;  and  Agnes  Tremayne, 
keeping  watch  through  the  hours  with  the 
husband,  was  witness  of  a  silent  agony 
that  was  heart-breaking. 

This  time  Sybil  only  crept  back  to 
health  very  slowly.  The  children  were 
lusty  little  creatures,  with  their  father's 
strength  and  much  of  their  mother's 
beauty.  Round-limbed,  and  with  beau- 
tiful colour,  each  was  a  precocious,  merry 
baby  to  fill  a  mother's  heart  with  pride. 
All  their  childish  troubles  passed  over  them 
easily,  and  during  their  radiant  babyhood 
they  scarcely  gave  cause  for  one  moment's 
serious  apprehension. 

The  father  loved  them  and  was  proud 
of  them.  He  oould  amuse  himself  for  an 
hour  at  a  time  with  their  quaint  little 
tricks,  even  when  they  were  small  babies, 
and  he  was  invaluable  for  soothing  them 
when  no  one  else  could. 

He  was  slow  to  notice  Sybil's  lack  of 
interest  in  them.  It  was  too  improbable 
a  thing  for  him  to  believe  easily.  His 
visits  to  the  nursery  were  usually  made 
alone,  or,  if  Sybil  accompanied  him,  she 
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would  sit  in  a  chair  by  the  nursery  fire 
till  he  was  ready  to  go  downstairs  with  her 
again  after  the  first  casual  glance  at  the 
baby. 

But  when  Max  was  six  months  old,  the 
father  came  into  the  nursery  one  afternoon 
to  find  Agnes  kneeling  by  the  cradle  talking 
to  the  baby.  He  watched  her  fascinated. 
Presently  the  nurse  having  taken  advan- 
tage of  their  presence  to  do  something 
outside  the  nursery,  he  sat  down  the  other 
side  of  the  cradle  and  looked  at  Agnes 
across  the  little  rose  of  a  face. 

"  Do  you  know,  Agnes,"  he  said,  **  this 
little  beggar  cries  if  he  sees  his  mother ; 
and  yet  he*s  as  jolly  as  a  sandboy  with 
you  ?     Strange,  isn't  it  ?  " 

"  Sybil  is  only  a  child  herself,"  said 
Agnes  apologetically. 

"  She  doesn't  care  for  him,  Agnes. 
Have  you  noticed  it  ?  She  is  bored  and 
restless  when  she  comes  here  with  me. 
How  is  it  ?  You  are  a  woman,  and  under- 
stand women." 

**  I  think,"  said  Agnes,  "  it  is  perhaps 
because  she  suffered  so  much.  She  hasn't 
yet  learnt  to  disassociate  him  from  her 
suffering.  Oh,  I  can  understand  very  well 
how  it  is  ;  but  she  will  forget  in  time." 

**  Ah,  poor  darling  !  "  said  the  husband, 
with  an  air  of  relief.  "  So  that  is  how  it 
is.  I  have  often  wondered  about  it.  See- 
ing what  a  jolly  little  beggar  he  is,  it  ought 
to  be  hard  for  the  mother  to  resist  him." 

**  It  will  come  all  right  in  time,"  said 
Agnes,  with  a  confidence  she  did  not 
altogether  feel. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  Sybil  did  not  seem 
to  care  more  for  the  child  as  time  passed. 
The  second  child  was  born,  and  after  a 
slow  convalescence  the  mother  went 
abroad  for  a  change,  lingered  about  the 
Continent  during  a  sunny  spring,  came 
back  more  than  her  old  self,  and  yet  the 
children  failed  to  interest  her. 

However  the  two  who  loved  her  best 
felt  about  this  indifference,  neither  was 
minded  to  be  angry  with  her.  Perhaps 
Jack  Weston  had  found  out,  in  the  hve 
years  of  marriage,  that  it  was  not  very 
much  use  being  angry  with  Sybil. 

As  for  Agnes,  she  would  have  resented 
anger  on  his  part  if  such  had  existed.     To 


her  Sybil  was  only  a  big  baby,  very  little 
older  than  Max  and  Dodo,  and  to  be 
pitied  with  that  pity  of  love  with  which  a 
mother's  heart  covers  weak  and  beloved 
creatures.  She  put  away  from  her  the 
question  as  to  what  would  happen  if  Sybil 
never  developed ;  and,  frankly,  she  saw  no 
sign  of  development.  She  was  a  charming 
.  and  winning  child  still ;  but  what  when  the 
years  had  passed  and  childhood  was  no 
longer  within  view  of  her? 

Jack  Weston  had  no  idea  that  his  house 
would  have  been  chaos  but  for  that  quiet 
gentle  power  behind,  that  ruled  without 
seeming  to  rule,  and  was  incessantly 
smoothfng  out  tangles  and  making  the 
crooked  straight. 

He  was  still  as  passionately  in  love  with 
his  wife  as  ever.  Once,  when  he  had 
reproached  her  with  not  sufficiently  loving 
his  children,  she  had  fiung  herself  upon 
his  breast  with  the  wildness  she  had  always 
shown  in  her  love  for  him. 

**  Oh,  don't  you  see,"  she  cried,  **  I  have 
nothing  left  to  give  ?  I  gave  you  every- 
thing— every  breath  of  my  life,  every  pulse 
of  my  heart,  before  they  were  dreamt  of. 
I  can't  take  it  away  from  you  to  give  it  to 
them,  can  I  ?  " 

And  then  she  reproached  him  because 
he  had  a  divided  heart.  What  could  a 
man  head  over  ears  in  love  with  her  do 
but  love  her  still  and  forget  everything 
beside,  in  assuring  her  that  she  was  always 
first. 

It  was  stifling  summer  weather  that  year, 
when  Max  was  five  and  Dodo  three.  The 
children  had  a  new  nurse,  a  native  of 
the  place.  Sybil  had  engaged  her  during 
her  friend's  temporary-  absence,  and  when 
Agnes  returned  it  was  too  late  to  do  any- 
thing, though  she  felt  dissatisfied,  in  a 
vague  way,  with  the  woman. 

Jack  Weston  was  talking  of  taking  his 
household  to  the  sea  to  escape  the  breath- 
less heat  of  the  river  valley  in  which  the 
town  was  situated. 

He  met  the  family  doctor  one  morning, 
and  mentioned  it  to  him.  Doctor  Neville 
had  a  worried  look  on  his  handsome  young 
face. 

**  A  very  good  idea,"  he  said.  **  There 's 
a  .lot  of  illness  about,  and  there's  going 
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to  be  more  if  this  weather  continues. 
There's  smallpox  broken  out  in  Wade's 
Row,  that  wretched  slum  down  by  the 
river.  I  don't  know  how  far  it  is  going  to 
extend,  or  how  much  we  will  have  to  pay 
for  neglecting  those  poor  creatures." 

"  By  Jove,"  said  Weston,  **  I  'm  glad 
you  told  me.  Sybil  dreads  illness,  small- 
pox above  all.  I'd  better  get  them  away 
as  soon  as  I  can." 

"I  should,"  said  the  doctor,  as  he 
hurried  away. 

"  Good  fellow,  Neville,"  Weston  solilo- 
quised, as  he  went  his  way,  **  but  takes 
things  to  heart  too  much  for  a  doctor. 
I  '11  run  down  to  Lynnport  to  -  morrow 
and  get  a  place  for  them,  and  they  shall 
be  out  of  this  within  the  week." 

As  he  left  the  town  in  the  valley  behind 
him  next  morning,  he  noticed  the  vapours 
like  miasma  brooding  upon  it.  The  heat 
was  intolerable.  He  thought  with  a  pang 
of  tenderness  of  his  wife  and  children. 

"  They  couldn't  stand  this  long,"  he 
muttered  to  himself.  "  They  would 
wither  like  flowers.  1  must  get  them 
away  the  day  after  to-morrow  at  latest. 
And  Agnes,  too — I  must  prevail  on  her 
to  come.  She  is  not  so  strong  as  she 
pretends." 

Late  that  afternoon,  as  Agnes  was  put- 
ting on  her  bonnet  to  go  over  to  the 
Westons,  Sybil  came  rushing  in  wildly. 

"  I  ran  all  the  way,"  she  panted.  "You 
must  not  go.  The  children  have  small- 
pox. They  have  not  been  well,  and  I  sent 
for  Dr.  Neville.  That  wretched  nurse 
must  have  taken  them  into  those  cottages 
by  the  river,  where  he  tells  me  it  is,  though 
she  denies  it ;  but  I  could  sec  the  lie  in 
her  face." 

Agnes  caught  her,  and  pushed  her  into 
an  arm-chair. 

**  Don't  say  any  more  till  you  have  had 
a  glass  of  wine,"  she  said. 

**  Now  tell  me,"  she  went  on  when  Sybil 
had  swallowed  the  good  port,  *'who  is 
ivith  them.^" 

**  The  nurse.  Dr.  Neville  said  he  would 
:send  a  nurse  as  soon  as  he  could  get  one, 
but  there  's  a  lot  of  illness,  and  he  might 
have  to  telegraph  to  London  for  one.  He 
-Nvas  late  coming.    They  were  ill  all  day.    I 


was  too  distracted  to  send  for  you.  Oh, 
poor  little  Body — I  can't  forget  Body's 
face ! " 

She  burst  out  weeping. 
**  There,  cry,  it  will  do  you  good,"  said 
Agnes.  **  I  shall  be  ready  to  come  with 
you  in  a  moment.  We  will  do  our  best 
for  the  darlings,  and  God  help  us.  It  is 
fortunate  we  have  got  so  good  a  man  as 
Neville." 

**  But  you  are  not  going,  Agnes  ?  "  cried 
Sybil,  staring  at  her.  *'  Don't  you  know 
it 's  small-pox  ?  The  nurse  will  be  there, 
and  Dr.  Neville  was  to  come  in  again  to- 
night. There  can  be  no  need  for  you — 
or  me." 

"  Oh,"  said  Agnes,  with  a  recoil  back- 
ward, **  you  were — running  away  !  You 
did  not  intend  to  go  back  ! " 

Svbil  burst  into  fresh  floods  of  tears. 
*'  Don't  look  at  me  like  that,"  she  said. 
"If  it  was  anything  but  small-pox  !  I 
should  surely  take  it  because  I  am  so 
fearfully  afraid  of  it !  I  should  lose  my 
beauty,  and  Jack  wouldn't  care  for  me  any 
longer,  or  I  should  die,  and  I  am  every- 
thing to  him." 

She  rocked  herself  backwards  and 
forwards,  and  her  speech  was  broken  by 
sobs. 

"  You  can  think  of  your  beauty  at  this 
moment !  "  said  Agnes,  still  looking  at  her 
fixedly. 

*'  Yes  ;  why  shouldn't  I  }  If  my  beauty 
were  gone,  there  would  be  nothing  left  for 
Jack  to  care  for.  I  am  not  like  you,  Agnes  : 
I  have  only  my  poor  face." 

Something  in  the  speech  touched 
Agnes,  and  seemed  to  extinguish  her 
angry  contempt. 

"There,"  she  said,  "you  are  only  a 
poor  child  yourself.  I  am  going,  of 
course,  but  you  must  stay  here.  I  will 
tell  the  servants  that  everything  is  to  go 
on  as  if  I  were  here,  and  I  shall  send  you 
word  how  things  are." 

Hardly  hearing  Sybil's  protests,  she 
hurried  from  the  house.  When  she 
reached  the  plague-stricken^  home  she 
found,  as  she  suspected,  that  there  had 
been  a  general  desertion.  Only  the  little 
kitchenmaid,  who  opened  the  door  to  her, 
weeping,  had  remained. 
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"  I  couldn't  bear  to  go,"  she  sobbed. 
"  Missus  were  that  kind  to  me.  I  told  'em 
all  it  was  a  shame,  but  they  wouldn't 
stay.  My  'ean  's  broken  listenin'  to  them 
pretty  lambs,  but  I  dursn't  give  'em  water 
if  they  cried  ever  so,  till  doctor  'd  been 

■'You  were  quite  right,  Polly.  Now  I 
am  going  upstairs,  but  you  are  not  to 
come.  You  must 
take  charge  in  the 
kitchen,  and  any- 
thing I  want  I  will 
tell  you  over  the 
stairs,  and  you  will 
bring  it  and  leave 
it  here.  You  must 
keep  well,  for  it  is 
of  great  importance 
to  have  someone 
trustworthy  and 
strong  like  you  to 
keep  things  going 
downstairs." 

Agnes  hurried  to 
the  nursery,  where 
the  two  little  fair 
heads  were  tossing 


"  It  is  easy  to  be  brave,  doctor,  when 
one  has  no  one  depending  on  one  for 
happiness,"  she  replied,  with  a  shade  of 
sadness. 

The  next  day  towards  evening  Jack 
Weston  returned.  The  news  of  the  illness 
had  not  spread,  and  he  had  come  by  a 
short  cut  over  the  fields.  Agnes,  who  had 
been  watching  for  him,  ran  down  the  stairs 
and  faced  him  as 
he  came  in  by  the 
door  set  open  to 
catch  any  wander- 
ing breeie  there 
might  be. 

"Don't  come 
any  further,"  she 
cried, "the  children 
are  ill.  They  have 
caught  the  small- 
pox, and  I  am  in 
charge.  I  want  you 
to  go  over  to  mv 
house  and  look 
after  Sybil,  poor 
girl,    who    is    over 


4     i 


pillows. 


the    pretty 
IS.  part 


'  Dri 


ink  ! 


Do<io.  who  was  still 
a  baby,  and  the  crj- 
was  like  a  sword  in 
Agnes    Tremayne's 


"OA,"  sai.f  Agm 


When  the  doctor 
came,   he  was  much  relieved  to  find  her 
in  charge. 

"  Mrs.  Weston  is  a  nervous  woman,"  he 
said,  "and  would  make  a  bad  nurse." 

'■  Ves,"  replird  Agnes,  "  for  that  reason 
I  have  sent  her  over  to  my  place  to  keep 
house  for  me.  She  would  be  as  bad  as 
another  sick  child." 

"  Ah,"  he  said  slowly.  "  Hut  not  many 
mothers  would  have  consented  to  go. 
And  you,  you  are  a  brave  woman.  Miss 
Tremaync." 

No.  loj.    August  1900 


trouble  and  anxiety. 

mL  m. 

She  will  be  expect- 

^■■^j^Brn: 

ing  you." 

^^^^^^^^^^^L 

"The  children 

^^^^^^^^^1 

have    smallpox," 

^^^^^^^^^f 

he      repeated      in- 

^^^^^^^^^ 

credulously,     "and 

^^^^^^F 

you   are    here    and 

^^^^^^^ 

Sybil  is  away  !  " 

j^^^P 

"Yes.  you    must 

go  to  her.     I  can- 

th a  recoil  back-j.-ard, 

not  come  any  nearer 

mmg  -I7.«/ .'  " 

to    you    because    I 

am  on  dutv  in  the 

sick-room.      Dr.    Nl 

ville    has    wired    to 

London  for  a  nurse. 

vho  will  be  here  to- 

morrow.     Go  now  t 

Svbii.     You  ought 

not  to  be  here.     Tell  her  the  children  are 

as  well  as  we  could  hope." 

She  waved  him  off 

with  her  hands,  bi.t 

he  did  not  seem  to  nf 

tice  her. 

"Good  Cod!  "he 

said.  "  what  do  you 

think  1  am  made  of 

.'     So  Sybil  i^  gone. 

and   I   am  10  follow 

her,  and  you  are  to 

sta\'.     My  God,   Agnes,   what  a  poltroon 

you  must  think  me  1 
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His  determination  was  so  written  in  his 
face  that  she  did  not  try  to  shake  it. 

He  put  down  his  bag  where  he  stood. 

'*  1  will  go  and  tell  Sybil  myself,*'  he 
said.     '*  1  shall  not  be  ten  minutes." 

His  interview  with  his  wife  was  very 
short.  When  she  came  into  the  room 
where  he  stood  stern  and  like  a  stranger, 
something  checked  her  in  the  headlong 
flight  to  the  arms  where  she  had  always 
found  comfort. 

"  I  have  come,"  he  said,  in  a  constrained 
voice,  "to  tell  you  that  of  course  I  am 
going  to  stay  with  the  children.  We  will 
let  you  know  how  they  are.  Polly,  the 
kitchen-maid,  will  come  over  every  morn- 
ing. She  will  not  have  been  near  the 
contagion.  But,  of  course,  you  cannot  see 
me  again  for  some  time." 

'*  Jack  !  "  she  gasped. 

He  looked  at  her  jcoldly,  and  she  shrank 
away  from  him. 

"  Don't  be  angry  with  me.  Jack,"  she 
cried.  *'  It  was  for  vour  sake  I  left.  I 
was  afraid — I  was  afraid.  .  .  ." 

Sobs  choked  her  utterance. 

*'  Yes,"  he  said,  **  I  know  you  were 
afraid.  Some  mothers  would  have  been 
more  afraid  to  go.  There,  I  have  no  time 
for  scenes.  Besides,  I  have  been  in  that 
house.  It  is  really  unwise  for  you  to  stay 
talking  with  me.  Aren't  you  afraid  of  the 
infection  }  " 

She  reeled  as  at  a  blow,  and  her  stream- 
ing eyes  looked  dumb  protest  at  him,  but 
his  face  was  turned  away  moodily.  With- 
out another  word  he  went. 

'*  You  should  have  been  the  children's 
mother,"  he  said  to  Agnes  Tremayne,  as 
they  stood  half  an  hour  later  in  the  nursery, 
with  its  piteous  contrast  of  toys  and 
pictures  sicje  by  side  with  the  paraphernalia 
of  illness. 

Days  passed,  and  still  the  deadly  heat 
blazed  and  brooded  over  the  river  valley. 
The  sickness  had  spread  now  from  the 
wretched  hovels  to  the  houses  of  the 
town.  It  was  increasing  rapidly,  as  Dr. 
Neville  brought  them  word.  The  nurse 
from  London  had  arrived,  and  was  in 
charge,  but  neither  of  them  cared  to  desert 
their  post,  and  were  ready  for  duty  when 
the  nurse  required  rest. 


Every  morning  the  little  kitchen-maid 
carried  word  to  Sybil  of  how  the  children 
were. 

**  She  do  look  .bad,  poor  dear  lady,"  was 
Polly's  report  to  Miss  Tremayne,  "  an' 
asks  so  much  of  the  master  an*  you,  an' 
cries  fit  to  break  your  'eart.  I  'm  not  the 
better  of  seein*  'er,  I  'm  not." 

Suddenly  one  evening,  between  the 
dusk  and  the  dark,  Sybil  crept  into  the 
nursery,  where  Agnes  was  alone. 

**  I  couldn't  stay  away  any  longer,"  she 
moaned.  **  And  it  doesn't  matter  if  I  do 
die,  now  Jack  hates  me.  Let  me  look  at 
them,  Agnes.  They  are  my  own  babies, 
after  all.  I  used  to  think  them  trouble- 
some little  things,  but  now  Jack  doesn't 
want  me  any  longer,  I  want  them  some- 
how. Dody's  face  has  haunted  me  since 
I  went  away.  He  always  liked  me  belter 
than  Max." 

She  would  not  be  kept  from  the  cradles, 
and  in  her  perplexity  Agnes  ran  for  Sybil's 
husband.  When  he  came  in  Sybil  was 
kneeling  by  her  youngest  boy,  holding 
one  of  his  hot  hands. 

"Don't  send  me  away,"  she  cried  to 
him.  "  I  am  their  mother,  after  all,  though 
you  will  never  forgive  me,  and  perhaps 
they  never  will  when  they  know." 

**  Let  her  stay,"  said  Jack  Weston,  **  as 
she  says,  she  is  their  mother  and  her  place 
is  with  them." 

So  Sybil  stayed,  and  little  use  as  she 
was  in  a  sick-room,  no  one  tried  to  banish 
her.  She  moved  about  with  a  dull  air  that 
made  Agnes  think  sometimes  of  a  sick 
bird,  or  a  butterfly  that  has  had  its  bloom 
brushed  from  it,  or  some  such  fanciful 
thing.  Her  husband  was  kind  to  her,  but 
she  seemed  afraid  of  him,  as  she  had 
never  been  before ;  though  he  was  too 
engrossed  in  the  life-and-death  struggle  of 
the  children  to  notice  her  shrinking  from 
him. 

And,  after  all,  as  she  had  said,  she  was 
the  one  to  take  the  smallpox.  Hers  was 
a  worse  type  than  the  children's,  and  she 
seemed  to  have  no  strength  to  withstand 
it.  She  talked  a  good  deal  during  her 
illness,  whether  consciously  or  not  they 
hardly  knew.  She  would  cry  to  her 
husband  for  forgiveness,  saying  that  she 
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would  never  have  left  the  children  but  that 
she  thought  she-  was  dearest  to  him,  and 
that  he  could  not  endure  the  loss  of  her. 

'■  I  didn't  care  for  them,"  she  cried, 
"  I  used  to  think  them  troublesome  little 
things,  but  Jack  loved  them  best.  And, 
after  all,  I  always  saw  Dod/s  little  face." 

Then  she  would  implore  someone  not  to 


"Yes,  I  came  back,"  she  said.  "  Xo 
one  could  have  done  more  than  die,  could 
they  ?  " 

"  They  could  not,  my  dearest." 

"The  children    will   get  well.      Teach 

them  to  love  mo.  Jack.     They  are  so  little 

they   will    forget    that    I    thought    them 

troublesome.     There,   don't  crj-.  Jack.     I 


■  cuoU  httvt  don 


■e  than  dU,  could  they  f 


tell  the  children  she  had  left  them  when 
they  were  older,  lest  they  should  look  like 
their  father  when  he  had  been  angry  with 
her. 

"Oh,  Jack,"  she  said  at  the  last,  when 
the  fever  had  left  her,  "  if  I  had  died  when 
Ma.x  was  bom,  or  after  Dody,  jou  would 
have  loved  me  better." 

"  I  could  not  have  loved  you  better,  my 
dearest,"  he  said.  "  Forget  that  I  was  ever 
angrj-.  I  am  angry  no  longer.  You  see, 
you  came  back." 


hate  to  sec  you  cry.  I  should  have  hated 
to  live  with  my  beauty  spoilt." 

.She  suddenly  lifted  a  little  hand,  marred 
and  disfigured  with  the  plague,  and 
touched  childishly  the  wet  face  of  .\gncs 
Trcmayne,  who  was  leaning  above  her. 

"  What  beautiful  smooth  skin  !  "  she 
said  admiringlv  ;  "  it  is  better  to  die  than 
to  he  disfigured." 

And  listen  how  they  would,  ihey  could 
make  no  sense  out  of  anything  that  fol- 
lowed.    Those  were  S3  bil's  last  words. 

D   D    I 


ISRAEL    IN    LONDON. 

J/OfV     THE     HEBREW     LIVES     IN      WHITECHAPEL. 
I  By   GEORGE   A.   WADE. 


DURING  how  many  centuries  Whitc- 
chapel  and  the  neighbouring  pur- 
lieus of  the  Metropolis  have  been  the 
resort  and  chief  abiding-place  of  the 
"Children  of 
Israel "  in  Eng- 
land it  would 
proi)ably  be 
somewhat  diffi- 
cult to  deler- 
mini-  with  any 
degree  of  exact- 
ness. But  it  may 
be  stated  with 
perfect  certainty 
that  this  was  the 
first  place  that 
they  colonised 
after  they  did 
land  in  this 
country.     ~ 


unce 


that 


time  they  have 
had  many  tips 
a  n  li  do  iv  n  s. 
They  have  been 
driven  out  of  ihe 
land  by  various 
monnrchs,  and 
allowed  to  cume 
in  again  by 
others ;  they 
have  been  kept 
out  of  all  share 
in  the  government  of  the  country  of  their 
adoption,  and  they  have,  aRain,  been  per- 
mitted to  take  a  prominent  part  in  its 
Cabinet  Councils;  they  bavi-  been  per- 
secuted by  those  around  tbem,  and  they 
have  been  feted  handsomely.    Hut  through 


all  these  changes  and  chances  the  Jew 
has  remained  faithful  to  his  original 
settlement  in  Whitechapel,  and  there^ 
to-day  he  still  remains,  and  is  more  in  evi- 
dence than  ever.. 
The  stranger 
who  would  see 
the  Jew  as  he 
really  is,  at  his 
best  and  at  his 
worst,  should 
pay  a  visit  to 
the  principal 
thoroughfare  in 
the  district 
named  at  twn 
quite  difl"ereni 
times.  The  one 
should  be  on  an 
ordinarj-  work- 
ing day,  and  the 
other  on  the 
holiday  of  the 
sons  of  Jacob — 
the  Passover 
feast  for  prefer- 
ence. 

Middlesex 
Street  may  be 
tak™  a.  King 
the  headcjuarter!: 
of  the  Jewish 
trader  in  Uhite- 
'"''  chapel.       U     is 

more  famous  in  history  and  romance 
under  its  ancient  name  of  Petticoat 
I.ane.  When  the  authorities  changed 
the  (ognomen  of  the  celebrated  street, 
when  they  had  some  old  buildings 
pulled     down    and     had     belter     imes 
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erected,  they  quite  altered  the  aspect  of 
the  thoroughfare,  but  they  could  not  alter 
the  habits  and  manners  of  its  denizens.  For 
many  centuries  of  oppression,  generations 


Petticoat  Lane  as  a  centre,  he  now  extends 
nearly  five  times  that  distance.  He  has 
overflowed  into  the  Commercial  Road  and 
occupies  a  large  part  of  it ;  he  has 
eictended  far  along 
the  splendid  Mile 
End  Road;  his  shops 
and  houses  go  back 
from  VVhitechapel 
Road  until  one 
comes  to  Liverpool 
Street  and  Moorgate 
Street.  Shore  ditch 
has  long  been  his, 
and  Clerkcnwell 
knows  much  of  his 
invasion. 

The  district  in- 
habited by  the 
Israelitish  colony  in 
London  cannot  be 
said  to  be  salubrious. 
At  its  best,  from  its 
situation,  it  has  none 
too  much  fresh  air; 
but  the  habits  of  ilu 

of  troubles  and  trials,  had  not  been  able     denizens  only  make  bad  infinitely  worse. 
to  do  that ;  so  it  was  not  likely  that  any      To  stroll  down   Middlesex  Street  on  any 


London   Council    would   manage   such   a 
Herculean  task. 

So  the  Jews  remain  to-day  in  Middle- 
sex Street  and  its  off-shoots  just  about  the 
aamt.'  as  they  ever  did — a  foreign  colony 
from      Western 
Asia  in  the  heart 
■of   England's 
<apital.     In  one 
thingthejewhas 
lately    changed, 
and    that  is    in 
the    amount    of 
room    he   takes 


invite    death    from 
poisoning.        The     fetid 


ordinary    day 
suffocation 

smells,  the  nauseous  odours  from  dirty 
shops,  fried  -  fish  establishments,  meat- 
shops,  and  unclean  houses,  arc  not  easily 


up 


East 


London,  for  his 
-district  is  rapidly 
spreading. 
Whereas  the 
Jew  used  to  be 
almost  confined 
to  an  area  of 
«ome  three  hun- 
dred yards  or  so, 
in  a  circle  from 
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to  be  described.  Thc_v  must  be  felt 
for  one  to  recognise  what  life  is  in  the 
East  lind  of  London,  where  the  Jeiv  lives. 
Off -Middlesex  Street  there  are  back  courts 


crowded  with  houses  where  two  or  three 
families  often  join  in  living  and  paying  the 
rent :  wiih  what  effect  to  their  manners 
and  morals  is  easily  guessed. 


cha 


And  the  sqiialoi 
.if  tliese 
winter  one  feels  it 
summer  —  ugh  !  I 
flatter  myself  I  know 
most  of  the  foreign 
quarters  of  the  Kast 
End,  but  the  districts 
of  the  most  be- 
nighted of  Chinese 
and  Hindus,  to  say 
nothing  ol  the  Irish 
and  poorest  Knglish, 
are  simply  Paradise 
to  the  dirt  and  squalor 
of  the  Jewish  district. 
Wentworth  Street, 
when  it  is  holding 
its  market,  will  con- 
vince any  "  doubting 
Thomas"  of  the  truth 
of  these  words. 


Kven 


The  Jew  has,  nevertheless,  many  excel- 
lent traits,  which  the  wanderer  into  his 
regions  in  Whitechapel  will  soon  discover. 
He  is  a  capital  business-man  ;  he  is, 
despite  what  Englishmen  think,  very 
generous,  especially  to  his  own  countrj-- 
men  and  his  own  charities;  he  is  usually 
a  kind  and  affectionate  father  and  husband. 
Above  all,  he  is  staunch,  even  to  the 
death,  to  the  religion  of  his  fathers,  and 
neither  persecution  nor  trials  can  make 
him  forget  that  and  its  commanded 
observances.  He  keeps  the  various  feasts 
of  his  race  here  in  Whitcchape!  just  as 
religiously  as  his  fathers  did  in  olden  days 
in  Jerusalem  itself;  his  attendance  at  the 
synagogue  is  as  marked  in  this  district  as 
was  theirs  in  Nazareth  two  thousand  years 
ago. 

Were  it  not  for  the  dirt  which  seems 
to  dog  the  habitation  and  life  of  every 
Kastetn  native,  and  of  the  Israelite  in 
particular,  the  Jew  would  be  almost  a 
model  citizen.  One  thing  will  strike  the 
visitor  to  any  Jewish  colony — whether  it 
be  in  Whitechapel,  or  in  Birmingham,  or 
in  that  "delightful"  district  of  Leeds,  the 
Leylands — and  that  is  the  number  of 
children  possessed  by  each  family.  The 
streets  swarm  with  little  meml)ers  of  the 
"Chosen  l'eu])!e"  to  an  extent  which  will 
simply  surprise  him,  and  which  makes  any 
attempt  to  drive  along  them  fraught  with 
much  danger  to  somebody's  life  and  limb. 
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When  any  feast  come.s  rounci  —  and 
these  functions  seem  to  arrive  for  the 
\t:w  almost  every  other  week — MidtUosex 
Street  and  Ho;indsditch  put  on  their  best 
atiirc  and  saunter  forth  to  see  and  be  seen. 
TJie  wide  and  fine  Whitechapel  Road  is 
llic  recognised  promenade  on  such  festal 
days,  and  here  motley  groups  may  be 
noticed  parading  backwards  and  forwards 
clad  in  garments  which  display  all  the 
colours  of  the  rainbow,  and  some  others 
whieh  that  natural  phenomenon  cannot 
boast.  Jacob  struts  with  a  brand-new 
plum-coloured  waistcoat ;  Rachel  has  a 
vellow  frock  with  a  sky-blue  hat  ;  and 
Solomon  feels  "  arrayed  in  all  his 
glor>'"  with  a  pair  of  white  trousers,  a 
pink  vest,  a  black  coat,  and  a  silk  hat, 
which,  added  to  the  overpowering  effect 
of  a  tie  whose  pattern  is  a  plaitl  of  scarlet 
an<l  green,  make  him  a  really  striking 
picture. 

No  seaside  promenade  in  the  kingdom 
rivals  Whitechapel  Road  at  such  a  time 
for  show  and  colour ;  it  could  give  Rrif,'hion 
or  Scarborough  points  and  then  win 
easily.  And  there  is,  through  it  all,  a  sense 
of  freedom  and  noisy  joyousness  which 
does  not  make  the  scene  less  ailraclive. 
This  is  the  Jew  at  his  best,  as  against  the 
drearj'  Petticoat  Lane  of  other  times. 

In  olden  days  the  chief  trade  of  the 
famous  street  was  done  (m  Sundaymornings, 
and  consisted  especially  of  dealing  in  old 
clothes  and  similar  articles.  Even  to-day 
these  form  no  small  portion  of  the  charac- 
teristics of  Wentworth  Street  and  its  off- 
shoots. But  there  have  arisen  new  factories 
ami  warehouses  for  the  making  and  storing 
of  shoddy  clothes,  which  are  loo  often  paid 
for  by  the  blood  and  sinew  of  the  poor 
Jens  in  the  district,  who  are  sweated 
bv  hard-hearted  taskmasters  of  their  own 
race  to  an  extent  which  Pharaoh  and  his 
minions  in  Egypt  during  the  bondage 
there  would  have  been  heartily  ashamed  of. 
And  this  is  in  Christian  England  !  When 
women  are  paid  twopence  for  making  a 
shirt :  when  a  pair  of  men's  trousers  have 
to  be  made — and  all  necessaries  found  into 
the  bargain — for  the  munificent  sum  of 
eighteenpence,  surely  it  is  time  somebody 
in  this  country  did  something  to  put  down 


such  a  system,  which  would  be  a  disgrace 
to  the  most  ignorant  and  barbarous  land 
on  earth ! 

Houndsditch,  however,  scorns  the  cloth- 
ing trade,  and  gives  itself  over  to  the 
selling  of  toys  and  such  fancy  nicknacks. 
Here  Jewish  merchants  try  to  get  rid  of  as 
much  glass-ware,  ornamental  vases,  and 
silvered  brooches  as  possible.  The  names 
which  greet  one  on  every  hand  in  the 
|)ortion  of  London  which  stretches  from 


4 

Aldgate  to  ^loorgate,  such  names  as  Uenoli, 
Levy,  Abraham,  Jacobs,  Hernheim.  etc., 
leave  no  doubt  as  to  the  nationality  of  their 
owners  or  their  original  country. 

There  are  many  curious  signs  to  the 
visitor  who  knows  how  to  read  them  as  tci 
the  utler  ascendancy  which  the  Hebrew 
has  attained  in  the  district  cast  of  Aldgate 
I'ump.  As  one  walks  along  one  is  struck 
constantly  with  the  extent  to  which  the 
Hebrew  language  is  used  over  a  wide  area 
in  advertising  all  kindsof  wares  and  things. 
The  two  most  noticeable  instancesof  this  are 
with  regard  to  the  churches  and  the  places 
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of  amusement.  The  theatres  of  the 
neighbourhood  have  bills  anJ  programmes 
specially  printed   for  the  benefit  of  the 


1 

.-^  ^\> 

t»^i^A,L.'M 

1 

district  make  special  efforts  to  attract  the 
Hebrew  by  holding  services  particularly 
for  him  in  his  own  language,  and  many 
bills  can  be  seen 
intorming  him 
that  St.  Mary's, 
Whitechapel,  or 
some  other 
church  will  have 
a  service  in  his 
special  behalf, 
with  a  Hebrew 
preacher  to  boot. 
These  bills  are 
nearly  always 
printed  in 
Hebrew,  though 
occasionally  thu 


are  in  both  that 
language  and 
English  on  the 
same  bill. 


JEWS   PROMENADIN'O   UH1TKCHAPEL    KOAU   ON    KASTKR   SUIMIAV 

youthful    Isaacs   and  Lcahs  who  wish  to      these  aet\ices 

patronise    them,    but    who    may    find     a 

difficulty  in  quite  comprehending  ,"  what 

it  all  means  "  in  the  language  of  the  .\nglo- 

Saxon.     The  forms  of  dramatic  art  were, 

as  is  well  known,  fa\'oured  by  the  earlier 

the  Jews,  and, 
indeed,  we 
to-day  owe 
something  to 
them  in  this 
matter;  but  it 
is  strange  to 
think,  never- 
the-less,  that 
this  is  (be  way 
we  rcpav  them 
the  debt. 

As  to  the 
services  of  the 
church,  nearly 
all  the  edifices 
belonging  to 
the  Estab- 
lished Church 
of  England 
about    this 


I      am 

that,  as   ; 
much    better   at 


told 
rule, 

indcd 


than  one  would  generally  suppose,  knowing 
what  a  stubborn  character  the  Jew  is  in 
all  that  concerns  the  faith  and  religion  of 
his  fathers.  When  holidays  are  on,  the 
churches  offer  more  sen'ices  and  attractions 
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of  3   social   kind   to   the  many   Hebrew 
[larishi oners  who  have  time  on  their  hands 
and  do  not  know  what  to  do  with  it. 
Dull   as  life  in  the   Jewish  quarter  of 


as  well  as  their  times  of  sorrow.  They 
are  (treat  when  there  is  a  we^iihng  to  be 
celebrated,  and  this  is  often.  The  Jewish 
wedding  ceremony  is  a  curious  one.     And 


Whitechaiiel   tui)   often   is,  owing   to  the  with    these     iH'oj.iL-,    t.m,    ilif    b.^ii-.tlial 

poverty  that  abounds,  and  to  the  constant  ceremony  is  a  miitli    more    siricius  allair 

fteed  of  cver>' member  of  a  family  being  at  than  it  is  with  us.     It  is  ni-tdltss  tu  say 

work.  work,  work,  yet  Middlesex  Street  and  that  at  a  wedding    the  disjilay  of  finery 

its  surroundings  have  their  times  uf  niirtii  comes   out    more   {irominenii}'  than  ever. 
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The  most  striking  part  of  the  bride's  dress 
is  probably  her  bridal  veil ;  the  most 
strikiii},'  novelty  of  the  rite  in  the 
synafjogne  is  doubtless  the  breaking  of  a 
wine-glass  after  the  coniracting  parties 
have  each  drunk  of  the  wine  that  it  con- 
tained. This  is,  no  doubt,  to  attest  their 
complete  union,  and  is  so  novel  to  one 
who  has  not  before  seen  it  done  that  it 
ahvavs  makes  tlic  most  impression  on  him 
of  any  part  of  the  ceremony. 

As  to  the  funeral  rites,  when  any  jew 
dies,  there  are  still  the  same  practices 
carried  out  as  there  were  in  anciou  Pales- 
tine,    There  are  still  the  jiaid  mouniers, 


gone  by  in  Egypt  to  spoil  the  inhabitants 

of  that  country   ere   the    erstwhile    slaves 
left  its  coasts. 

The  Rabbi  still  moves  amongst  ihum, 
ivith  his  knowledge  of  the  Law,  a  man 
revered  bymostof  his  followers.  The  Kabbis 
of  the  East  Knd  have  done  no  small  part 
towards  making  the  lot  of  the  Jew  so 
much  more  comfortable  and  desirable 
than  it  was  in  the  olden  days.  And  then 
also  the  Kabbi  is  invariably  a  scholar. 
His  learning  and  wisdom  have  drawn 
upon  him  the  admiration  and  respect,  not 
only  of  the  Jews  whom  he  teaches,  but 
also  of  many  of  the  best  Englishmen  of 
the  time.  No  J  ew  ish 
Rabbi  in  Knglami 
has  ever  been  so 
much  respected  by 
our  whole  nation  as 
has  Dr.  H.  Adler, 
who  is  now  the  Chief 
Kabbi ;  and  it  is  safi- 
to  say  that  the  com- 


unitv   of   Hebn 
1  Whitechapel 


ill 


who  keep  up  for  a  whole  ni>;ht 
wailing,  to  the  great  annoyance  of  any 
neighbour  ivhi)  d<)es  not  haiipeu  tii  be  of 
the  same  faith  and  to  have  the  same  belief 
in  its  i-flicaev. 

(Hlier  customs,  so  often  read  iil>uui  in 
H«)ly\Vrit  aiid  other  bo.iks,  but  >ildum 
seen  by  the  ordinary  Kn,^'lishnK^l,  can  he 
found  here  in  Whileeliapel  nourishing 
vigorously  The  married  women  among 
the  Jews  still  cover  their  heads  with  a 
close-fitting  black  cap;  the  profusion  of 
sham  jeweller.-,  as  well  as  real,  seen  on 
every  Hebrew,  man  or  woman,  would 
seem  to  indicate  that  they  yet  preserve  the 
same  trait  which  led  their  fellows  of  days 


Hut 


whaihe  has  doi 

them  in  manv  \.av>. 

Taken  in  all.  tins 

colonv  of  the  people 

who  formerly  inhab- 

itt-il     the     I'romiseii 

Land,  but  who  now 

sojourn      in      the 

.-ailed    Hritain,"    is    as 

1  prosperous  a  colony  as  one 

Warm-hearted,    generous, 

industrious,    they   set  a  good 

others  in    whom   these  trails 


■  for 


dirt    Mill 


marks 


that  fetidness  which  everywhe 
the  lower  class  of  Hebrews  and  their 
dwellin--  i>Iaees.  If  only  Mid<llesex 
Street,  Wentworth  Street,  and  their  suburbs 
could  be  purged  of  that,  the  Jewish  quarter 
of  \Vhitecbap,0  might  be  'held  up  as  a 
copy  for  si-veral  dark  spots  of  (.llasgow, 
Manchester,  and  I^eils — to  say  nothing 
of  London — to  emulate  in  many  respects. 
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THE  ADVENTURES  OF  ARCHIBALD  P.  BATTS, 

MILLIONAIRE. 

Xo.  IV.— THE  ADVENTURE  OF  THE  HOUSE  WITH 

THE  DRAWN  BLINDS. 

By   EMERIC    HULME'BEAMAN. 

Author  of  The  Faith  that  Kills;'  *'  The  Experiment  of  Dr.  Xeti/i;'  etc.,  etc. 


IT  was  by  the  purest  accident  in  the 
world  that  I  happened  to  be  with 
Archibald  P.  Batts  when  Mr.  John  Powell 
called  upon  him.  I  had  met  Batts  that 
morning  in  Oxford  Street,  and  he  had 
invited  me  to  return  with  him  to  his  hotel 
to  lunch.  I  accepted  the  invitation,  and 
after  lunch  we  had  repaired  to  his  private 
sitting-room,  and  were-  in  the  midst  of 
our  wine  and  cigars  when  the  waiter 
entered  with  a  card.  The  card  bore  on 
it  the  name — 

John  Cremorxe  Powell, 

and  in  the  corner  of  it  was  printed  the 
address  of  a  fashionable  West-find  club, 
of  which  1  knew  Batts  to  be  himself  a 
member. 

**  This  is  a  gentleman  with  whom  I  have 
but  the  most  superficial  acquaintance," 
obsen-ed  Batts,  tossing  the  card  over  to 
me.  **  I  do  not  know  to  what  happy 
circumstance  I  am  indebted  for  the  favour 
of  a  visit  from  him.  But  we  shall  soon 
learn.  Ask  Mr.  Powell  up,"  he  added  to 
the  waiter.  A  minute  or  two  later  the 
gentleman  was  ushered  into  the  room.  He 
glanced  a  little  uneasily  from  Batts  to  me, 
and  appeared  co  hesitate  on  perceiving 
that  the  former  was  not  alone — indeed, 
seemed  half  inclined  to  withdraw,  but 
Batts  rose  and  courteously  motioned  him 
to  a  chair. 

"  Pray  sit  down,"  said  he.  "  This  is 
Mr.  Bertram." 

Mr.  Powell  was  a  lanky,  ill-£Eivoured 
young  man  of  about  thirty,  dressed  with  a 


conspicuous  regard  to  fashion,  and  wear- 
ing an  orchid  in  his  button-hole.  There 
was  a  self-conscious  assumption  of  savoir 
/aire  in  his  manner  which,  combined  with 
a  subtle  suggestion  of  self-assertiveness, 
led  me  to  form  the  suspicion  that  he  was 
not  quite  sure  of  his  position  as  a  gentle- 
man. The  ill- bred  man  will  always  betray 
himself  by  an  over-accentuation  of  his 
claims  to  be  considered  well  bred.  1 
returned  his  bow,  and  he  sat  down. 

"To  tell  you  the  truth,"  he  began, 
addressing  himself  to  Batts  with  a  care- 
less smile,  **  I  wished  to  see  vou  on  a 
rather  private  matter — a  matter  of  some 
delicacy.  I  j)erceive  you  are  engaged. 
Perhaps,  therefore,  I  had  better  j)ostpone 
my  visit  to  another  occasion,  when  I  may 
be  fortunate  enough  to  find  you  alone." 

**  y\\  dear  Mr.  Powell,"  said  Batts,  **  I 
cannot  promise  you  that  you  will  n'er 
find  me  alone.  I  am  a  man  of  the  most 
uncertain  movements,  and  never  make 
appointments.  1  may  add  that  if  the 
matter  to  which  you  refer  is  one  that  you 
need  not  be  ashamed  of  discussing  before 
a  gentleman  of  the  strictest  integrity,  and 
accustomed  to  treat  confidences  with 
respect,  Mr.  Bertram  is  an  old  friend  of 
mine  and  shares  most  of  my  private 
secrets.  Therefore,  you  can  speak  quite 
freely  before  him.  If,  however,  you 
prefer  not  to  open  the  subject,  the 
alternative  is  your  own.  INIay  I  offer 
you  a  cigar  .^" 

"Well,"  remarked  Mr.  Powell,  taking 
the     proffered     cigar    and     lighting    it 
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deliberately,  **  the  fact  is,  the  matter  is 
purely  personal.  I  have  had  the  pleasure  of 
being  acquainted  with  you  for  some  time 
past." 

Batts  bowed. 

**  But,"  continued  Mr.  Powell,  "a  man 
is  always  restrained  by  a  feeling  of 
■delicacy  from  exposing  his  misfortunes 
before  even  a  friend.  The  more  so,  you 
will  understand,  before  a  stranger  !  "  He 
looked  towards  me  as  he  spoke. 

**  Pray  please  yourself  in  the  matter," 
said  Batts  coldly. 

"  Your  assurance  that  I  may  speak 
freely  before  Mr.  Bertram  relieves  me  of 
whatever  diffidence  I  might  otherwise  be 
supposed  to  experience,"  returned  Mr. 
Powell,  crossing  one  leg  over  the  other. 
"**  I  will,  therefore,  come  straight  to  the 
point." 

The  diffidence  which  he  deprecated 
appeared  to  me  to  be  remarkably  absent 
from  his  demeanour,  as  he  proceeded — 

'*  The  point,  Mr.  Batts,  is  money." 

Batts  stared  straight  in  front  of  him. 

"  You  will  pardon  me,"  resumed  our 
visitor,  *'  for  stating  bluntly  in  so  many 
words  that  I  find  myself  in  a  sudden  grave 
predicament :  that,  in  fact,  I  want  money." 

**  Ah  !  "  said  Batts,  his  lips  tightening. 
*'  You  want  money.     And ?  " 

The  interrogative  pause  would  have 
disconcerted  most  people ;  but  not  Mr. 
Powell. 

"  Quite  so,"  said  that  gentleman  coolly. 
**  I  thought — I  hoped — that  in  appealing 
to  a  friend " 

**  An  acquaintance,"  corrected  Batts, 
with  some  asperity. 

"  An  acquaintance,  then  —  that  in 
appealing  to  an  acquaintance  of  well- 
known  liberality,  such  an  appeal  might 
meet  with  a  generous  response  ! " 

"  I  am  not  aware,"  said  Batts,  smiling, 
*'  that  I  have  done  anything  to  deserve  the 
reputation  you  are  kind  enough  to  credit 
me  with.  I  do  not  know  whether  that 
reputation  includes  the  assumption  that  I 
am  a  money-lender.  If  so,  I  beg  of  you 
to  allow  me  to  undeceive  you,  Mr.  Powell." 

**  Pray  do  not  misinterpret  me  so 
harshly ! "  broke  in  Mr.  Powell  with 
sudden  anxiety.     "We  are   club   friends. 


Surely  one  man  can  do  another  a  good 
turn  without  saying  hard  things  to  him  ! " 

"Surely,"  said  Batts,  **if  the  reason  is 
sufficient.  How  much  money  do  you  want, 
Mr.  Powell  ?  " 

**  Eleven  hundred  and  fifty  pounds." 

**  And  you  wish  me  to  lend  it  you  ?  " 

*'  I  can  offer  you  security !  " 

"  Pish  !  Must  I  again  tell  you  that  I 
am  not  a  money-lender  ?  The  sum  is  not 
large,  but  you  will  comprehend  that  if  a 
hundred  of  my  acquaintances,  each  with 
equal  —  that  is  to  say,  no  claims  upon  me, 
were  to  expect  me  to  disburse  a  thousand 
pounds  to  them,  the  sum  in  the  aggregate 
would  become  considerable  !  " 

"  I  see,"  said  Mr.  Powell  ruefully. 
"  You  imply  that  the  request  is  an 
impertinence.  Certainly  I  have  no  claim 
upon  you." 

"  None,"  agreed  Batts.  "  But  you  sa) 
you  can  give  security.  Why,  then,  do  you 
not  apply  to  your  solicitor  ?  " 

*'  I  have  my  reasons,"  replied  the  other. 
**  The  security  is  house  property.  There 
are  circumstances  which  cause  me  to 
hesitate  in  mortgaging  it.  If  necessary, 
and  to  a  private  acquaintance,  I  would  do 
so.  But  I  should  prefer  that  the  matter 
should  be  a  private  transaction — a  strictly 
private  transaction." 

"  Meanwhile,  it  is  imperative  that  you 
should  have  this  sum  of  money  ?  " 

*'  At  once  !  I  will  not  attempt  to  dis- 
guise from  you  the  truth.  It  is  a  debt  of 
honour." 

"Ah,  cards  again  I  "  said  Batts,  with  a 
shrug. 

"  Yes,  cards  again.  I  have  been  most 
unlucky.  If  the  money  isn't  paid  in  two 
days  I  shall  be  posted.  You  know  what 
that  means  to  a  society  man  !  " 

"  I  sympathise  with  you.  But  why  do 
you  come  to  me  ?  " 

"  Because,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Powell  im- 
petuously, "you  are  the  only  man  in 
London  to  whom  a  thousand  pounds  is  of 
no  more  consequence  than  a  thousand 
pence.  Sir,  and  because  I  believe  you 
are  a  good  fellow  at  heart,  and  would  help 
a  man  if  you  could." 

"  You  quite  overrate  both  my  resources 
and  my  virtues,"   smiled  Batts.      "That 
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cigar  does  not  burn  well — try  another. 
Now,  this  house  property  of  yours,  where 
is  it  situated  ?  " 

"  Do  you  desire  a  mottgage  ? "  asked 
Mr.  Powell  uneasily. 

"  Pray  answer  my  question  first." 

"  Well,  I  have  a  house  and  grounds  in 
Chelsea — a  detached  house." 

"That  is  all?" 

"  All  that  I  can  offer,"  said  the  other. 


I  shall  not  dispose  of  the  property  to 
another  during  the  two  years  of  my 
tenant's  lease.  He  is  a  curious  fellow. 
You  may  have  heard  of  him — Major 
Norton." 

Batts  started  involuntarily  from  his  chair; 
then  he  sank  back  with  a  smile. 

"A.  twinge  of  gout!"  he  remarked. 
"  Major  Norton  ?  Yes,  1  have  heard  the 
name.     And  he  is  your  tenant  ?  " 


Js  thai  I  find  mystlf 


"And    the    value    of    this    house   and  "He  is.     He  pays  a  hijjh  rent,  and — 

grounds  .'"  doesn't  live  in  the  house." 

"Three  thousand  pounds  odd.'  "He   lives   in    Bayswatcr,"  said     Bans 

"Vet   you  shrink  from   mortgaging   it.  sharply.     "  Who  lives  in  this  liou.-.e  .- " 
Why  ?  "  "  Upon  my  word,  I  don't  know.    1  duiit 

"  I  will,   if  you  desire,  mortgage  it  to  believe  anybody  does.     It  is  the  Major's 

you."  caprice  that  it  should,  at  any  rate,  apjiear 

"  But  you  would  prefer  not  to  do  so.  unoccupied." 
^^'hy  ?  "  Batts  rang  the  bell. 

"  Well,  Mr.  Batts,  to  be  quite  candid,  I  '"  Send  for  my  brougham  at  once,"  he 

don't  want  to  mortgage  it  if  I  can  help,  said    to    the    waiter    who    answered    the 

The  house  is  let  on  a  lease — on  somewhat  summons.     Then  he  turned  to  Mr.  Powell 

singular  conditions.    One  of  them  is  that  again. 
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**  If  you  will  oblige  me  by  driving  to 
this  house  of  yours  with  me  and  my 
friend  Mr.  Bertram — I  merely  wish  to 
see  it  out  of  curiosity — you  will  be  doing 
me  a  favour,  Mr.  Powell.  I  always  con- 
trive, if  possible,  to  repay  one  favour  with 
another.  When  you  have  shown  me  this 
house  we  will,  therefore,  return  to  my 
hotel,  and  I  will  write  you  out  a  cheque 
for  eleven  hundred  and  fifty  pounds.  You 
can  pay  it  back  to  me  at  your  convenience." 

I  don't  know  whether  Mr.  Powell  or 
myself  was  the  more  astonished  at  this 
extraordinary  suggestion  of  Batts.  I  think 
neither  of  us  could  assign  a  reason  for  it : 
certainly  /  could  not — and,  judging  from 
the  expression  of  blank  amazement  on 
Mr.  Powell's  face,  nor  could  he.  He 
was,  however,  a  person  far  too  sensible 
of  the  importance  of  his  own  interests  to 
jeopardise  them  by  even  a  show  of  either 
suspicion  or  reluctance  in  the  present 
instance.  He  concealed  instantaneously 
all  traces  both  of  surprise  and  satisfaction 
at  Batts's  proposal,  and  consented  to  it 
with  an  easy  acquiescence.  In  less  than 
half  an  hour  we  were  all  three  seated 
in  Batts's  brougham,  which  was  driven 
rapidly  off  in  the  direction  indicated  by 
Mr.  Powell. 

"  Does  it  not  occur  to  you,"  asked 
Batts  presently,  **as  being  a  little  odd 
that  a  tenant  should  offer  a  high  rent 
for  a  house  which  he  does  not  occupy, 
Mr.  Powell  ?  " 

"I  do  not  trouble  myself  with  other 
people's  motives,"  replied  Powell,  twirling 
his  moustache. 

*'An  excellent  rule.  Sir!  But  you 
referred  just  now  to  a  remarkable  condition 
laid  down  by  your  tenant.  Major  Norton — 
namely,  that  you,  his  landlord,  should  not, 
during  his  lease  of  it,  transfer  the  property 
to  other  hands.  I  wonder  why  he  should 
make  such  a  condition  1  " 

**  I  can't  say.  Possibly  because  a  new 
landlord  might  have  other  views  for  the 
disposition  of  the  house." 

**  In  fact,  might  exercise  an  impertinent 
curiosity  in  his  tenant's  method  of  fulfilling 
his  lease  ! " 

'*  Possibly,"  repeated  Mr.  Powell 
calmly. 


Batts  relapsed  into  silence,  and  scarce 
another  word  was  exchanged  till  the 
brougham  turned  sharply  round  into  a 
quiet  side-street  between  the  King's  Road 
and  the  river. 

"  We  are  almost  there,"  said  Mr.  Powell, 
glancing  out  of  the  window. 

**  Then  let  us  stop  the  carriage  and  get 
out,"  remarked  Batts.  "  I  should  prefer 
to  regard  this  house  of  yours  on  foot,  and 
at  my  leisure." 

*'  j\Ty  dear  Sir,  you  seem  to  take  an 
extraordinary  interest  in  it ! "  laughed 
Powell,  as  the  next  instant  we  all  three 
descended  from  the  brougham,  and  Batts 
bade  the  coachman  await  our  return  at  the 
corner  of  the  street. 

"Why,"  replied  Batts,  "perhaps  I  do. 
My  interest  is  very  easily  excited,  you  will 
perceive  !     So — and  that  is  the  house  ?  " 

He  looked  up  at  a  large  building, 
standing  quite  by  itself  and  at  some 
distance  from  its  neighbours,  at  the  end  of 
a  ver\'  deserted  thoroughfare.  Its  frontage 
was  towards  the  street,  while,  behind,  we 
could  see  a  garden  of  trees,  round  which 
a  high  wall  ran. 

"Yes,"  said  Mr.  Powell,  "that  is  the 
house.  Seems  to  be  unoccupied,  doesn't 
it  ?  " 

We  had  arrived  opposite  the  building, 
and  stood  on  the  pavement  gazing  up  at  it. 

"  It  has  that  appearance,"  agreed  Batts  ; 
then  he  whistled  softly. 

Indeed,  the  house  presented  an  aspect 
of  absolute  desertion.  The  face  of  it  was 
of  an  oblong  shape,  large  square  windows 
were  set  in  each  storey,  and  in  all  of  these 
windows  the  blinds  were  drawn,  while 
over  the  entire  edifice  there  hovered  a 
spirit  of  brooding  desolation.  Before 
returning  to  the  brougham,  Batts  walked 
round  to  the  back  of  the  house,  accom- 
panied by  Mr.  Powell  and  myself.  Here 
we  found  ourselves  confronted  by  the  high 
wall  already  referred  to ;  and  between  the 
wall  and  the  house  there  appeared  to  be  a 
small  but  thick  plantation  of  trees,  which 
added  at  once  to  the  privacy  and  the 
general  gloom  of  the  building.  There 
was  a  heavy  iron-studded  door  let  into  the 
wall,  which  gave  access  to  the  back  of 
the   premises.      We   tried   this  door,  and 
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discovered  that  it  was  securely  fastened ; 
everything,  in  fact,  pointed  to  the  con- 
clusion that  the  house  was  untenanted. 
Batts  turned  away  without  a  word,  and  a 
few  minutes  later  we  had  re-entered  the 
brougham  and  were  driving  back  to  the 
hotel.  To  write  a  cheque  for  eleven 
hundred  and  fifty  pounds,  payable  to 
Mr.  Powell,  and  to  dismiss  that  gentle- 
man with  a  laconic  but  courteous  sentence 
of  farewell  were  matters  that  occupied 
Batts  scarcely  five  minutes.  As  soon  as 
Mr.  Powell  had  taken  his  departure  Batts 
looked  at  me  with  a  queer  smile. 

**  There  are  some  curious  fellows  in  this 
London  society  of  ours,  Bertram,"  he 
remarked.  *'  That  man,  for  instance, 
possesses  the  entrie  to  many  very  good 
houses  in  town,  though  you  would  hardly 
believe  it.  He  has,  I  should  say,  as  little 
'.principle  as  breeding." 

**  And  I  am  disposed  to  agree  with 
^ou,"  I  replied.  **  Your  reception  of  his 
insufferably  cool  request  I  confess  sur- 
prised me." 

**  Ah,  my  good  Bertram,  you  are  easily 
surprised,"  laughed  Batts.  **  For  example, 
you  were  doubtless  surprised  at  my 
anxiety  to  inspect  this  precious  house  of 
his  in  the  wilds  of  Chelsea  ?  " 

"  I  admit  it." 

**  And  you  will  be  surprised  if  I  ask  you 
to  return  with  me  there  in  half  an  hour  ? 
It  is  now  barely  fiy^  o'clock." 

"Why,  what  on  earth  do  you  want  to 
return  there  for  }  "  I  ejaculated. 

**  Ah,  I  see  you  are  surprised,"  remarked 
Batts  suavely.  **  But,  my  dear  Bertram, 
we  have  still  two  hours  to  get  through 
before  dinner  (which,  by-the-bye,  I  will  beg 
of  you  to  share  with  me  here);  and  how 
better  can  we  employ  them  than  by  taking 
a  gentle  drive  ?  And  what  more  interest- 
ing direction  could  we  select  for  such  a 
drive  than  the  delightful  neighbourhood 
of  Cheyne  Walk  ?  " 

I  shook  my  head  with  a  smile.  **  Your 
enigmas  are  beyond  me,"  I  observed. 

Batts  smiled  too. 

"Let  me  recommend  a  whisky-and- 
soda,"  he  said;  "after  which  we  can 
discuss  the  enigma  at  our  ease — in  the 
brougham/' 


I  knew  that  this  flippancy  of  manner 
served  but  to  conceal,  as  usual,  some  more 
serious  purpose  beneath  it;  and  so,  still 
speculating  not  a  little  as  to  the  mysterious 
object  of  Batts's  present  excursion,  I  con- 
sented, without  further  argument  or  protest, 
to  accompany  him  upon  it. 

When  we  were  seated  again  together  in 
his  carriage,  he  said,  "  Did  I  ever  mention 
Lascelles  to  you  ?  " 

"  Lascelles ! "  said  I,  "  Lascelles !  The 
name  carries  a  not  unfamiliar  sound.  Yes, 
I  fancy  at  some  time  or  another  I  must 
have  heard  you  mention  it,  though  I  cannot 
clearly  remember  when  or  in  what  con 
nection." 

"  Doubtless  not.  He  is  dead  now. 
Died,  in  fact,  a  year  ago — in  America.  He 
and  I  were  at  one  time  close  friends.  He 
died  worth  a  considerable  amount  of 
money." 

"  Indeed,"  said  I,  wondering  what 
possible  bearing  the  death  of  one  of 
Batts*s  numerous  wealthy  acquaintances 
might  be  supposed  to  have  upon  the  matter 
in  hand. 

"  All  this  money,"  pursued  Batts,  "  was 
left  by  Lascelles  to  his  only  daughter, 
Eleanor  Lascelles,  at  that  time  a  girl  at  an 
English  boarding-school." 

"  Indeed,"  I  repeated,  endeavouring  to 
assume  a  proper  appearance  of  interest  in 
these  communications. 

**  Lascelles,  by  his  will,  appointed  his 
cousin  and  next-of-kin  the  sole  guardian 
and  trustee  of  his  orphan  daughter." 

"Really?" 

"  I  perceive  you  follow  me,"  said 
Batts  drily.  **  Have  you  ever  met  Major 
Norton  ?  " 

"No,"  I  replied.  "What  has  Major 
Norton  to  do  with  it.^" 

"Why,  he  is  the  tenant  of  our  friend 
Powell's  house ;  but  you  say  you  haven't 
met  him — I  have.  He  is  not  a  man  to 
inspire  confidence,  my  dear  Bertram." 

"  Excuse  me — but  I  am  getting  a  trifle 
mixed.  First  you  allude  to  Lascelles, 
then  to  Norton,  and  in  the  next  breath 
connect  the  two  by  explaining  that  the 
latter  is  the  tenant  of  Mr.  Powell's  house. 
What  on  earth  am  I  to  make  of  all  this 
confusion  of  ideas  ?  " 
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'  I  begin 
ion  betwi 


lughly, 


"Out  of  chaos  I  will  evolve  order!" 
smiled  Batts.  "  Major  Norton  is  Lascelles' 
cousin,  and  the  guardian  and  trustee  of 
his  daughter  Eleanor.      Voi'ld  lout !  " 

"Oh,"  I  exclaimed,  "i 
see  some  glimmer  of  conn 
cause  and  effect.  The 
expedition  is  indirectly, 
Norton?" 

"Your    discrimination    i 
able,"  remarked   Batts.     " 
may    be    taken    as 
the    cause.     The 
effect " 

"Yes,  the  effect?" 

"  Remains  to  be 
seen  !  "  said  Batts, 
smiling.  "  I  told 
the  coachman  to 
stop  at  the  corner 
of   the    street,    and 

The  brougham 
drew  up  as  he  spoke, 
and  once  more  ive 
alighted. 

"What  do  you 
propose  to  do  now  ?  " 


I  asked. 
■  Ri 


the  hoi 


the 


,vith    the 


inds, 


replied  he. 

"But,  my  dear  fellow,  what's  the  use 
of  that?"  I  expostulated.  "The  house, 
as  you  perceive,  is  unoccupied.  You 
might    ring    lill    doomsday    and   get   no 

"  That  is  quite  likely,"  returned  Batts 
coolly,  while  he  ascended  the  steps  lead- 
ing to  the  front  door.  "Still  there  is  no 
harm  in  ringing,  my  good  Bertram,"  and 
he  pulled  the  bell  violently.  We  heard 
the  echoes  of  it  reverberating  in  sonic 
distant  portion  of  (be  bouse  ;  soon  they 
died  away  again,  and  «ere  presently 
succeeded  by  a  silence  that  only  served  to 
confirm  my  conviction  thai  the  bouse  was 
quite  empty.  Batts  stood  tapping  bis  heels 
whhhiscanefora  minute  orHvooii  the  steps, 
before  turning  away.  Then  we  proceeded 
slowly  back  towards  the  carriage  together. 


"  You    are    satisfied    now,"    I     asked, 

"  that " 

"  Perfectly  satisfied,"  he  said. 
"  The  house  is  unoccupied  ? " 
"  On  the  contrary,  that  it  is  occupied,'" 
"  What !  "  I  exclaimed,  staring  at  him. 
"  I  do  not  entertain  the  slightest  doubt 
that  it  is  occupied,"  he  repeated,  getting: 
into  the  brougham. 

"  In  the  name  of  Fortune,  by  whom  ? 
Rats  and  mice  ?  " 

"  Oh,    dear    no  ? 

Men    and     women. 

One  woman  at  least. 

A    girl,    probabl  v. 

;ibly  Eleanor 


I.a 


:el]e! 


Having  fired  ofT 
this  disjointed 
succession  of  sen-i 
tences,  be  leaned 
back  and  gazed  at 
me  with  a  placii 
smile. 

"Your  c  o  n- 
clusions  outstrip  my 
power  of  inference," 
1  replied.  "  I  sup- 
pose you  arc  guided 
by   rational    data    in 

them  ? " 

good  Bertram !  But 
still,  tbey  are  only  conclusions  resting  on 
deduction,  and  have  got  to  be  verified, 
remember.  F'irst,  there  is  the  aggressive 
appearance  of  desertion  about  the  house. 


Suspicion 

circumstance     number     one. 

Pccondlv, 

the    strange    conditions    upon 

which    th 

c    lease     appears    to    be    held. 

Suspicion 

two.     Thirdly,  the  coincidence 

of    !\Injo 

Norton's    niece    having    dis- 

appeared 

simultaneously  with  the  letting 

of  Mr.  F< 

well's  bouse^" 

".\bl     I    kne» 


.■xclnii 


I ( (thing   of   that ! 


I 


"  Suspicion  number  three.  Oh,  yes,  she 
as  disappeared.  1  do  not  say  that  that 
one  is  matter  for  suspicion^but  taken 
L  conjunction  with  the  circumstance  of 
lis  house,  it  seems  to  me  to  become 
).     I  called  on  Major  Norton,  you  must 
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know,  shortly  after  my  return  from  New 
York  a  month  or  two  ago.  Out  of  respect 
to  the  memory  of  my  friend  Lascelles,  I 
felt  that  the  least  I  could  do  would  be 
to  inquire  after  the  welfare  of  his  orphan 
girl.  So  I  called  on  Norton,  explained 
briefly  my  connection  with  Lascelles, 
and,  in  fine,  requested  his  permission  to 
see  Miss  Eleanor.  He  replied  with  a  con- 
siderable affectation  of  sincere  regret  that 
he  could  not  gratify  my  wish,  since  Miss 
Lascelles  was  at  that  moment  travelling 
abroad  for  her  health.  He  had  been 
obliged,  he  said,  after  withdrawing  her 
from  school,  to  consult  an  eminent  medical 
authority  with  regard  to  her  health,  and 
that  it  was  by  the  advice  of  this  physician 
that  he  had  decided  to  send  the  poor 
child  on  a  long  voyage,  in  the  hope  that 
her  constitution  might  benefit  by  this 
change  of  scene  and  climate.  He  added 
that  Miss  Lascelles  was  travelling  under 
the  care  of  a  thoroughly  amiable,  trust- 
worthy, and  experienced  lady,  from  whom 
she  would  receive  every  kindness  and 
attention.  I  asked  the  nature  of  her  ail- 
ment, and  was  told  that  it  threatened  to 
develop  into  consumption.  *  I  fear,'  said 
the  Major,  *  that  my  ward  will  have,  there- 
fore, to  reside  almost  permanently  abroad — 
in  the  South  of  France,  probably  :  at  any 
rate,  until  a  radical  cure  has  been  effected.' 
The  intelligence  surprised  me,  for  from 
my  knowledge  of  Lascelles,  who  had  been 
a  man  of  strong  physique  and  robust  con- 
stitution, consumptive  tendencies  in  any 
child  of  his  were  the  last  thing  I*  should 
have  expected  to  find.  I  have  met  Major 
Norton  once  or  twice  since  my  first  visit 
to  him,  and  on  each  occasion  I  have  been 
impressed  with  a  sense  of  aversion  to  the 
man.  He  is,  as  I  have  said  before,  my 
dear  Bertram,  not  a  person  to  inspire 
confidence." 

*'In  other  words,  you  suspect  him  of 
foul  play  ?  "  I  said. 

'*  I  think  I  shall  be  more  satisfied  when 
I  have  proved  to  myself  that  any  such 
suspicion  is  groundless,"  answered  Batts. 
"  And  to  set  all  doubts  at  rest  once  and 
for  all,  it  is  my  intention,  Bertram,  to  effect 
an  entrance  into  that  empty  house  to- 
night." 

No.  20 j«    August  1900 


"  To-night  ?  " 

**  Yes.  *  If  'twere  done- 


— ' ;  you  know 
the  rest.  I  see  no  reason  for  delay. 
To-night,  then,  we  will  explore  the  pene- 
tralia of  this  mysterious  mansion.  I  say 
*we,*    for  I  assume  you  will  accompany 


me." 

**  Why,  my  dear  fellow,  if  you  are  bent 
upon  going,  of  course  I  will  accompany 
you." 

"I  am  bent  upon  going.  By-the-bye, 
can  you  box  ?  " 

"Box.?  Oh,  yes,  I  can  box.  I  won 
the  Public  Schools  Championship  in  my 
year." 

"  Good  !     And  wrestle  ?  " 

"After  a  fashion.     I  can  hold  my  own." 

**  Capital !  I  merely  ask  because  one 
never  knows  on  an  occasion  of  this  sort 
what  precise  kind  of  opposition  to  expect ; 
and  sometimes  a  free  use  of  one's  fist  is 
found  to  be  essential,  equally  for  pro- 
tective as  offensive  purposes.  For  instance, 
the  empty  house " 

**  May  be  garrisoned  by  prize-fighters," 
I  laughed. 

**  Hardly  that ;  but,  at  least,  men  of 
determined  obstinacy,  and  not  amenable 
to  the  smooth  persuasiveness  of  the  tongue. 
It  is  as  well  to  be  prepared." 

"  There  is  one  point  that  puzzles  me," 
I  broke  in.  "  Why  should  Major  Norton 
(granting  that  he  has  utilised  this  house 
for  purposes  of  detention)  desire  to  invest 
it  with  the  semblance  of  non-occupancy.?" 

**  My  good  Bertram,  the  reason  is 
obvious !  "  returned  Batts.  **  If  the  house 
were  known  to  be  inhabited,  there  would 
not  inconceivably  be  some  slight  curiosity 
among  the  neighbours  as  to  its  occupant ; 
and  should  any  suggestion  of  mystery  arise 
in  connection  with  this  occupant,  it  would 
be  not  unnatural  to  suppose  that  some 
inquiry  might  be  set  on  foot.  To  avoid 
such  an  unpleasant  contingency,  Major 
Norton  has,  it  would  appear,  hit  upon  the 
happy  expedient  of  leasing  an  apparently 
uninhabited  house ! " 

**  Ah,  true ;  that  sounds  a  reasonable 
explanation,  Batts!"  I  agreed.  "And 
your  scheme  is " 

**  To  get  into  the  house,  find  out  if 
Miss  Lascelles  is  there*  and,  if  so,  to  take 

K  B 


4i8 


ADVENTURES  OF  ARCHIBALD  P.  BATTS,  MILLIONAIRE. 


steps  to  ensure  her  immediate  and  future 
safety,"  said  Batts  slowly  and  deliberately. 

"  By  Jove,  and  we  *11  do  it  1 "  I  cried,  a 
wild  and  schoolboyish  sense  of  exhilar- 
ation at  the  prospect  of  the  approaching 
adventure  and  its  romantic  issues  filling 
my  breast. 

"Yes,"  said  Batts,  puffing  calmly  at 
his  cigar,  "  we  '11  do  it !  " 

«  «  «  « 

The  weather  favoured  us ;  the  night  fell 
still  and  dark ;  from  behind  black  banks 
of  cloud  the  moon  gleamed  fitfully  from 
time  to  time  ;  a  warm  soft  breeze  from  the 
south  fanned  our  faces ;  now  and  then  a 
drop  of  rain  plashed  sullenly  on  the  pave- 
ment, and  the  air  was  full  of  the  sug- 
gestion of  impending  thunder.  It  was  ten 
o'clock  when  Batts  and  I  found  ourselves 
once  more  gazing  up  at  the  gloomy  face  of 
the  building  we  had  come  to  invade.  There 
was  about  it  no  sign  of  stir  or  life.  It  rose 
out  of  the  shadows  of  the  night,  itself  a 
sombre  and  menacing  shadow,  seeming 
but  a  degree  more  solid  than  the  darkness 
which  environed  it.  The  street  was 
deserted.  From  the  distance  came  the 
confused  hum  of  the  sound  of  the  noises 
of  the  city ;  but  close  at  hand  the  silence 
was  broken  only  by  the  barking  of  a  dog  in 
some  neighbouring  alley  or  the  occasional 
rumble  of  a  tradesman's  cart  in  the  main 
street  beyond.  I  was  so  filled  with  a  sense 
of  the  isolation  of  the  spot  that  1  caught 
myself  doubting,  after  all,  whether  our 
imaginations  had  not  got  the  better  of  our 
commonsense  in  allowing  us  to  be  per- 
suaded into  the  idea  that  this  house  could 
be  inhabited  when  everything  about  it 
pointed  so  emphatically  to  the  opposite 
conclusion.  Batts,  however,  did  not  appear 
to  be  affected  by  any  similar  diffidence  as 
to  the  correctness  of  his  original  premise. 

**  Let  us  get  round  to  the  back,"  he 
said,  after  a  few  moments'  silent  sur\'ey  of 
the  building. 

Slowly  and  cautiously  we  picked  our  way 
through  the  gloom  till  presently  eight  feet 
of  wall  grew  out  of  the  darkness  before  us, 
and  again  we  halted. 

"  Now,"  said  Batts,  "  I  daresay,  Bertram, 
this  will  not  be  the  first  time  that  you 
have  performed  an  acrobatic  feat  of  this 


description.  The  thing  is  quite  easy ;  but 
you  are  the  stronger  man,  so  up  yoa 
go  first!" 

He  then  proceeded  to  place  himself 
against  the  wall  with  bent  back ;  I  clam- 
bered on  to  his  shoulders,  and  a  moment 
later  was  astride  the  summit  of  the  wall ; 
then,  leaning  over,  I  grasped  Batts  firmly 
under  the  arms  and  hauled  him  up  beside 
me.  To  drop  down  gently  on  the  other 
side  was  the  work  of  a  moment.  We 
alighted  on  soft  turf.  At  that  same  instant 
the  moon  broke  suddenly  out  from  the 
clouds  and  revealed  to  us  a  gravelled 
pathway  flanked  by  high  trees  and  lead- 
ing through  tangled  shrubs  to  the  back 
entrance  of  the  house.  Along  this  path 
we  advanced  with  careful  steps,  and  I 
began  for  the  first  time  to  realise  some  of 
the  sensations  that  might  be  supposed  to 
inspire  the  housebreaker — without,  it  may 
be,  the  added  charm  of  a  guilty  con- 
science. Our  stealthy  progress  was 
checked  by  the  sudden  appearance  of  a 
light  at  one  of  the  windows.  Batts 
touched  my  arm,  and  though  I  could  not 
see  his  face,  I  knew  perfectly  well  that  he 
was  smiling. 

**  So,  my  good  Bertram,"  he  whispered, 
"  how  about  the  empty  house  now  ?  " 

**  Well,"  I  replied,  "  how  are  we  to 
get  in  ?  " 

"  Through  that  window,"  he  answered. 

"  It  will  be  shut." 

"  We  will  open  it." 

We  had  continued  our  way  gradually  as 
we  spoke,  and  now  had  reached  a  large 
window,  not  three  feet  from  the  ground, 
which  appeared  to  belong  to  the  dining- 
room,  and  looked  out  upon  the  garden. 
Softly  Batts  tried  the  sash  :  it  was  fastened. 
He  next  drew  from  his  pocket  a  small 
diamond,  and  with  this  he  slowlv  cut 
the  pane  of  glass  from  its  frame,  after  fix- 
ing to  the  surface  of  it  a  piece  of  putty. 
Placing  his  finger  on  the  putty,  he  was 
enabled  to  p)revent  the  pane  from  falling 
inwards,  and  a  minute  later  had  extracted 
the  glass  from  its  socket.  It  was  now  the 
simplest  thing  in  the  world  to  unfasten  the 
catch  inside  and  gently  push  the  window 
open  ;  and,  marvelling  not  a  little  at  the 
ease  with   which    these    things    can    be 
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accomplished,  even  by  amateurs,  I  found 
myself  the  next  moment  standing  with 
Baits  inside  the  room.  Batts  calmly  pro- 
ceeded to  strike  a  light. 

"  We  are  in  the  house,"  he  observed, 
"  at  last ;  there  is,  therefore,  no  further 
need  of  concealment.  I  propose,  indeed, 
to  make  the  acquaintance,  as  soon  as 
possible,  of  its  worthy  occupants — not  to 
avoid  them.  Ah,  there 
is  gas  turned  on,  I 
see." 

I  stood  by  with  my 
hands  in  my  pockets 
whilst  Batts  lit  a  large 
gas  -  jet  attached  to 
one  of  the  side  walls. 
Hardly  had  he  done 
so,  when  the  door 
suddenly  opened, 
and  a  man's  figure 
appeared  o  n  t  h  e 
threshold. 

"  Good  evening," 
said  Batts  amiably. 

The  man  looked 
from  one  to  the  other 
of  us  without  speaking. 
3.  burly  fellow, 


picked  himself  up  from  the  floor,  and 
coolly  drawing  a  revolver  from  his  pocket, 
presented  it  full  at  the  man's  breast. 

"  I  always  think,"  he  remarked,  "  that 
an  acquaintance  inaugurated  in  this  way 
bids  fair  to  strengthen  into  a  real  fnend* 
ship — for  it  is  based,  you  see,  on  a  kind 
of  mutual  respect  and  esteem.  If  you 
move,  my  friend,  you  are  next  door  to  a 


of  a 


1  of  c 


ance  usually  described 
as  "  bulldog,"  and  was 
dressed  like  a  superior 

"  We  rang,"  <'X- 
plained  Batts,  "at  the 
front  -  door  bell,  but 
could  not  make  any- 
body hear,  so  we  were 
constrained  to  eff^pct 
this  somewhat  un- 
ceremonious entrance. 
1  am  sure  you  will 
pardon  it.    Pray  how  is  Miss  Lascelles 

For  reply,  the  man,  without 
warning,  hurled  himself  upon  Balls  with 
the  blind  ferocity  of  a  wild  beast,  Batts 
dodged  quickly  aside,  slipped,  and 
stumbled  to  the  floor.  1  sprang  forward 
at  the  same  instant  and  dealt  the  fellow 
a  heavy  blow  between  the  eyes  ;  he  fell 
l)ack  dazed,  and  before  he  could  recover 
himself  to  renew  the  attack,   Batts  had 


with  rage,  y.;t.  with  Hims's  deadly  barrel 
KleaminR  full  upun  him,  not  daring'  t<> 
stir,  "who  am  /.  .  iir^e  you!  Who  lln- 
devil  are  f'le.  I  should  like  to  know,  that 
dares  to  come  breaking  into  my  house 
like  this  in  the  middle  of  the  night  ?  " 
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"  I  have  not  the  slightest  objection  to 
telling  you  who  I  am,"  replied  Batts 
pleasantly.  "  "My  name  is  Archibald  P. 
Batts.  No  doubt  it  is  familiar  to  you  ? 
No  ?  I  am  sorr)'.  It  only  illustrates  the 
miserable  limitations  of  fame !  This 
gentleman  is  my  friend,  Mr.  Bertram. 
Now,  who  are  jou  ?  *' 

"  What  right    have  you  to  ask  ?      Put 

down    that    revolver.     By    G ,   you  *11 

repent  this  !  It 's  a  hard  -  labour  job, 
remember ! " 

*'  You  seem  to  know  all  about  it.  And 
I  may  as  well  tell  you,  my  man,"  pro- 
ceeded Batts,  with  a  sudden  change  of 
manner,  "  that  it  is  like  to  prove  what  you 
so  eloquently  term  a  very  *  hard  labour 
job  *  for  you  and  your  confederates,  unless 
you  throw  up  the  sponge  at  once  and  show 
your  hand  without  compelling  us  to  force 

"  Are  vou  a  detective  ? "  asked  the 
fellow,  still  defiantly,  yet  with  a  distinct 
modification  of  his  previous  threatening 
tone. 

*  No,"  said  Batts  ;  "  but  I  am  the  next 
best  thing.  I  am  a  millionaire ;  and  I 
can  pay  handsomely  for  my  information. 
Listen,"  he  added,  stepping  close  to  the 
man  and  gazing  at  him  with  a  stern  signifi- 
cance ;  *'  1  can  pay  a  higher  price — do  you 
understaml  ?  —  a  higher  price  than  your 
employer^  M.jjor  A^or/on,  can  I  " 

The  fellow  shrank  back  as  if  he  had 
been  struck.  He  positively  cowered  before 
Batts.  His  entire  demeanour  underwent 
a  complete  alteration  ;  where  there  had 
previously  been  the  hired  bully,  we  saw 
now  only  a  cringing  and  cowed  rascal. 
.  **  Major  Norton  .^"  he  repeated  ;  "what 
do  you  know  about  Major  Norton  }  " 

**  I  know  all  about  Major  Norton — and 
Miss  Lascelles  !  "  said  Batts,  trusting,  as 
he  was  so  fond  of  doing,  to  the  chance 
accuracv  of  a  shot  in  the  dark.  In  this 
case — as  in  previous  ones — luck  favoured 
him,  and  it  was  evident  from  the  burlv 
man's  trepidation  that  the  shot  had  gone 
straight  home  to  the  bull's-eye.  Batts 
noted  and  instantly  followed  up  his 
advantage.  *'So,"  he  continued,  "you  had 
better  make  a  clean  breast  of  it,  my  good 
fellow,  and   save  your  own   skin.      Miss 


Lascelles  is  a  prisoner  in  this  house.  That^ 
of  course,  we  all  know.  And  you,  appar- 
ently, are  her  jailer." 

He  paused  and  looked  contemptuously 
at  his  victim,  while  his  finger  still  toyed 
with  the  revolver. 

"How  did  you  find  out  .'*"  gasped  the 
fellow,  edging  further  away. 

"Sit  down  there,"  said  Batts,  pointing 
to  a  chair.  "Thank  you.  Now  be  good 
enough  not  to  move.  I  don*t  want  to 
shoot  you  if  I  can  help  it,  but  /  am  master 
of  this  situation,  and  the  sooner  vou 
realise  that  the  better.  First,  you  have 
got  to  answer  my  questions,  and  I  should 
advise  you  for  your  own  sake  to  speak  the 
truth." 

"  Oh,  I  '11  answer,"  said  the  man  sul- 
lenly;  "only  I  should  be  more  comfortable 
if  you  would  put  down  that  pistol  of 
yours." 

"  No  doubt.  Well,  to  satisfy  you,  I  will 
put  it  down — on  the  table  close  to  my 
hand.  To  begin,  then,  how  many  people 
are  in  this  house  beside  yourself.'^ " 

"  Onlv  mvself  and  a  woman  attendant.**" 

"Only  yourself  and  a  woman  attendant. 
Good.  You  are  both  in  the  pay  of  Major 
Norton  ?  " 

"  What 's  the  use  of  denying  it  ?  '* 
growled  the  fellow. 

"  None  whatever.  How  long  has  Miss 
Lascelles  been  kept  detained  here  ?  " 

"A  month." 

"  What  are  your  instructions  f  " 

"  To  prevent  her  from  leaving  the  house 
and  to  let  nobody  see  her,  or  know  that 
she — or  anyone  else — is  living  here." 

"  I  see.  And  what  is  the  object  of  this 
illegal  detention  .^  " 

"  I  don't  know.  It 's  none  of  my 
business.     I  carry  out  my  orders." 

"  You  have  no  suspicion  }" 

"  I  see  no  reasons  to  answer  vour 
questions,"  muttered  the  man. 

Batts  took  up  his  revolver  playfully. 

"  No  }  That  is  unfortunate,  for  it  may 
compel  me  to  resort  to  force— — " 

"All  right— all  right,"  broke  in  the 
other  hurriedly,  "just  put  it  down,     I'll 


answer 


I »' 


"  Thank  vou.     Has  Miss  Lascelles  been 
treated  properly  during  this  time  .**" 
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"  Oh,  yes.  She  has  all  she  wants,  and 
we  are  quite  civil  and  respectful  to  the 
young  lady :  those  are  our  orders." 

"  Fortunate  for  you.  She  has  had  no 
visitors  ?  " 

The  man  hesitated  a  moment — Batts 
examined  the  butt  of  his  revolver  and 
hummed  gently. 

"  Yes,"    replied    the   fellow   promptly, 


"  one." 


t* 


**  A  gentleman  ?  " 

"  A  doctor." 

**  Ah  !     Does  he  come  often  ? 

**  He's  been  once.  He  *s  coming  again 
to-morrow." 

•*  To-morrow  ?"  exclaimed  Batts.  "  Is 
Miss  Lascelles  ill  ?  " 

**  I  know  nothing  about  it,"  was  the 
dogged  answer. 

••  Now,"  said  Batts  slowly,  **  I  will  offer 
you,  my  friend,  two  alternatives.  You 
will  either  obey  me  implicitly — implicitly, 
mind  ! — and  do  ever)thing  I  bid  you,  or 
else  you  will  stand  trial  for  the  illegal 
detention  of  a  free  subject,  and  enjoy  a 
term  of  penal  servitude  for  a  good  slice  of 
the  rest  of  your  natural  life.  Which  is  it 
to  be  ?  " 

**  If  I  consent,  will  you  swear  to  protect 
me  from  consequences  ?  "  demanded  the 
man. 

"  Yes,"  said  Batts  deliberately  ;  **  I  shall 
treat  you  as  a  sort  of  private  *  Queen's 
evidence,'  and  guarantee  you  absolute 
immunity  from  the  consequences  of  your 
act.  Also,"  he  added,  **  if  you  serve  me 
well  in  the  matter  I  will  pay  you." 

The  fellow's  eyes  glistened. 

**  I  'm  your  man  !  "  he  exclaimed,  with 
convincing  brevity. 

**  You  are  wise  !  "  said  Batts  meaningly. 
**  Now  this  gentleman  and  myself  will 
sleep  in  this  house  to-night — an  armchair 
and  a  sofa  will  do— and  you  will  oblige  us 
with  your  company  in  the  same  room. 
To-morrow  morning  we  will  breakfast 
with  Miss  Lascelles.  Do  I  make  mvself 
clear  ?  " 

The  man  grunted. 

*•  By-the-bye,  what  is  your  name  ?  " 

*•  Smith,"  came  the  prompt  response. 

"  That  is  not  your  real  name,  but  it  will 
do  as  well  as  another,"   returned   Batts 


coolly.  '•  Well,  Mr.  Smith,  first  to  business. 
What  does  Major  Norton  pay  you  for 
your  services  ?  " 

**  Fifty  pounds  a  month." 

**  I  will  pay  you  two  hundred  pounds 
down  and  cry  quits.  It  is  more  than  you 
deserve.  Two  hundred  pounds  and  a  free 
pardon  !  "  smiled  Batts. 

**  Done,  Sir  !  "  said  Smith. 

"And  the  'woman  attendant '  must  be 
your  concern.  Give  her  to  understand 
that  she  is  in  my  power,  and  must  obey 
me  through  you.     Do  you  comprehend  ?  " 

**  I '11  do  it!" 

**  Miss  Lascelles,  I  presume,  has  retired 
for  the  night  ?  " 

"Yes,  Sir." 

"Then  there  is  no  more  to  be  said  at 
present.  Pray  make  yourself  comfortable 
in  that  chair.  Mr.  Bertram  and  I  will 
pass  the  night  in  this  room  with  you." 

Perceiving  the  usclessness  of  further 
argument  or  resistance,  Mr.  Smith 
acquiesced  with  as  good  a  semblance  of 
amiability  as  he  could  muster,  and  half  an 
hour  later  was  snoring  placidly  on  the 
floor.     Batts  lunied  to  me  with  a  smile. 

"We  have  arrived  none  too  soon, 
Bertram,"  he  remarked.  "  There  is 
devilry  afoot,  but,  whatever  it  is,  we  shall 
defeat  it !     Can  you  sleep  on  the  sofa  ?  " 

"  With  an  effort !  "  I  laughed. 

Batts  threw  himself  into  an  easv-chair — 
for  the  room  was  furnished  with  some 
regard  to  comfort — and  lit  a  cigar.  I 
dozed  fitfully  through  the  night.  But  for 
his  part,  I  believed  Batts  never  closed  his 
eves.  I  woke  as  the  first  faint  streaks  of 
the  dawn  crept  through  the  open  w  indow, 
and  beheld  him  still  calmly  smoking  in 
his  armchair,  with  the  recumbent  form  of 
Mr.  Smith  curled  up  on  the  floor  at  his 
feet,  and  the  loaded  revolver  on  the  table 
beside  him.  Then  I  fell  asleep  again,  and 
was  roused  bv  a  touch  on  mv  shoulder. 
The  room  was  flooded  with  sunlight. 

"  You  slept  capitally  through  the  storm ! " 
laughed  Batts. 

"  The  storm  ?"  I  ejaculated. 

"  Oh,  there  has  been  the  deuce  and  all 
of  a  thunderstorm  !  I  was  half  afraid 
the  noise  of  the  thunder  might  have  dis- 
turbed you  and  our  friend  Smith  here,  but 
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I  am  glad  to  say  that  neither  his  nor  voor 
slumbers  seem  to  have  been  in  the  least 
aifected  bv  it.  And  now  it  is  nearlv  time 
to  introduce  ourselves  to  Miss  Lascelles,'* 
he  concluded,  flinging  away  the  end  of  his 
cigar.  **  Mr.  Smith  has  kindly  arranged 
it.**  He  nodded  affably  to  the  burly 
ruflian,  who  stoo^l  beside  him  with  a  some* 
what  sheepish  and  skvpy  Kx)k  on  his  bull- 
dog countenance ;  then  at  a  sign  from 
Ikitts  Mr,  Smith  left  the  rvKmu 
Can  vou  trtist  him  ?  **  1  asked. 
Oh,  ves,  I  lo  has  a  double  incentive 
to  Ih*  strictlv  honest  with  nu^— i>ne  is  the 
lu>|H*  of  jxiyment ;  the  other  a  certainty  of 
sjHwly  veng^Miico  if  lie  Ivirays  us.  We 
can  trust  liinu" 

.\t\er  the  lapse  of  a  low  tuinutes  the 
Hi^Uow  returned  and  infonuovl  us  that  if  we 
would  accoin|Muy  him  to  auv>ther  rvKmi  we 
should  find  brwikfast  Si^rxcvL  adding  that 
Miss  l.asvvllcs  wvnild  join  us  there  almost 
unme\liatel\ . 

Wo  follo\u*d  v»ur  condiKtor  to  a  cv>m- 
toi table  anvl  well  *  apjHnuted  chaniber, 
whoiv  we  touuvl  a  table  laul  with  a  hastily 
ptv^l^uvd  brwiktast.  A  tuatrvnily  woman 
adxaiuvd  tvu\ards  us  with  a  curts^^v, 

**  \li^.  l»ii>:,^s'*  !<iivl  Smith  lacvmically. 

"  All/"  siul  Kuts,  *  Vv^u  uiuler^tond 
tlu*  Miuatioiu  Mr>i,  Utigjc> 

''I'm  Uv^i  soi!v  \vu\v'  vvnto.  Sir.  aiul 
that  *x  ^ho  irutb."  aii>wv!Vvl  the  woiuai;. 
**  I  \lon*l  nuuh  Iiko  this  cmpu\\n:ciit.  1:  *s 
not  what  I 'w"  Kvu  avvustv^nuvl  to.  It  1 
thoujcht  aN  aux  h.inii  was  to  ^.vnic  to  the 
\\uuu  la\l\  -     -** 

Uatts  uuerruptvNl  her  w'th  a  c^^'sture. 

'*  I  apprxv.ate  the  dc".:v\K  y  of  \our 
s%*ruples/*  lie  tvplit^l  w.th  c  r.'.'e  irvT.y. 
**  I  niAv  inform  \ou  that  1  ha\e  even* 
suspicion  that  h.ami  ry  :r.:o:'..:t\*  :o  :he 
jxHUig  lady.  'rha:*s  wh\  wo  .irt*  hc'rt\ 
Now,  kinvilv  rt\;uest  M^ss  I  a>v>:Iles  to 
honour  us  w  «h  her  prvs^r.v  e.  .ir.d  w  ith.irau ." 

The  woman  ret::r\\!.  anJ.  rres^ntlv  :he 
d\KH  ojx^ned  ar.vl  Miss  Lasv-elles  herself 
came  in.  She  mas  a  :aL.  fair  ciri.  pale 
jmd  exceedingly  precty,  w  ::h  :he  strain  of 
4  cv^usiar.t  nenous  apj^rehensior:  plainly 
stam(y>i  upon  her  almost  childish  features. 
She  apprvMched  us  with  a  preny  difidence 
ind  looied  shv!T  irsi  at  Bans,  then  at 


myself.    Batts  took  a  step  towards  her 
and  held  out  his  hand. 

*'The  occasion  is  not  one  upon  which 
to  waste  time  in  formal  apologies.  Miss 
Lascelles !  *'  he  said  gently.  **  1  knew 
your  father  well;  and  permit  me  to  add 
that  through  him  }'oar  fece  seems  quite 
^miliar  to  me.  I  trust  you  will  consider 
that  a  sufficient  introduction.  This  is  a 
friend  of  mine — Mr.  Bertram,  and  we  are 
both  here  to  sa\'e  you,  and  to  rescue  you 
from  what  appears  to  me  to  be  an  infamous 
conspiracy  on  the  part  of  yoin-  guardian. 
If  I  am  mistaken,  vou  will  convince  me  of 
mv  error  ?  " 

She  took  his  hand  and  looked  into  his 
face  with  a  wistful  and  pathetic  expression 
of  helplessness  and  trust. 

"  I  am  frightened  to  death !  *'  she  said 
simply.  *'  I  don't  know  what  it  all  means? 
\Miy  am  1  kept  shut  up  in  this  terrible 
house  here  so  long?" 

"  My  dear  young  lady,  that  is  precisely 
what  I  am  here  to  find  out !  *'  returned 
Batts.  '*  At  anv  rate*  relv  on  it  that  vou 
will  be  "  shut  up  in  this  terrible  house  *  no 
longer.  Now  sit  down  and  teU  me  exactlT 
what  has  happened." 

Then  Miss  Lascelles  told  her  storw  It 
was  short  and  sins;:ularlv  devoid  of  x-arietr. 
She  informed  us  that  her  guardian  had 
s<*nt  her  to  this  house  a  month  aif»? :  that 
he  had  explained  to  her  that  there  went 
rt^asoRs — reasons  laid  down  in  her  taiher  s 
ui'.l — which  compelled  him  to  kevp  her 
absv^Iutelv  scvluded  from  anv  scrt  of  Si.cietv 

•  •  • 

whatever  for  a  few  months :  that  the 
scvlusion  wouM  only  be  temporary,  and 
that  meanwhile  she  should  have  e-.er^ thing 
to  alleviate  her  solitude  and  beguile  her 
leisure  that  she  should  care  to  demand: 
but  that  on  no  account  would  she  be  c*r- 
n;::tcd  to  leave  the  house  and  erounds  *^:o 
scv  ar.v  \:>:tor!i  durinc  this  time,  excecc  a 


certain  doctj-r.  who  shc^ili  call  at  s! 
r^hcos  u:  v;rier  to  satisfv  Lim  Mx.X)r 
Norton  c:  the  state  of  her  health.  T^jk 
was  a.. . 

"And  this  dcct.r."   said   Boms^  v^m 
Miss  Lascelles  h-ai  nnished.  "  now 
has  he  called  ?  ** 

•*  Only  once^"  replied  ihe :  -  bet  I 
he  is  comin?  acain  b>-daT.** 
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"That  is  well.  Now,  Miss  Lascelles, 
you  must  rely  absolutely  upon  the  dis- 
cretion and  good  faith  of  myself  and  my 
friend,  Mr.  Bertram.     You  will  trust  us  ?  *' 

"  Oh,  indeed,  yes !  Anything  to  get 
away  from  this  horribly  lonely  place  !  " 

**  Very  good.  When  this  doctor  calls 
we  must  be  present  at  the  interview 
between  you.  But  our  presence  must  not 
be  known  to  or  suspected  by  him.  In 
short,  you  must  contrive  to  conceal  us 
in  the  room  in  which  you  are  to  see  him. 
Can  this  be  arranged  ?  " 

"  I  think  so.  There  is  a  thick  arras  on 
the  side  wall  there.  I  shall  receive  him  in 
this  room." 

Batts  glanced  across.  Then  he  walked 
to  the  curtain,  and,  drawing  it  aside,  dis- 
closed a  small  alcove  let  into  the  wall,  and 
sufficiently  large  to  conceal  two  men. 

"  That  will  do  admirably ! "  he  ex- 
claimed. *'  For  the  rest,  behave  during 
the  interview  exactly  as  if  we  were  not 
there,  and — trust  to  us.  You  need  not  be 
afraid.  I  have  a  fancy  to  see  this  doctor 
and  hear  what  he  has  got  to  say — that  is 
all.  And  now  let  us  have  breakfast.  To  tell 
you  the  truth,  I  am  beginning  to  feel  very 

hungry." 

#  *  #  * 

It  was  nearly  twelve  o^clock  when  Mr. 
Smith,  in  obedience  to  instructions  from 
Batts,  apprised  us  that  "Dr.  Felton  "  was 
at  that  moment  letting  himself  in  by  a 
private  key  through  the  door  at  the  back 
of  the  garden.  Bidding  Miss  Lascelles 
preserve  a  tranquil  and  assured  demeanour 
and  to  fear  nothing,  Batts  hastily  signed 
to  me  to  follow  him,  and  before  the  doctor 
had  time  to  reach  the  house,  the  two  of  us 
were  safely  ensconced  behind  the  arras  in 
the  breakfast-room.  Presently  the  door 
opened  and  Miss  Lascelles  came  in.  She 
was  closely  followed  by  a  gentleman  whom, 
from  our  position,  we  could  not  see,  but 
whose  voice  we  almost  immediately  heard ; 
and  the  voice  was  of  that  curious  timbre 
which  carries  with  it  at  once  a  suggestion 
of  wheedling  deceitfulness  and  domineer- 
ing arrogance  in  the  possessor.  Indeed, 
this  conjunction  of  qualities  is  not  as 
unusual  a  one  as  the  anomaly  of  it  would 
lead  one  to  suppose. 


**I  am  sorry,"  began  this  person,  **to 
find  you  looking  so  pale,  Miss  Lascelles. 
I  see  that  I  must  prescribe  a  tonic  !  " 

Upon  which  he  commenced  to  put  a 
few  conventional  questions  to  the  young 
lady,  which  Miss  Lascelles  answered  in  a 
slow  and  steady  voice,  assuring  him  at  the 
same  time  that  her  indisposition,  such  as 
it  was,  arose  merely  from  the  weariness 
of  her  present  mode  of  existence.  The 
doctor  laughed  a  short,  harsh  unsym- 
pathetic laugh. 

**  Possibly,  possibly !  "  he  exclaimed. 
**  Let  me  feel  your  pulse.  Ah,  as  I 
thought !  I  fear  I  must  use  the  stetho- 
scope. One  moment — thank  you.  Yes, 
there    seems    to    be    a    little    weakness. 

Quite  trifling,  I  assure  you,  but  still " 

He  continued  in  this  way  to  fire  off  a  ' 
series  of  disconnected  remarks  to  Miss 
Lascelles,  allowing  her  in  the  meantime 
no  opportunity  of  replying  to  them. 
Suddenly  he  stopped.  There  was  a  slight 
stifled  exclamation.  Then  silence.  Batts 
instantly  drew  aside  the  arras  and  stepped 
into  the  middle  of  the  room  ;  I  followed 
him.  Dr.  Felton  turned  quickly  round 
from  the  prostrate  form  of  Miss  Lascelles, 
and  confronted  us  with  a  sudden  aspect  of 
terror  and  amazement.  There  was  a  pungent 
smell  in  the  air. 

"  So,  Dr.  Felton,"  began  Batts  sternly, 
*'you  employ  chloroform  without  a 
witness  ?  " 

*'  Who  are  you  ?  "  gasped  the  doctor, 
rising  from  his  kneeling  posture  beside 
the  girl's  unconscious  form,  and  gazing  at 
us  darkly. 

"  Never  mind  who  I  am.  I  know  who 
jou  are!"  replied  Batts.  ** There  was  a 
certain  trial  at  the  Old  Bailey  seven  years 
since  in  which  a  doctor  figured  a  little 
conspicuously.  That  doctor,  owing,  doubt- 
less, to  ill-health,  was  compelled  to  dis- 
continue his  professional  duties  for,  I 
think,  two  years.  His  name  was  not 
Felton,  but,  my  dear  Sir,  I  never  forget  a 
face,  and  I  chanced  to  be  at  the  trial !  Now, 
what  have  you  done  to  that  young 
lady  }  " 

**  She  is  under  chloroform,"  answered 
Felton  sullenly.  '*  There  is  no  harm  in 
that,  I  suppose  ?  " 
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**  It  depends  upon  the  object  with  which 
the  anaesthetic  is  administered.  Why  have 
you  chloroformed  a  defenceless  girl  ?  Are 
you  not  aware  that  such  a  performance 
would  wear  rather  an  awkward  look  in  a 
court  of  justice  ?" 

•Dr.  Felton  was  a  powerful,  black- 
bearded  man  of  fifty ;  his  face  was  a 
strange  mixture  of  craft  and  obstinacy, 
and  his  eyes  gleamed  with  a  cruel  expres- 
sion. Just  now  they  fixed  themselves  on 
Batts  with  a  sudden  fierce  intensity  of 
hate.  For  an  instant  he  seemed  as  if  he 
were  meditating  such  another  onslaught 
upon  his  interrogator  as  Mr.  Smith  the 
previous  ni^ht  had  perpetrated.  But, 
finding  himself  opposed  by  two  resolute 
and  athletic  men,  he  abandoned  his 
purpose,  only  instantaneously  to  form  a 
fresh  one.  He  turned  and  sprang  towards 
the  door.   Batts,  however,  was  before  him. 

**  No,  Dr.  Felton  !  "  he  exclaimed,  **  you 
don't  leave  this  room — ^just  yet !  We 
are  two  to  one,  you  perceive.  Do  not, 
therefore,  attempt  resistance.  There  is  a 
little  explanation  due  to  us,  my  dear  Sir. 
First,  however,  attend  to  Miss  Lascelles— 
she  is  slowly  reviving,  I  am  glad  to  see." 

The  same  moment  the  young  lady 
opened  her  eyes,  sighed,  and  glancing 
confusedly  from  one  to  the  other  of  us, 
murmured — 

**  Where  am   I — what   has  happened — 

who  are  you ?  "      Then,   recognising 

Batts,  she  smiled  feeblv.  **  1  must  have 
fainted  !  "  she  added. 

'*  My  dear  Miss  Lascelles,  a  trifling 
swoon  1  You  will  be  better  directly.  I 
will  ring  for  Mrs.  Briggs." 

The  matron  answered  the  summons  with 
a  promptitude  that  suggested  an  ear  at  the 
keyhole. 

•*  Stay  here  with  Miss  ^ascclles  !  "  said 
Batts  curtly.  **  This  gentleman  and  I  have 
matters  to  discuss  with  Dr.  Felton  in  the 
other  room.  Now,  Bertram,  lead  the  way 
to  the  dining-room.  Dr.  Felton,  be  good 
enough  to  follow  Mr.  Bertram — I  will 
follow  j'ou.  And,"  he  whispered  sig- 
nificantly in  the  doctors  ear,  **  1  carr}-  a 
loaded  revolver  in  my  pocket,  remember ! " 

Without  a  word  the  doctor,  preceded  by 
myself  and  with  Batts  close  at  his  heels, 
did     as    he    was    bidden.     We    entered 


the  dining-room.  Batts  closed  the  door, 
locked  it,  and  putting  the  key  in  his 
pocket,  walked  to  the  open  window^  doted 
and  fastened  that  too,  then  sat  down* 

**Now,  Dr.  Felton,"  he  said,  "I  know 
something  of  this  conspiracy  already.  It 
will  save  time  and  best  serve  your 
interests  and  procure  your  own  safety  if 
you  will  tell  me  at  once  and  in  so  many 
words  the  precise  part  yoa  have  been  paid 
to  play  in  it.  To  begin  with.  Major 
Norton  has  bribed  you  to  perform  some 
devilry  on  that  unhappy  yoang  lady«'' 

**  A  lie  1 "  cried  the  doctor. 

"Tush!"  said  Batts.  "No  acting, 
please.  The  truth  will  serve  you  best. 
Either  that  or  the  felgn's  dock  I  Onr 
evidence  against  you  is  strong  enough 
for  a  conviction.  There  are  two  of  us  to 
bear  witness — apart  from  Miss  Lascelies 
herself  and  the  woman  Briggs;  and,  I 
may  add,  the  man  Smith,  who  has 
confessed  all  to  me." 

The  doctor  fidgeted  nervously  in  his  chair. 

"  I  have  done  nothing  criminal! "he  said. 

**  That  is  for  the  court  to  determine^** 
replied  Batts  meaningly. 

**  P'or  God's  sake  let  the  matter  drop. 
Sir !  "  cried  the  other.  **  There  is  no 
harm  done." 

**  There  is  enough  harm  done  to  consign 
you,  and  a  few  others,  to  penal  servitude 
if  I  choose  to  prosecute ! "  observed 
Batts.  **  Should  you,  however,  make  here 
and  now  a  clean  breast  of  it,  I  will  refrain 
from  instituting,  onbehalf  of  Miss  Lascelies, 
any  proceedings  against  you.  Take  your 
choice.  Dr.  Felton." 

The  doctor  was  silent  for  a  moment, 
and  ai)pcared  to  be  weighing  the  pros  and 
cons  of  Batls*s  proposal.  Then  he  seemed 
suddenly  to  make  up  his  mind.  He  looked 
up  with  a  clumsy  assumption  of  frankness. 

**  1  will  tell  you  everything,"  said  he, 
**  if  both  of  you  gentlemen  will  pass  your 
words  of  honour  that  you  will  repeat  nothing 
of  what  I  say  now  against  me  afterwards." 

**  I  give  vou  my  word,"  said  Batts. 

"And  I,"  said  I. 

"  Well,  gentlemen,"  resumed  Dr.  Felton, 
•*  1  am  a  poor  man — almost  a  ruined  man — 
and  I  have  my  wife  and  family  to  sup]K>rt. 
Find  excuse  for  me  in  that.  A  proposition 
was  made  to  me  by  a  certain  gentleman. 
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He  wished  me  to  perform  an  experiment 
for  him.  In  return,  he  agreed  to  pay  me 
five  hundred  pounds.  The  risk  was 
trifling " 

**  And  the  experiment  criminal !  "  inter- 
polated Batts. 

The  doctor  bowed. 

*'  A  social  outcast,"  he  replied,  **  loses  to 
an  extent  his  appreciation  of  ethical  con- 
siderations.    No  doubt  it  was  criminal." 

**This  gentleman  was  Major  Norton," 
said  Batts. 

Again  the  doctor  bowed  assent. 

**And  the  experiment  —  in  so  many 
words,  please,  what  was  ihe  experiment  ?" 

**  In  so  many  words,  Sir,  the  experiment 
was  to  be  the  gradual  inoculation  of  this 
young  lady  with  consumption  germs." 

**  My  God  !  "  I  exclaimed  in  horror. 

**  Exactly  what  I  anticipated,"  said 
Batts  calmly.  "  And  for  murdering  Miss 
Lascelles  you  were  to  be  paid  five  hundred 
pounds  ?  " 

**  It  would  not  have  been  murder !  " 
protested  the  doctor. 

"  It  would  not  have  been  anything  else, 
Sir  !  "  said  Batts  sternly,  **  and  you  know 
it :     You  all  deserve  hanging." 

**  You  have  passed  your  word  of 
honour  1 "  cried  Dr.  Felton. 

"Yes — you  are  safe — safer  than  such  a 
cowardly  villain  deserves  to  be  !  "  returned 
Batts.  *'  And  for  the  sake  of  Miss 
Lascelles,  your  scoundrelly  employer  will 
be  safe  too — if,  that  is  to  say,  you  assure 
me  that,  so  far,  no  injury  has  been  done 
to  Miss  Lascelles'  health  ?  " 

**  None  none,  I  assure  you  !  The  first 
inoculation  would  have  been  made  to-dav 
The  process  would  have  occupied  several 
months ,  it  would,  in  fact,  have  been 
necessary  to  inject  the  tuberculin  in  such 
small  periodical  quantities  that  only  its 
ultimate  accumulation  in  the  patient's 
system  would  have  the  efi'ect  of  convert- 
ing   her    into   a   confirmed    consumptive 

After  that " 

.    "  After  that.  Dr.  Felton  ?  " 

"  Miss  Lascelles  would  have  died,  in  the 
natural  course  of  the  disease,  of  rapid  con 
sumption,"  explained  the  doctor  calmly 

**Ah,"  said  Batts.  "A  pretty  idea, 
truly.  Well,  Dr.  Felton,  you  may  con- 
sider your    commission    at    an    end       I 


myself  will  make  it  my  business  to  inform 
Major  Norton  of  its  successful  termin- 
ation. Go  home  and  thank  God  that  you 
have  been  saved  from  committing  a  crime 
the  cold-blooded  inhumanity  of  which 
could  find  no  parallel  even  in  the  records 
of  the  Old  Bailey !  " 

With  that  he  unlocked  the  door,  and, 
throwing  it  open,  indicated  that  the  doctor 
was  at  liberty  to  leave  the  room.  Dr. 
Felton  rose. 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  he,  **  I  thank  you 
for  your  forbearance — and  trust  to  your 
honour ! " 

'*  A  gentleman's  word,"  said  Batts, 
**  can  ahvays  be  trusted,  Sir — even  when 
it  is  pledged  to  a  scoundrel !  Good- day." 

Without  another  word.  Dr.  Felton  slunk 
from  our  presence  and  disappeared. 


* 


« 
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Two  days  later  the  House  with  the 
Drawn  Blinds  was  unoccupied  indeed. 
Miss  Lascelles  had  been  placed  under 
the  care  of  a  lady  of  high  social  position, 
and  Major  Norton  had  deemed  it  prudent 
to  surrender  unconditionally  to  the  ulti- 
matum of  Archibald  Batts.  This  was, 
that  the  Major  should  resign  absolutely 
his  right  of  guardianship  over  his  ward 
in  favour  of  Batts  himself,  who  would 
share  with  him  the  trusteeship  of  Miss 
Lascelles'  property  till  that  young  lady 
should  come  of  age  The  second  altern- 
ative proposed  by  Batts  was  a  simple  one. 

"If  you  refuse  to  act  upon  my  pro- 
posal,' wrote  Batts,  "it  is  my  intention 
to  communicate  at  once  with  the  Lord 
Chancellor  on  behalf  of  ^liss  Lascelles. 
The  whole  facts  of  the  case  will  be  Maid 
before  him,  nor  shall  I  hesitate  to  affirm 
my  conviction  that  you  have  deliberately 
conspired  to  pro(^ure  your  ward's  death  in 
order  that  her  money  should  ultimately 
revert  to  yourself  as  being  her  next  of 
kin  I  need  not  point  out  to  a  man  of 
vour  intelligence  and  discernment  that  the 
charge  of  conspiracy  to  murder  (supported, 
as  it  will  be,  by  invincible  proofs)  is  one 
that  would  not  improbably  be  attended 
with  unpleasant  consequences  to  yourself. 
Doubtless  this  reflection  will  induce  you  to 
let  me  learn  your  decision  by  return  of  post  " 

And  by  return  of  post  the  Majors 
decision  came. 
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RECENT  PROGRESS    IM    THE   D/SiXTER.ME.VT   OF    THE    FAMOUS 
BURIED    CITY.    A\D     H'lIAT    IT    HAS    BROUGHl     FORTH. 

Br  FREDERICK   DOLMAN. 


HAS  Pompeii  told  us  all  that  it  has 
to  tell  concerning  life  in  the  first 
century  of  our  era  ?  There  is,  I  know,  a 
general  impression  that  its  story  nas  long 
since  finished,  an  impression  which  Lord 
I.ytton's  famous  work  of  fiction  has  doubt- 
less done  much  to  foster.  On  the  con- 
trary, it  is  being 
slowly  added  to  year 
by  year,  and  the  later 
chapters,  in  their  way, 
are  no  less  interesting 
than  those  preceding 
them,  which  the  world 
followed  with  such 
eager  attention  two  or 
three  generations  ago. 
This  was  the  feeling 
with  which  I  returned 
from  a  recent  visit  to 
Pompeii. 

So  far  from  the  work 
of  excavation  having 
been  completed,  I 
found  that  in  point  of 
area  it  cannot  be 
described  as  half  done. 
The  extent  of  the  city 
is  known  to  be  fully 
140  acres,  and  only 
have  been  revealed, 
of  the  nine  districts  into  which  Pompeii 
has  been  officially  divided  for  the 
purpose  of  classification,  only  three 
have  been  thoroughly  excavated,  three 
have  been  partially  dealt  with,  and  three 
are  practically  untouched.  It  is  true  that 
in  the  first  category  must  be  included  what 
there  is  reason  to  think  is  the  richest  and 
most  important  part  of  Pompeii,  with  its 


finest  public  buildings,  including  the 
forum,  the  theatres,  and  temples,  and 
most  luxurious  private  residences,  such 
as  the  houses  of  Diomed,  of  Sallust, 
and  of  Pansa,  Hut  it  has  now  been 
shown  that  outside  this  favoured  area 
there  may  lie  a  more  valuable  return  for 
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the  cost  of  excavation  than  was  at  one 
time  thought  possible.  Even  if  it  cannot 
be  expected  that  another  Temple  of  Venus 
or  House  of  Diomed  should  be  discovered, 
it  may  be  that  as  much  human  interest 
will  attach  to  the  humbler  habiiations  of 
Pompeian  craftsmen  and  labourers.  So 
far,  we  have  been  able  to  learn  little 
or  nothing  from  Pompeii  as  to  the 
ways  and  habits  of  the  poor  in  a 
Roman  city. 
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Pompeii  would,  iu  fact,  have  by  this 
time  been  entirely  unveiled  to  the  world 
ifthewotkof  excavation  had  been  liber- 
ally endowed  and  scienti6cally  carried  out. 
From  174S,  when  a  peasant  in  sinking  a 
well  asceriaincil  fur  the  workl  the  site  of 
the  buried  city,  to  the  present  day  it  has 
been  a  spasmodic  business — sometimes 
pursued  with  ardour,  at  other  times  quite 
Abandoned.  The  iJourbon  Kings  of  Naples 
wouKI  dip  liberally  into  their  purses,  and 
whi-neviT  ronipeii  was  visited  by  crowned 
or  dl->iinj;uisbed  visitors  a  great  show 
of  aitivjtv  was  made.  But  unfortunately 
(he  main  objecl  was  to  s 
fw  ill.-  Naples  Musi-utn,  aiid  thi- 
to     iiiiich      experimental      digging 
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the  mass  of  puinice-stone  and  ashes  which 
there  was  no  adequate  means  of  removing. 
From  the  Government  of  united  Italy 
better  things  were  to  be  expected,  and 
were  forthcoming.  It  made  an  annual 
grant  of  60,000  fr.,  and  appointed  an 
eminent  scientist  to  superintend  its 
expenditure.  The  grant  has  not  always 
been  maintained — in  one  year,  indeed,  it 
fell  to  a  miserable  pittance  of  8000  fr. — 
but  the  plan  on  which  Signor  Fiorelli 
proceeded  has  been  faithfully  followed. 
In  his  view  the  resurrection  of  Pompeii 
itself  was  the  all-important  purpose ;  the 
rccoverj-  of  objects  for  a  museum  only  an 
incidental  matter.  For  years  he  occupied 
himself  and  his  workmen  in  going  over 
the  ground  again — doing  thoroughly  the 


ly   parliail; 


as  soon 
away,  wi 


Consequently  for  a  long  ti 

fresh  discovery  of  importance  to  announce, 

and   public    interest    in    Pompeii   palled. 
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But  the  unexcitiRg  labour  of  revision  is 
over ;  all  the  resources  available  are  now 
devoted  to  breaking  up  new  ground,  everj' 
fresh  building  touched   being  thoroughly 


in  a  torrent  of  lava,  and  ove 
Pompeii  by  a  deluge  of  ashes. 
1890  the  excavators  discovered 
Stabian  Gate  a  large  cavity  in 


rwhelmed 
Early  in 


dealt  with  before  another  task  is  under- 
taken. Unfortunately,  the  money  which  ' 
the  Italian  Government  feels  able  to  give 
to  this  object  is  but  little  compared  with 
the  labour  of  penetrating  and  removinp 
over  such  an  area  twenty  feet  or  more  of 
stone  and  ashes.  It  has  been  estimated 
that  even  with  an  expenditure  annually 
of  too, 000  fr.  it  will  take  another  fifty 
years  to  complete  the  resurrection  of  the 
buried  city. 

The  discoveries  of  recent  years,  besides 
adding  to  the  city  as  it  is  to-day  some 
additional  features  of  importance,  may  be 
said  to  have  changed  the  histon'  of  Pom- 
peii. August  A.u.  79  ha<l  always  been 
regarded  as  the  date  of  the  eruption  of 
Vesuvius,  which  consumed   Hefculaneum 


of  hnrdeiii'd  ashes.  By  pourinfr  liquid 
plnsicr-of- Paris  into  ihi;  gap  a  mould  was 
nbtitined,  which  was  al  once  seen  to  btf  (hat 
of  a  tree.  The  shape  and  size  of  the  leaves 
and  berries,  clearly  shown  iiT  the  mould, 
proved  it  to  be  a  laurel.  As  it  ripens 
in  the  late  autumn,  the  circumstance 
suggested  November  as  the  most  probable 
month  for  the  fatal  eruption,  which  could 
certainly  not  have  taken  place  in  August. 
This  inferencf  was  confirmed  two  or  three 
years  ago,  when  a  pair  of  hobnailed 
sandals,  such  as  would  not  be  worn  in 
summer,  were  found  on  the  steps  of  the 
itlrium  in  a  newlv  excavated  house.  Their 
owner  had  apparently  put  them  there  in 
readiness  for  going  out,  replacing  them  by 
slippers  on  reaching  his  house. 
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The  contrivance  —  due  to  Signer 
Fiorelli's  ingenuity — by  which  a  facsimile 
of  the  tell-tale  tree  was  obtained  has  pro- 
duced in  the  course  of  time  a  most  interest- 
ing little  collection  of  casts  of  ihc  bodies 
of  Pompeians  who  failed  to  make  their 
escape  on  the  night  of  the  city's  doom. 
These  effigies  in  the  little  museum,  which 
now  number  some 
ten  or  a  dozen, 
though  consisting 
only  of  plaster, 
suggest  a  much 
more  vivid  idea  of 
the  catastrophe 
than  the  heap  ol 
bones,  stored  in  a 
little  building  by 
themselves,  which 
form  the  only 
tangible  remains 
of  the  two  thou- 
sand people  who 
are  supposed  to 
have  perished. 

They  reproduce 
for  us,  more  than 
1800  years  later, 
the  actual  attitudes 
in  which  victims 
of  Vcsuvius's  wrath 
met  their  death 
One  man.  fi)r  in- 
stance, is  seen  in 
terrible  agony,  his 
hands  clenched, 
his  body  writhing, 
while  the  pose  and 
expression  of 
another  have  all 
the     pcacefulness  statcf,  of  jams,  k 

of  sleep.    A  young  -^t  11 

woman,     fallen 

upon  her  face,  has  seemin(,'ly  drawn  up  her 
gown  in  a  vain  effort  to  protect  her  head 
from  the  hot  ashes.  Scarcely  less  pathetic 
is  the  figure  of  a  dog,  smothered  at  the 
threshold  of  a  house  excavated  in  recent 
years,  which  it  guarded.  Tlu'  poor  creature 
must  have  died  on  its  back  in  convulsions. 
These  memorials  of  I'ompeii  at  the 
destruction  would  have 
ire   numerous   had   Signor 


Fiorelli's  happy  thought  been  ptit  into 
practice  from  the  first.  At  the  house  of 
Diomed.  for  instance,  which  was  one  of 
the  earliest  buildings  to  be  uncovered  in 
the  last  century,  eighteen  persons — Diomed 
himself,  wife,  children,  and  slaves — were 
found  to  have  perished  in  a  deep  vault, 
which  had  presumably  been  regarded  as  a 
secure  refuge  from 


sho 


of 


been    much    : 


ashes. 

The  progress  ol 

during  the  last 
twenty  years  has 
brought  into  the 
light  of  day  a 
score  or  two  of 
buildings,  of 
which  some  are 
noteworthy  in 
various  ways.  The 
last  layer  of  ashes 
on  several  houses 
was  removed  on 
the  same  day — 
Sept.  IS,  1879— 
when  the  Nea- 
politans, with 
characteristic 
lightheartedness, 
celebrated  the 
eighteenth  hun- 
dredth anniversary 
of  the  destruction 
of  Pompeii  by  a 
fete  amidst  its 
ruins.  The  House 
of  the  Centenaty 
was  the  title  given 
to  the  most  im- 
portant of  these 
discoveries,  a 
private  dwelling  of  moderate  size,  but  as 
well  decorated,  with  one  or  two  exceptions, 
as  any  in  I'ompeii.  One  large  room  was 
painted  in  imitation  of  an  aquarium,  and 
bi'loiv  it  were  underground  chambers,  the 
use  of  which  we  can  only  conjecture.  On 
the  walls  in  other  rooms  were  curious 
figures  of  dwarfs  walking  on  stilts,  and  in 
the  fiirisfyl-;  which  had  a  fish-pond  in 
the  centre,  was  found  the  bronze  statue 
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of  a  drunken 
faun,  holding 
a  wine-skin. 
A  shop  ex- 
cavated  on 
this  day  is 
thought  to 


found,  skele- 
tons of  vari- 
ous birds,  and 

the     carbon-  rf.matns  ok  a  i>o( 

ised   remains 

of  seeds.  A  fuller's  house  of  more 
date  only  confirmed  the  inference 
from  previous  discoveries  as  to  the 
tance  of  the  industry  carried  on  the 


c  h  a  r  r  c  d 
papyrrs  was 

<*■  regarded     as 

of  an  expert  detected 
its  value.  There  iverc  found  to  be  132 
signed  receipts,  given  to  L,  Cscilius 
Jucundus,  the  banker,  for  loans  at  the  rat" 


dered  wood.hutthci 
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of  about  60  per  cent. ;  as  the  result  of 
infinite  care  and  labour,  117  have  been 
wholly  or  partially  deciphered. 

The  house  of  Jucundus,  although 
situated  in  what  was  supposed  to  have 
been  a  poorer  part  of  ihe  city,  contains 


■go  may  you  sneeze  pleasantly."  This 
sentence  gives  an  unsuspected  antiquity  to 
the  humorous  habit  in  Southern  Europe 
of    associating     congratulations     with    a 

The  House  of  the  Vettii — the  name,  as 


I^^^S 

evidence  of  elegance  and  u'callh.  It  lias 
a  fresco  of  Orpheus,  in  which  wild  anim.ils. 
trees,  and  rocks  are  drawn  together  by  the 
charm  of  the  mi 
parison,  is   found 


•  be 


nd  this, 
1  fac 


mile  of  n 


fresco 

contains  also  one  or  two  inscriptions  on 
the  walls,  but  these  have  not  the  point  and 
interest  of  others  that  had  alrcaily  been 
made  known  to  the  world.  The  best 
inscriptions,  like  most  of  the  best  thinj,'s 
in  Pompeii,  refer  to  love,  such  as : 
"  May  I  die  if  I  would  wish  to  be  a  god 
without  thee,"  "  Oh,  maiden,  who  an 
fair,  he  who  is  thine  sent  me  to  thee." 
Another  has  been  translated  r  "  Victoria, 
good  luck  to  you,  and  wherever  you  may 


in  many  other  cases,  was  suggested  by 
an  inscription  on  the  walls — is  one  of  the 
most  important  of  recent  discoveries. 
The  House  of  the  Vettii  is  regarded  as  a 
perfect  model  of  a  rich  Pompeian's  home, 
with  its  ii/n'um,  or  family  saloon,  ptritlyU, 
or  courtyard,  and  Iricliniit,  or  dining-rooms, 
all  spacious,  with  marble  mosaic  pavements 
and  richly  decorated  walls.  In  this  house, 
besides  a  nimiber  of  fine  paintings  and 
statues,  were  found  two  bronze  chests, 
a  kitchen  brazier,  and  other  domestic 
utensils.  Near  by.  Queen  Margherita  of 
Italy  has  given  her  name  lo  a  house  which 
is  chiefly  memorable  for  its  picture  of 
Narcissus  bathing  with  nymphs  and 
goddesses,     in    which 
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looking  at  his  reflection  in  the  water.  The 
adjoiningliousc  is  valued  because  it  contains 
a  complete  picture,  in  several  panels,  of  a 
Roman  dinner-party.  A  third  dwelling  in 
the  same  newly  excavated  region  was 
evidentlr  undergoing  repair  at  the  time 
of  the  eruption.  In  the  midst  of  llie 
dtbrii  was  a  heap  of  mortar,  and. 
stock  in  it,  a  "  zuppa,"  or  builder's 
spade. 

The  whole  area  of  Pompeii  proper  is 
vested  in  the  Italian  <  Government,  and 
beyond  its  boundaries  little  or  nothing  has 
been  done  in  the  way  of  excavation.  Tlu-re 
is  not  sufficient  inducement  for  private 
landowtiers  to  incur  the  hen\y  expeii.>;e  of 
excavating  their  ground,  although  om-  dl 


The  necklace  was  attached,  I  believe,  to 
one  of  two  hundred  skeletons  found  at  this 

spot. 

It  may  be  that  excavation  of  the  suburbs 
of  Pompeii  wouM  be  a  very  promising 
undertaking  for  some  rich  enthusiast  who 
would  buy  up  land  for  the  purpose.  Out- 
side the  Nucerian  Gate,  for  instance,  a 
number  of  tombs  have  been  found  which, 
as  they  were  evidently  intended  to  receive 
the  ashes  of  less  wealthy  I'ompeians,  make 
an  interesting  comparison  with  the  long 
street  of  massive  sepuicbres  which  forms 
so  imiiressive.  if  nielancbok.  an  ajij'roacli 
to  ibe  buried  city.  They  were  built  of 
brick,  jilastered  and  painted,  and  have 
suggesit-d   ic)    more    tliaii    one    irreverent 


t  diggers  to  work  just 
1    Gate   in    18S5    was 


their  number  who 
outside  tile  Stal: 
rx.'watdeil  by  the  discoM-ry  of  a  vai 
ancient  necklace  of  pearls  and  i-iiie 
which,  with  line  public  spirit,  he 
for  a  nominal  sum  to  the  Naples  Mu 
No.  103      August  iqoo 


visitor  the  arbours   in   the    old-fashioned 
ti-a-gardeiis  of  suburlaii  London. 

As  regards  the  more  recent  discoveries, 

much  less  of  the  spoil  has  been  carried  ofT 

to  the  already  overcrowded  rooms  of  the 

Naples  Museum.     Frescoes,  mosaics.  etc.( 

r  r 
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have  been  left  wherever  it  is  possible  to 
protect  them  from  wind  and  rain,  out  of 
respect  for  Signer  Fiorelli's  wise  dictum 
that  Pompeii  itself  was  far  more  interest- 
ing and  instructive  than  any  museum  could 
be.  At  an  earlier  period,  unfortunately, 
such  of  the  frescoes  and  mosaics  as  were 
not  removed  were  left  to  perish,  anil  those 
that  were  in  soft  stucco  have  perished 
accordingly.  As  the  outcome  of  quite  a 
different  spirit  to-day,  an  effort  is  being 
made  to  restore  as  far  as  possible  the  dead 
features  of  the  city — the  flowers  and 
fountains,  for  example,  of  the  peristyle 
in  the  House  of  the  Vettii, 

To  the  most  elaborate  attempt  in  this 
direction  yet  made,  objec-tion  might  have 
been  urged  from  a  different  kind  of  senti- 
ment. I  mean  the  occasion  of  the 
eighteen  hundredth  celebration  of  the 
city's  disappearance,  to  which  I  have 
already  referred,  when,  as  one  of  the 
several  realistic  features,  Neapolitan  Hebes 


dispensed  refreshments  in  the  garb  of 
Pompcian  young  ladies.  No  such  excep- 
tion could  be  taken  to  another  fete 
of  which  Pompeii  was  the  scene  in 
1884,  Roman  games  being  held  on  the 
grounds  of  the  Amphitheatre  in  aid 
of  a  fund  for  tlie  relief  of  earthquake 
sufferers,  although  to  provide  even  such 
entertainment  on  such  a  site  sounds  more 
superfluous  than  painting  the  lily  or  gild- 
ing refined  gold.  The  excitement  for 
which  every  visitor  craves — although  it  is 
accorded  to  comparatively  few — is  to  see 
tlic  excavators  at  work  uncovering  for  the 
first  time  a  fresco  or  a  mosaic  which  has 
been  hidden  from  mankind  for  nearly  two 
.thousand  years.  But  on  any  day,  and 
under  any  circumstances,  Pompeii  must — 
whether  or  no  that  which  is  still  hidden 
from  our  view  ,is  of  great  or  little 
account  —  always  be  full  of  a  charm 
such  as  no  other  place  in  the  world 
possesses. 


ALLURED    BY    FEAR. 


By  C«  L«  T;  KL 


THf)RE  is  a  French  saying,  **  Il-y-a 
toujours  Tun  qui  aime,  et  Tautre 
qui  se  laisse  aimer."  Experience,  gained 
by  a  somewhat  roving  and  erratic  life, 
involving  contact  with  men  and  women 
of  various  shades,  sorts,  and  conditions, 
has  taught  me  that  **  One  listens,  and  the 
other  lets  himself  be  listened  to,"  for  in 
the  course  of  my  wanderings  I  have  been 
told  tales  in  divers  languages  to  fill  many 
volumes,  had  I  the  patience  or  skill  to 
convert  into  writing  all  the  confidences 
poured  into  my  ears  by  people  who 
have  never  evinced  the  very  smallest 
interest  in  the  joys  or  sorrows  of  my 
soul. 

I  have  often  wondered  if  I  am  pos- 
sessed of  a  sort  of  unconscious  hypnotic 
power,  which  compels  confidence  and 
forces  utter  strangers  to  retail  to  me — no 
matter  where — in  trains,  on  steamers,  in 
waiting-rooms,  at  inns  and  hotels,  and, 
indeed,  in  all  places  where  conversation  is 
possible,  the  story  or  stories  of  their  lives 
(not  always  edifying,  by  any  means)  without 
the  slightest  encouragement  on  my  part 
or  the  least  embarrassment  on  theirs ;  for 
otherwise,  it  is  difficult  to  account  for 
the  spontaneous  unbosomings  of  fellow 
travellers  my  natural  sense  of  politeness 
has  obliged  me  to  listen  to. 

Most  people,  however  idle,  are  designed 
by  nature  for  a  mHier  of  some  sort ;  and 
nnine  seems  to  be  that  of  a  receiver — not 
of  stolen  goods,  but  of  tales  of  stolen 
interviews,  of  family  secrets,  of  hair- 
breadth escapes,  or  of  yearnings  and 
burnings  of  the  soul,  and  what  not. 

Sometimes,  after  a  recital  of  stirring 
adventure  or  story  showing  strange  com- 
plexity of  character  on  the  part  of  the 


teller,  I  have  longed  to  know  more  of  these 
chance  acquaintances,  and  regretted  sadly 
the  fact  that  life  is  made  up  of  partings,  and 
that  with  such  as  these  is  rarely  re-meeting 
on  this  side  of  the  grave. 

Some  were  possessed  by  a  frenzied  desire 
for  the  glare  and  glitter  of  life — power, 
riches,  and  fame,  no  matter  how  obtained  ; 
others  were  courting  adventure  spiced 
with  danger  to  themselves  only  ;  revenge 
war.  thirsted  for  by  many  :  all  were  seek- 
ing something.  But  the  most  curious 
person  I  ever  came  across  was,  I  think,  a 
woman  whose  goal  in  life,  she  told  me, 
was  to  come  face  to  face  with  fear. 

I  was  travelling  at  the  time  in  the  South 
of  Russia,  this  abnormal  female  being  the 
only  other  occupant  besides  myself  of 
a  non  -  smoking  coupe  in  the  Moscow 
express.      She  was  already  in  possession 

when  I  entered    at  S ,   and    she  very 

considerately  rose  to  remove  various 
packages  and  parcels  out  of  my  way, 
apologising  for  the  number  of  them  in 
strong  German  -  French.  She  was  about 
thirty  years  of  age  or  thereabouts,  tall, 
dark,  and  distinctly  masculine  in  appear- 
ance, though  not  disagreeably  so.  Her 
jaw  was  square  and  determined,  and  out 
of  keeping  somewhat  with  her  eyes,  which 
were  large  and  changing  in  expression — 
soft  and  penetrating  by  turns.  She  was 
hardly  attractive,  but  distinctly  interesting, 
and  I  was  just  wondering  whether  she  had 
a  past  or  a  story  to  relate,  when  slie  broke 
in  upon  the  silence  by  asking  me  if  1  spoke 
Russian. 

I  answered  that  my  knowledge  of  the 
language  was  limited  to  the  power  of 
asking  for  the  strict  necessaries  of 
existence,  and  that  even  for  them  violent 
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gesticulation  on  my  part,  and  abnormal 
intelligence  on  that  of  the  natives,  did 
most  of  the  work.  I  remarked  on  the 
difficulties  of  **  picking  up  "  such  a  com- 
plicated language,  and  added  that  French 
carried  one,  fortunately,  a  long  way. 

**  Ah ! "  she  said,  **  it  is  impossible  to 
learn  Russian  if  you  live  in  towns  and 
frequent  houses  only  where  French  is 
spoken.  I  learnt  the  language  in  a  few 
months,  but  I  buried  myself  in  the  interior, 
and  lodged  in  a  priest's  house  where  no 
word  of  any  foreign  language  was  known, 
and  where  foreign  ideas  were  as  little 
understood." 

"  How  very  brave  of  you  !  '*  I  said.  **  The 
awful  discomfort  of  living  in  a  country 
priest's  family  (it  would  be  but  one  remove 
from  sharing  a  moujik's  izba)  would  deter 
me  from  such  a  course,  almost  as  much 
as  the  *  sound  *  of  the  interior,  which  is 
fraught  with  vague  terrors  to  a  craven 
mind  like  mine.  I  like  travelling,  but  not 
off  the  beaten  track,  and  should  fear  to 
trust  my  person  very  far  away  from  the 
ken  of  the  British  Consul." 

She  looked  at  me  curiously.  "  Ah  ! 
Fear  !  "  she  said  slowlv.  **  That  is  what 
I  have  never  felt,"  and  she  added  dreamily 
and  half  to  herself,  "except  once  for  a  few 
seconds  years  ago,"  longing  in  her  tone. 

**The  sensation  could  scarcely  have  given 
you  a  taste  for  further  experience  in  it,"  I 
said,  rather  startled.  *'  Of  all  human 
weaknesses,  Fear  is  surelv  the  most 
demoralising." 

'*  Demoralising  !"  she  echoed.  "Why, 
it  is  to  live  !  For  years  I  sought  it,  and 
it  eluded  me.  At  last  for  one  short 
moment  it  touched  me  with  its  wings,  but 
was  flown  before  I  could  grasp  it.  That 
touch  was  like  wine  to  me.  I  would  give  a 
year  of  my  life  to  feel  it  once  more  ;  but — ' 
and  her  eyes  lost  their  light  and  became 
dulled  as  she  sighed — "  I  shall  never  feel 
that  thrill  again." 

I  looked  at  her  doubtfully.  Had  an 
asylum  lost  an  inmate  }  I  asked  myself 
uncomfortably. 

**  You  look  surprised,"  she  said,  turning 
her  black  eyes  on  mine.  "If  you  care  to 
hear  it  I  will  tell  you  the  story  of  the 
supremest  moment  of  my  life";  and  on  my 


expressing  my  desire  to  be  a  listener  (with 
a  ready  glibness  born  of  long  habit,  and 
the  frequent  repetition  of  the  same 
formula),  she  forthwith  launched  into  the 
following  story. 

"  I  came  out  here,"  she  said,  "  to  earn 
my  living  as  a  governess  some  years  ago. 
As  you  have  perhaps  guessed,  I  am 
German,  and  I  spent  the  first  twenty  years 
of  my  life  in  Berlin.  I  am  an  orphan, 
and  was  brought  up  by  an  aunt,  who 
showed  a  strong  dislike  to  me  from  the 
earliest  time  I  can  remember.  Children 
of  my  own  age  bored  me,  and  I  preferred 
my  own  company  to  theirs,  a  fact  which 
irritated  her  more  than  anything — *  it  was 
so  unnatural,*  she  said.  I  liked  books 
fairly  well,  and  was  by  no  means  averse  to 
study ;  but  I  was  consumed  with  a  desire 
to  know  things  from  experience,  if 
possible,  rather  than  to  read  about  them. 
Chemistry  would  have  attracted  me  could 
I  have  had  a  laboratory  to  experiment  in. 
I  never  learnt  a  geography  lesson  without 
a  painful  longing  to  see  the  various 
countries  in  question  ;  and  the  lives  of 
great  people  awoke  in  me  such  a  yearn- 
ing for  change  and  adventure  that  I  kept 
awake  at  night  as  I  formed  impossible 
plans  and  projects  for  escape  from  my 
surroundings,  and  mapped  out  a  brilliant 
career  for  myself  in  the  future.  I  figured  as  a 
happy  mixture  of  all  my  favourite  his- 
torical heroines  in  these  dreams,  and  spent 
long  hours  in  bed  revelling  in  plots, 
hobnobbing  with  kings  and  queens,  and 
played  a  prominent  role  in  the  world's 
tragedy — in  imagination — very  early  in 
my  teens. 

"  One  day  I  asked  my  aunt  what  Fear 
felt  like. 

"  *  I  have  tried  so  hard  to  find  out,*  I 
said  to  her,  *  like  the  man  in  the  fairv- 
tale,  but  I  can't,  and  once  I  stole  out  of 
the  house  at  midnight  to  the  churchyard 
and  remained  there  until  dawn,  but  I  only 
felt  cold.'  My  aunt,  gasping  with  horror, 
sent  me  supperless  to  bed,  and  I  nevei 
confessed  my  other  essays  in  this  respect, 
though  I  made  many  with  no  better  result 

"  When  I  was  twenty  my  aunt  died  and 
left  me  but  a  small  pittance  on  which  to 
live,  so   I  decided  to  satisfy  my  craving 
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for  change  by  accepting  3 
governess  in  Russia,  offered  to  me  through 
an  agency  in  Berlin.  After  settling  my 
affairs,  I  therefore  started  on  my  travels 
with  a  revolver  hidden  in  my  portmanteau, 
as  I  was  going  far  into  the  interior  to 
some  people  living  a  hundred  and  fifty 
versts  from  the  nearest  railway-station," 
She  paused 
a  moment,  and 
added  regret- 
fully, "  I  never  had 
to  use  that  revel- 


er; it 


ever  left 
After  a 


volunteered  to  return  to  my  duties.  My 
suggestion  was  received  without  enthusiasm, 
and  after  due  reflection  I  determined  to 
go  to  Moscow  and  seek  a  post  of  mistress 
in  a  school  there.  I  therefore  packed  up 
my  few  belongings,  hired  a  peasant's 
sledge,  and  started  off  to  Farlsk,  the 
nearest  railway  station,  to  find,  when  I 
arrived,  that  there 
would  be  no  train 
for  three  days.  It 
was  a  little  branch 
line     which     had 


wfcK  s  journey  1 
reached  my  destin- 
ation at  last,  and 
for  a  few  months 
cast  in  my  lot 
uith  this  Russian 
family,    consisting 


threi 


all 


children  and  their 
parents,  who  were 
well-meaning  folk, 
but  dull  and  un- 
interesting, and 
who  seemed  no 
more  attracted 
towards  me  than 
my  poor  aunt  had 
been.  Afterwearily 
dragging  through 
three  or  four 


■ociety    of    these  n,r, -„.u  i,  .. 

commonplace 

persons,  daring  which  time,  apart  from  the 
household  and  the  villagers,  I  saw  not 
one  single  soul,  so  far  were  we  from 
other  habitations,  I  determined  to  learn 
the  language,  and  told  my  employers 
that  I  wished  to  lodge  for  a  time  in  their 
priest's  house,  where  I  should  hear  nothing 
else,  for  the  purpose.  They  offered 
objections,  which  ended  in  my  quitting  ray 
situation  to  take  up  my  abode  for  a  time 
with  the  priest  of  the  next  village  and  his 
family,  who  lived  a  few  versts  off.  After 
passing  three  months  there,  and  having 
made  satisfactory  progress  in  the  language, 
I    called    on    my    old    employers,    and 


months, 
two  trai 


■■  a  week 


ran  to  Stilkof,  at 
which  station  I 
was  to  change  for 
Moscow. 

"  It    was    Feb- 
and      the 


ruary. 


still 


buried 
Karlsk 


village, 
boasted  of  o 


my    baggage 


where    1    hired    a 

room." 

"  In   a   Russian 
___  village     inn  !  "     I 

,     ,.       ,  broke    in,   "  How 

••  What  could  I  do  ?  Would  you  have 
had  me  lodge  in  the  road  in  the  middle  of 
winter  .'     I  had  my  revolver." 

"A  plentiful  supply  of  Keating  would 
have  been  more  useful,"  I  murmured. 

"Bah!  *A  la  guerre  comme  k  la 
guerre,'"  she  returned  impatiently.  "I 
did  not  expect  to  find  a  palace.  You 
Knghsh  would  think  Paradise  itself  un- 
inhabitable if  Apples'  Soap  were  not  pro- 
curable there.  Well,  to  continue  my  story. 
Besides  myself  there  were  two  other 
belated  travclIeTS,  both  awaiting  the  train. 
One  was  a  merchant,  with  long,  greasjr 
hair,  and  the  other  an  infantry  officer,  who 
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hailed  from  some  out-of-the-way  place  in 
the  Urals,  where  he  had  passed  the  best 
years  of  his  life.  He  was  a  *  militaire  *  of 
the  unkempt  and  uncivilised  type,  and  both 
men  were  in  keeping,  as  far  as  their  appear- 
ance went,  with  their  surroundings.  As  I 
took  my  meals  and  played  cards  with 
them " 

I  gasped.  **  You  took  your  meals  and 
played  cards  with  them !  "  I  repeated 
feebly. 

**Why  not.'^  1  made  them  clearly 
understand  from  the  very  beginning  the 
sort  of  woman  I  was,  and  that  I  should 
stand  no  nonsense.  It  was  they  who  told 
me  that  a  passport  was  necessary  to  go  to 
Moscow  with,  and  that  I  should  have  no 
end  of  bother  with  the  police  otherwise.  I 
had  left  mine  behind  me,  not  realising  its 
importance,  and  was  in  despair  at  the  idea 
of  returning  all  those  miles  for  it. 

"  *  Perhaps  it  can  be  managed  in  some 
other  way,'  said  the  merchant,  and  he  called 
in  the  landlady  and  laid  the  situation 
before  her.  After  much  conversation  she 
suggested  that  I  should  go  on  the  morrow 

to  B ,  a  small   so-called  *  town '  some 

versts  awav,  where  a  cousin  of  hers  was  an 
oftlcial  of  some  sort,  and  who  would,  I  was 
assured,  provide  me  with  a  passport  for 
the  sum  of  twenty  roubles  or  thereabouts. 
*  My  son  will  drive  you  there  and  explain 
the  matter  to  Ivan  Feodorovitch !  '  she 
said.  '  A  sledge  will  be  ready  at  ten  in 
the  morning,  and  you  will  be  back  here  in 
the  afternoon.' 

*'  The  next  morning  a  sledge  came  to 
the  door  driven  by  a  sinister-looking 
person,  with  a  squint,  whom  I  had  noticed 
from  my  window  the  day  before  in  close 
conversation  with  a  gigantic  moujik  in 
the  road.  It  was  bitterly  cold,  and  I  was 
plentifully  provided  with  sheep-skins  and 
wraps  for  the  journey.  We  started,  and 
after  leaving  the  village  behind  us,  glided 
smoothly  over  a  sheet  of  snow  without  a 
sign  of  habitation  or  tree  for  miles  to  rest 
one's  eyes  upon.  ]\Iy  companion  was 
taciturn,  and  replied  in  monosyllables  to 
the  questions  I  addressed  to  him.  At  last 
we  came  in  sight  of  a  forest,  through 
which,  when  we  reached  it,  I  was  told  our 
wav  lav,  B beinsr  on  the  other  side. 


It  was  a  relief  to  see  trees  tod  to  hear  the 
branches  crackle  after  that  long  and  dreary 
expanse  of  snow-covered  steppe.  There 
was  no  sun,  and  the  cold  grey  strip  of  sky 
over  our  heads  gave  but  little  light,  as 
we  drove  swiftly  through  the  glades  and 
narrow  pathways  ;  the  trees  looked  weird 
and  dream-like  in  their  white  garments, 
glimmering  through  the  gloom,  with  the 
unearthly  silence  around  broken  only  by 
the  snapping  of  the  branches  and  the 
sound  of  falling  snow.  Sheltered  from  the 
biting  wind  we  left  outside,  1  felt  a 
delicious  warm  glow  stealing  over  my  body, 
and  a  sensation  of  exhilaration  such  as  I 
had  never  known  before  possessed  me 
mentally  and  physically.  Suddenly  my 
landlady's  son  gave  a  shrill  whistle,  and  a 
few  minutes  later  a  dark  form  emerged 
from  behind  a  tree.  The  horses  slackened 
their  pace,  and  a  moujik  stepped  deftly  on 
to  the  runners  of  the  sledge  behind  me.  I 
recognised  him  as  the  peasant  I  had  seen 
from  my  window  talking  the  day  before 
with  my  evil- looking  guide,  and  I  strongly 
resented  this  unlooked  -  for  intrusion. 
After  all,  /  had  hired  the  sledge,  and  had  a 
right,  I  considered,  to  choose  my  own  com- 
pany. No  doubt  the  man  had  business  in 
B ,  but  that  was  not  my  affair. 

'*  *  Do  you  go  to  B ?'  I  asked  him 

severely.     *  If  so,  I  will  give  you  a  lift.* 

**  He  gave  a  short  laugh.  *  It  will  not 
be  for  long,  little  mother,'  and  the  driver 
turned  round  with  a  grin  on  his  ill-favoured 
countenance  as  he  repeated,  *  Not  for  long, 
never  fear,'  and  urged  on  his  scraggy 
beasts.  In  the  glance  he  gave  his  com- 
panion I  seemed  to  read  a  menace  to 
myself — and  as  in  a  flash,  the  truth  dawned 
on  me !  Fool  that  I  was"  to  leave  my 
revolver  behind  me  !  I  was  a  foreigner  and 
unknown.  I  had  with  me  presumably 
some  thirty  roubles — a  vast  sum  of  money 
in  the  eyes  of  a  peasant.  The  train  would 
carry  off  to-morrow  my  two  inn  acquaint- 
ances, who  were  not  likely  to  remain  and 
institute  inquiries  in  the  event  of  my  non- 
appearance. What,  therefore,  so  easy  as 
to — but  there  was  no  time  for  further 
reflection.  The  pathway  was  becoming 
still  narrower,  and  barely  afforded  room 
for    the    sledge  ;    the  trees  nearly    met 
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overhead,  and  it  was  almost  dark.  The  man 
behind  me  exclaimed  something  I  could 
not  catch,  and  I  half  turned  my  head 
towards  him  and  caught  a  gleam  of  steel. 
'  Stop,  stop  !  *  I  screamed  excitedly.  I 
have  not  my  purse.  Heavens !  is  it 
possible  I  left  it  at  the  inn  ?  Stop  at 
once,  I  tell  vou.* 

"The  landlady's  son,  half  smothering  a 
curse,  pulled  up.  *  It  has  dropped  down, 
perhaps,*  he  growled  almost  fiercely,  *  you 
would  not  have  lefc  it  behind  you,*  and  he 
and  the  other  villain  hastily  shook  out  the 
sheepskin  rugs,  while  I,  dismounting,  felt  in 
imaginary  pockets  and  uttered  loud  lament- 
ations at  the  ill  success  of  my  search. 

*'  *  How  could  I  be  so  careless }  *  I 
wailed.  *  Not  a  kopek  have  I  with  me  ! 
What  am  I  to  do  ^  Turn  out  that  straw, 
you  idiot,  and  don't  stand  gaping  there  ! ' 
I  said  angrily  to  the  big  moujik.  *  It  was 
a  small  black  purse,  and  may  have  slipped 
into  a  corner  '  He  did  as  I  bid  him,  and 
then  both  men  retired  a  few  paces  off  and 
spoke  in  low  tones,  while  I  felt  again  and 
again  in  my  pockets  and  distractedly  shook 
my  skirts,  as  I  murmured  disjointed  and  inco- 
herent phrases  as  a  testimony  to  my  despair 
Another  contingency  dawned  on  me.  *  I 
remember,*  I  burst  out;  *  I  gave  it  to  Sergei 
Feodorovitch  *  (the  merchant)  *  to  hold  for 
me  while  I  wrapped  these  shawls  round 
myself,  meaning  to  put  it  in  my  cloak 
pocket :  then  I  asked  him  to  fetch  my 
fur  cap,  which  I  had  left  in  the  kitchen, 
and  we  both  forgot  the  purse  when  he 
came  back.     Oh,  the  idiot !  * 

*'  The  man  with  the  squint  came  up  to 
me  and  peered  into  my  face.  *Are  you 
sure  Sergei  Feodorovitch  has  it,  and 
that  it  was  not  left  in  your  room  }  *  he 
asked. 

'*  *  Sure  !  Of  course  I  *m  sure,*  I  said 
impatiently.  *  Haven* t  I  told  you  so  } 
All  this  weary  drive  for  nothing !  And  my 
passport !  * 

**  The  two  men  again  retired,  and  after 
a  short  parley  the  big  moujik  wished  his 
friend  *  good  day,*  to  my  astonishment, 
and  disappeared  behind  the  trees. 

**  *  Well,'  snarled  my  guide.  *  We  had 
better  go  back.  Staying  here  won't  mend 
matters.* 


**  But  I  had  no  intention  of  returning  to 
the  inn  without  my  passport. 

**  *  True,*  I  said,  *  we  had  better  go  ! ' 
Then,  as  though  a  new  and  brilliant 
thought  had  struck  lae  :  *  But,  after  all, 
why  not  continue  ouir  journey  ?  You 
could  promise  your  cousin  the  money,  I 
suppose  }  He  would  surely  trust  you.  I 
will  give  you  ten  roubles  if  you  manage 
this  business  for  me ;  whereas,  if  I  go 
back  without  the  passport,  not  a  kopek 
will  you  get  beyond  what  I  arranged  with 
your  mother  for  the  sledge.* 

"He  thought  a  moment.  *Well,  well, 
we  will  try.  Get  in,  little  mother.'  He 
gave  a  short  laugh.  *  One  glass  of  vodka 
is  better  than  none,*  and  he  whipped  up 
his  horses. 

'*  In  due  time  we  arrived  at  B ,  and 

after  a  vast  deal  of  discussion  with  the 
cousin  and  two  other  easy-going  specimens 

of  the  B •  executive,  I  was  presented 

with  a  passport,  invited  to  drink  a  glass  of 
tea  as  a  seal  to  the  compact,  and  sent  on 
my  ivay  back  rejoicing.  My  one-eyed 
friend  was  hardly  more  communicative 
on  the  road  home  than  he  had  been 
before ,  but  when  we  reached  the  scene 
of  our  search  for  the  purse,  his  replies 
to  my  attempts  at  conversation  showed 
unwonted  frankness. 

"*How  dark  it  is  here  now,'  I  remarked. 
*  It  might  be  night,  though  it  is  not  yet 
three  o'clock.' 

'* '  Ay  !     Dark  enough  ! '  he  grunted. 

"  *  And  your  friend.^'  I  asked  airily. 
'  Shall  we  see  him  again,  do  you  think  ? 
It  was  here,  if  I  remember  right,  that  he 
appeared  so  opportunely  to  help  us  look 
for  my  purse.  I  was  sorry  to  have  nothing 
to  give  him  for  his  trouble.' 

"An  inarticulate  growl  was  the  response. 

"  *The  snow  is  deep  in  some  places/  I 
continued. 

"  *  Deep  enough  to  tell  no  tales,  little 
mother,'  he  assented. 

"  *  But  the  thaw  will  soon  set  in,'  I 
reminded  him. 

"  *  Ah  !  the  spring  is  a  long  way  oflf  yet — 
the  tale  would  be  stale  by  then,  and  who 
would  care  to  read  or  listen  to  it  ?  *  And 
he  relapsed  into  silence  until  we  neared 
the  inn    Two  men  were  walking  towards  us- 
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*' '  Well !  have  you  the  passport  ? '  asked 
the  merchant  when  we  came  abreast  of 
them. 

"'Yes!  Here  it  is!'  I  answered, 
getting  out  of  the  sledge,  ostehtatiousl>- 
brandishing  both 
purse  and  paper  be- 
fore their  eyes.  Then 
I  turned  to  the  land- 
lady's son,  and  said 
smilingly— 

"  '  How  came  I  to 
make  that  mistake,  I 
wonder  ?  I  had  the 
mon,-v   all    the    tim.-. 


"  What  would  I  give  for  a  tithe  of  your 
coyrage  .•' "  I  exclaimed  admiringly. 

"  Ah,  courage  !  "  she  said  impatiently. 
"  What  is  courage  and  what  is  fear  ? 
Words   only  !  "      The   train    was  slowing 


■Tis 


for  I 


tell  a  tale  with  anuClicr 
ending  than  the  one 
you  thought  of 

"  He  was  speechless 
nitli  tningicd  rage  an<l 
asiiinishmcnt. 

•■'What  tale,  little 
mother.-'  he  answered 
craftilv  when  he  had 
recovered  himself. 
■  What  do  1  know  of 
such  things  .-"and  he 
galloped  off,  leaving 
me  to  follow  at  my 
leisure,  with  my  two 
fellow  -  travellers,  to 
whom  I  told  the 
storj-." 

"  Ami  you  gave  the 
villain  in  charge,  of 
course,"  1  broke  in. 

"Certainly  not," 
she  replied.  "  Into 
whose  charge  could 
I  give  him  ?  [  left 
the  next  morning,  not 
forgetting  the  ten 
roubles  promised  to 
my  would  -  be  assassin.  The  thrill  I 
felt  when  I  saw  the  blade  of  that 
knife,  with  the  gigantic  figures  before 
and  behind  me,  in  the  dark  and  gloomy 
forest,  was  well  worth  it."  Her  eyes 
sparkled,  and  a  bright  colour  flushed  her 
rather  sallow  cheeks.  "  But  they  were  so 
easily  duped,  the  fools  ! " 


down,  and  she  rose.  "  But  hen-  we  are 
at  Kursk.  I  get  out  here,  and  must  collect 
my  parcels."  The  train  slopped,  and  a 
porter  appeared  at  the  door.  ".\ll  those 
things  are  mine,"  she  said  to  him  briskly 
"  Bon  voyage,"  turning  to  me  with  a  smite 
as  she  disappeared  in  the  midst  of  a  stream 
of  hurrying  men  and  women. 
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By  W.  A.  GEORGE. 


OI.DEX  days  can  claim  at  least  two 
donkeys  whose  fame  has  lasted 
through  the  ages  till  to-day.  The  most 
famous  donkey  that  ever  lived  was  certainty 
that  belonging  to  Balaam,  tht  prophet, 
since  no  other  ass  but  that  one  ever 
"  spoke."  And  the  next  celebrated  animal 
of  the  donkey  kind  is  the  one  that  our 
Lord  rode  on  ulien  he  entered  Jerusalem. 
But  these  are  asses  of  the  far  past, 
and  this  short  account  is  to  be  of 
famous  donkeys  of  the  present. 


Amongst  such  the  first  place  must  be 
given  to  the  donkey  which  has  for  ten 
years  been  privileged  to  draw  the  little 
carriage  of  her  Majesty  the  Queen.  It 
was  whilst  on  a  visit  to  the  Riviera  that 
she  first  bought  it  for  use  in  the  private 
grounds  of  the  mansion  where  she  stayed. 
It  has  a  very  fine  coat  and  n  most 
intelligent  look,  besides  being  as  docile 
and  gentle  as  the  veriest  pussy.  Ever  since 
that  time  this  donkey  has  been  a  great 
favourite    <.f    the    Queen.       It    is    never 
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allowed  to  go  at  a  greater  pace  than  a 
walk,  and  either  Princess  Beatrice,  a  High- 
land attendant,  or  a  Hindu  servant  is 
always  at  the  side  of  the  carriage,  accom- 


so  much  favour  and  petting  from  all  sorts 
and  conditions  of  men.  Americans  who 
come  to  see  the  old  Castle  are  always 
ig  Ned's  greatest  admirers,  and 


panying  her  .Majesty,  whilst  a  groom  of     than  one  of  them  would  gladly  have  taken 


the  stables  leads  the  donkey  by  tho  head, 
and  the  Queen  invariably  holds  the  reins. 
"Jacko"  is  the  name  this  pel  donkey 
goes  by. 

Needless  to  say,  the  animal  is  a  regular 
favourite  with  the  younger  members  of  the 
family.  But  hi;  is  not  well  known  to  the 
general  public,  as  all  his  work  is  done  in 
the  private  grounds. 

Probably  the  most  famous  donkey  in 
the  world  at  the  present  day  is  Ned,  the  well- 
known  animal  which  acts  in  the  capacity 
of  water-raiser  at  the  celebrated  old  well 
at  Carisbrooke  Castle,  in  the  Isle  of 
Wight.  How  many  thousands  of  people, 
rich  and  poor,  old  and  young,  haic  fed 
and  petted  Ned  durinj?  the  past  twenty- 
three  years  it  would  be  ijuitc  impossible  to 
tell-  But  it  may  be  regarded  as  certain 
that  no  other  donkey  in  our  age  has  had 


the  celebrated  ass  back  with  him  to  the 
Stales,  had  it  been  possible. 

Ned  has  lived  at  Carisbrooke  neariy  all 
his  life,  though  he  was  born  at  Sandoun. 
Everyone  who  has  watched  him  set  to 
work  to  tread  the  wheel— that  great  wheel 
which  draws  up  the  water  from  the  well — 
knows  how  sagaciously  he  carries  out  his 
task.  His  keeper  has  only  to  call  him  by 
name,  and  the  donkey,  which  has  been 
slanding  quietly  in  the  corner,  comes  and 
gels  upon  the  wheel  and  begins  his  work. 
When  he  has  done,  there  are  aiwavs 
biscuits,  cakes,  and  dainties  innumerable 
awaiting  him  from  the  delighted  crowd  of 
spectators,  and  Ned's  capacity  for  con- 
suming them  seems  boundless,  it  must  be 
confessed. 

The  well  is  160  feet  deep,  and  has  a 
histoT}'  of   over    750    years.    The    large 
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barrel  that  comes  up  filled  with  water, 
as  the  result  of  the  donkey's  efforts,  holds 
the  nice  quantity  of  eighteen  gallons  per 
lime.  How  cold  the  water  is,  and  how 
clear  and  pure,  even  in  the  hottest  summer  ! 
It  is  quite  a  treat  to  drink  it  when  the 
day  is  so  parchingly  hot.  The  depth  of 
the  well  is  bestseen  by  dropping  water  into 
it,  when  the  splash  will  be  heard  sevt-ral 


When  either  of  these  two  well-known 
animals  is  not  engaged  inside  the  well- 
house  he  is  generally  crqpping  the  fine 
grass  in  the  field  outside,  and  if  you  chance 
to  meet  him  here  he  is  always  ready  to 
come  up  at  the  call  of  his  name,  and  to  put 
his  nose  in  your  pocket  in  order  to  find  out 
if  there  are  any  provisions  there  that  you 
require  eating  up.     Altogether,  life  at  the- 


seconds  after  the  water  has  left  the  top  of 
the  cavity. 

There  is  a  companion  to  Ned  that 
has  been  in  training  for  some  years  so  that 
he  can  undertake  the  work  at  the  well  when 
Ned's  day  is  jiast.  This  is  Jack,  and 
he,  loo,  is  getting  quite  an  old  stagier, 
since  he  has  been  at  Carisbrookc  eleven 
years.  Nowadays,  he  generally  takes  turn 
and  turn  about  with  his  more  distinguished 
comrade,  and  he  is  also  an  adept  at  disposing 
of  any  amount  of  sponge-cake,  buns,  etc. 


delightful  Castle  in  the  Isle  of  Wight  must 
be  very  pleasing  to  these  donkeys,  in  spite 
of  the  hard  labour  of  drawing  up  water 
in  a  great  tub  from  a  deep  well. 

Fame  has  suddenly  come  to  a  white 
Arabian  ass  which,  two  years  ago,  despite 
histhenrenown.did  not  anticipate  such.  He 
was.  in  bis  earlier  days,  the  property  of  an 
Arabian  sheikh,  and  was  at  that  time  noted 
not  only  for  his  colour,  being  nearly  white, 
but  also  for  his  unusual  size.  Now  he  has 
grown,  with  advancing  age,  until  he  has 
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attained  the  notable  height  of  about  twelve 
hands,  almost  an  unknown  height  hitherto 
for  a  donkey. 


As  the  Queen  had,  just  before  the 
irrival  of  the  donkey,  lost  a  favourite  ass 
it  Windsor,  this  animal  came  exactly  at 


The  Arab  sheikh  took  part  against  the      the    right    moment    to    take    that     dead 
English  and  Egyptian  troops  at  the  battle      donkey's  place.      She  was  delighted  with 


of  Atbara,  two  years  ago,  and  his  donkey 
suffered  the  fate  of  every  defeated  party 


present,    and    now    the    white 
Arabian  ass  finds  comfortable  quarters  i 


that  cannot  escape  fast  enough — he  was     a  home  very  different  from  that  to  which  he 


Ms 

»1 

'^i 

m\ 

captured.  But  he  «as  well  ire: 
was  brought  by  his  captors  u) 
notice  of  Lord  Kitchener  whe 
got  more  settled  in  those  regii. 
Lordship  was  much  struck  by  the  colour 
and  size  of  the  animal,  just  as  the  creature's 
former  Arab  friends  had  been,  and  ai  onct 
ordered  the  ass  to  Ik-  well  attended  to 
so  that  it  might  be  offered  as  a  present  to 
her  Majesty  the  Queen. 


was  formerly  accustomed,  and  is  the  pet  of 
all  the  royal  children,  of  whom  he  is  wry 
fond. 

White  donke;  s  ha\e  been  quite  the  rage 
in  Paris  for  the  pa-.t  few  months.  e\er 
-sitice  the  famous  performanci-s  at  iln- 
Alca-iar  d'Etr.  This  c.i/,--(h,nil.v,t  h. 
perhaps,  the  best  known  of  its  kind  in  the 
world,  and  its  situation— next  door  to  the 
"  Ambassadeurs  " — has  not  made  ii  any  the 
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less  famous.  While  it  has  become  noted  all 
over  France  for  almost  ever>'  kind  of 
entertainment,  it  has  distinctly  made  a 
mark  during  the  past  season  by  its  relays 
of  don  key -surprises. 

The  players  would  sit  in  the  stalls  in  their 
cloaks,  and  would  :hen  suddenly  and  often 
unexpectedly  pass  right  through  the  large 
and  cheering  audiente  as  they  made  their 
way  to  the  stage.  Quite  the  greatest 
scene  of  enthusiasm,  however,   occurred 


Thus  this  white  pet  donkey  of  "  la  belle 
Fleuron"  within  a  short  time  became 
the  talk  of  Paris,  and  is  now  almost  as 
celebrated  among  the  frequenters  of  the 
French  cafh-ihantanli  as  is  its  welUknowa 
mistress.  Indeed,  it  is  questionable  which 
of  the  pair  gets  the  greatest  reception 
before  and  after  the  performance,  the  pet 
donkey  or  its  mistress. 

The  four  donkeys  which  have  been 
employed  fur  some  years  by  the   Haroncss 


when  about  a  dozen  of  them  conceived  ihc 
•dea  of  riding  ui>  the  aisles  of  the  celebrated 
caji-chanlani  with  dazzling  jewels  anil 
ornaments,  in  short  skirts,  with  large 
picture-hats,  and  seated  on  donkeys.  The 
sensation  this  scene  created  in  Paris  had 
not  died  away  when  the  city  was  siili  more 
agitated  by  seeing  Mdlle.  I.ise  Fleuron,  its 
favourite  commln;  singing  her  song  on 
the  stage  as  she  sat  on  the  back  of  a 
donkey,  which  had  been  her  pet  for 
some  lime,  and  which  was  in  glittering 
harness  and  flower- bedecked  for  the  great 
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Lady  Burdett-Coutts,  as  is  nell  known, 
has  for  very  many  years  taken  the  greatest 
interest  in  costers  and  their  steeds,  and 
has  in  every  possible  way  tried  to  get  her 
prot^g^s  to  show  kind  treatment  lo  the 
animals  under  them.  It  is  for  this  reason 
that  she  herself  has  had  this  team  of 
donkeys  procured  and  used  them  so  much, 
because  she  wishes  to  show  how  fine  asses 
may  really  become  by  gentle  and  humane 
treatment  and  management.  And  it  must 
be  confessed  that  the  four  donkeys  which 
■draw  the  carriage  of  the  Baroness,  and 
which  she  drives  so  skilfully,  are  indeed 
splendid  specimens  of  what  a  donkey  may 
attain  to.  They  must  be  the  envy  of  all 
other  asses  that  see  them. 

Anthony,  the  pet  donkey  of  the  famous 
Yorkshire  regiment  known  as  the  "  Green 
Howards,"  is  probably  one  of  the  most 
celebrated  of  soldiers'  pets  at  the  present 
<Jay.  Anthony  was  bought  in  Peshawar, 
when  only  a  few  weeks  old,  for  one  rupee, 
by  Private  O'lJrien,  of  the  G  Company. 
There  was  some  difficulty  at  first  as  to  where 
to  lodge  him.  but  eventually  a  temporary 
home  was  found  for  him  in  the  transport 
lines.  He  soon  became  a  general  pet 
with  all  the  regiment,  and  would  follow 
Privates  O'Brien  and  l.ecs  about  just  like 
a  pet  lamb.  The  troopers  shared  their 
meals  with  the  little  donkey,  and  it  spent 
half  its  time  in  the  barrack-room. 

Anthony  had  nothing  harder  to  do 
than  wander  about  the  barracks  at  his 
own  sweet  will,  and  was  verj'  playful. 
From  the  first  he  showed  not  a  bit  of  the 
supposed  stupidity  of  the  average  ass,  but 
was  most  intelligent.  He  developed  a 
playful   habit  of  stealing  the   boots  from 


under  the  cots  and  tearing  them  to  pieces 
now  and  then.  On  the  march  from  Peshawar 
toOagshai,  the  donkey  was  provided  daily 
with  one  pint  of  beer  by  the  regiment, 
which  it  drank  with  much  gusto.  This  has 
led  to  some  people  christening  it  "  the 
beer  -  drinking  donkey  "  ;  but  Anthony 
may  be  set  down  as  only  a  moderate 
drinker,  at  any  rate.  The  and  Battalion 
of  the  "Green  Howards"— especially  the 
G  Company  —  is  extremely  proud  of 
Anthony  and  the  fame  he  has  acquired. 
He  is  now  with  them  at  Dagshai. 

The  Duchess  of  Cleveland,  Lord  Rose- 
bery's  mother,  generally  drives  a  donkey 
in  her  little  chaise.  It  was  a  present  to 
her  from  Lord  Kitchener,  who  brought  it 
from  Kgypt. 

And  we  may  mention  another  ass  that 
has  gained  fame  without  knowing  ii,  since, 
when  alive,  he  never  dreamed  of  such 
later  renown.  He  gave  his  name  to  the 
celebrated  inn  at  Montmartre.  so  famous 
with  the  true  holiday-maker  in  I'uris.  He 
was  known  throughout  his  life  as  the 
"Red  Donkey,"  and  when  dead,  his 
master  called  the  inn  after  him,  and 
'■  L'.\ne  Rouge"  became  one  of  the  best- 
known  places  of  resort  in  .Montmartre. 
To  it  come  regularly  the  gay  Parisians 
when  they  desire  a  "  fine  time,"  and  some 
of  its  owners  have  become  widely  known. 
One  of  these  publicans,  at  any  rate, 
gained  some  reputation  among  liis  set  as 
a  pout.  Fancy  a  poet-innkeeper  I  Some 
dav  we  may  have  "  L'Ane  Rouge  "  famous 
still  more'  in  French  literature  if  the 
Muses  are  propitious,  and  the  donkey's 
praises  may    be   sung   by  a    Deranger  or 


(n^immwsTomm 


Thorc'.s   a    scent   ami'  a    soni;   in    tliv    folUiwini,'    i.r. 
An.l  a  Invc  1,-lt  bi'hin.]. 


FISHERMAN'S  STORXEI.I.I. 


Between  i 


Flower  o'  the  foam  ! 
.  there  rolls  the  lone  waste  of  the  sea. 
But  my  heart  is  at  home. 


Flower  o'  the  sky  ! 
There's  a  ring  of  red  roses  wreathed  all  round  the  world, 

And  our  meeting  is  nigh. 

Flowers  o'  the  night  ! 

A  lily-while  moon  in  a  garden  of  s 

And  a  window  alight 

Flower  o'  the  land  ! 
Oh,    welcome    the    scent    of  thi 
and  the 

n  the  strand 

l-'lower  o'  my  heart ! 
Blikssom  here,  Little  love  ! 

Is   it  well  ?     "It   is 

well. 
It  was  bitter  apart," 
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By  C  W.  MASON. 


TA  SHIH  KE -LUN  .  DAI  -  KO 
LAI-TY ! "  was  the  awed  and 
admiring  whisper  which  ran  through  the 
big  Lotus  Leaf  tea-house  on  the  French 
Bund  of  Tientsin  as  Sam  Lung,  portly, 
shining,  in  a  vest  of  yellow  satin  over  an 
old-rose  kua-tzu  of  stiff  brocaded  silk,  sat 
loudly  benign  and  genially  loquacious, 
surrounded  by  a  momentarily  increasing 
throng  of  fawningand  applaudatory  cronies, 
expatiating  on  the  riches  and  hardships 
of  the  Klondike  with  the  frank  contemp- 
tuous simplicity  of  the  proven  pioneer. 

**  Gold,  mates !  "  he  said,  brushing  his 
soft  fat  hand,  which  showed  so  little  sign 
of  labour,  over  the  nuggets  on  the  table  ; 
**  why,  it  is  easier  to  walk  through  a  paddy- 
field  without  wetting  your  feet  than  to  land 
over  there  without  kicking  up  the  gold- 
dust  !  What  good  is  my  claim  to  me  ? 
There  is  ten  thousand  taels  in  that  little 
bag,,  enough  to  last  me  for  my  lifetime, 
and  Wang  Hsi-pang  can  do  what  he  likes 
with  the  rest.  Ya,  ai-yo  I  You  there, 
Wang  Pu-tso  ?  The  honourable  health 
good  ?  Business  flourishing  }  My  elder 
brother  still  the  same  old  fox,  fattening  on 
the  foreign  devil's  squeezes  ?  All  hail, 
ho'chi !  I  bring  you  a  letter  from  the 
honourable  younger  brother,  who  has 
stayed  behind  to  gather  his  own  nest-egg, 
after  helping  me  to  develop  our  little 
gully.  The  time  is  great  and  the  differ- 
ence greater  still  since  you  gave  me  the 
post  of  ma-foo  at  four  dollars  a  month, 
eh,  Pu  -  tso  ?  Ai  '  ya,,  let  them  say 
what  they  like,  it  is  good  to  eat 
sharks' -fms   without  having  to  count  the 

CQSt." 

The  new  arrival,  Wang  Pu-tso,  without 
paying  much  l]eed  to  the  letter,  scanned 


his  loquacious  ex  -  fellow  -  servant  with 
sceptical  scrutiny.  Ousting  a  gaping 
youngster  from  the  next  chair  with  the 
calm  prerogative  of  seniority,  he  seated 
himself  by  the  Klondiker's  side  and 
remarked  with  acid  smile — 

**  Scattering  lies,  is  it  not,  Lung-tzu,  as 
of  old  ?  And  yet  you  have  improved  in 
effrontery,  comrade  ;  the  skin  thick,  is 
it  not?" 

"  Lies  ?  "  bawled  Sam  Lung  ;  "  what 
words,  elder  brother  1  1  ask  no  man  to 
lend  me  money,  and  there  is  no  more  to 
be  said." 

'*  And  you  have  been  to  this  Ke-lun-do 
country  ?  And  you  have  taken  up  a 
claim  ?  " 

"Of  what  importance  .^ "  retorted  Sam 
Lung ;  "I  have  no  need  for  it.  The 
honourable  younger  brother  admmisters 
it  for  me,  and  he  may  sell  it  when  he 
wishes,  and  bring  me  what  share  he  likes. 
I  have  enough ;  and,  after  all,  it  is  cold 
up  there." 

"  And  have  you  registered  this  claim, 
Lung-tzu — duly  registered  it  in  your  own 
name  before  the  proper  British  ft-pao  i  " 

**  Ha,  are  you  there,  old  fox  .^  You 
know  all  about  it,  hey  }  Well,  since  you 
have  the  long  head  and  understand  the 
barbarian  character,  read  there  for  me. 
I  no  trouble ;  I  not  understand  ;  belong 
Mr.  Brown's  claim ;  he  die,  give  me  :  what 
matter  ?  I  have  my  gold,  and  the  rest  is 
nothing  but  paper." 

Wang  Pu-tso  examined  the  official  seals 
on  the  document,  and  then  laid  it  aside  to 
read  his  brother's  letter.  Then  he  s^t 
staring  into  vacancy  with  his  old  lack- 
lustre eyes,  absently  nibbling  melon-seeds, 
and  allowing  Sam   Lung  to  resume  his 
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loud  loquacity  with  the  cronies,  who 
drank  sam-shu  and  smoked  cheroots  at 
his  expense.  The  Lotus  Leaf  tea-house 
was  the  club  of  foreigners*  boys,  where 
they  wore  merino  socks  and  discussed 
the  politics  of  nations  over  the  cigars 
and  wine  fetched  from  their  masters  and 
jsold  again  to  mine  host.  Wang  Pu-tso 
rose.  **  You  accompany  me  to  the  humble 
abode,  is  it  not,  brother  ?  " 

**  Not  dare,  not  dare,"  responded  Sam 
Lung  heartily,  scooping  up  his  spoils  and 
flinging  a  Mexican  on  the  table  ;  for  even 
in  so  fashionable  a  resort  as  the  Lotus 
Leaf,  a  dollar  pays  for  a  great  many  cups 
•of  tea  at  ten  cash  (a  halfpenny)  each,  and 
there  was  a  wide  margin  of  untaken  change 
left  to  prove  the  wealth  and  extravagance 
•of  the  lucky  man  from  Klondike. 

Rumours  of  the  great  goldfields  had,  of 
course,  spread  along  the  coast,  but  Chih-li 
province  does  not  send  out  emigrants, 
.and  Sam  Lung  was  consequently  a  ram 
.avis,  whose  arrival  and  success  had  been 
instantly  noised  abroad,  and,  of  course, 
•conveyed  by  the  '*  boys "  to  all  their 
foreign  masters  ;  and,  perhaps,  that  was 
why  Wang  Pu-tso  happened  to  drop  in. 
For  Wang,  as  the  butler  -  in  -  chief  of 
successive  Consuls,  Commissioners,  and 
Ministers  Plenipotentiary,  was  far  too 
staid  and  important  a  personage  to  fre- 
quent the  public-room  of  the  Lotus  Leaf, 
•except  on  rare  occasions. 

**  And  what  foreign  devil  does  the  elder 
brother  squeeze  now }  "  asked  Sam  in  a 
loud  voice,  keeping  to  the  middle  of  the 
road  and  sauntering  along  with  pompous 
and  insolent  swagger,  while  the  lean  and 
mean-clad  Wang  tried  constantly  to  hug 
the  wall  and  hasten  the  pace  without 
speaking.  **They  tell  me  the  German 
shui-wU'Ssu  has  got  the  sack  at  last,  and 
the  lan-tu  Li — bah  !  what  do  I  care  ? — 
has  lost  face  with  the  Old  Woman  in 
the  Palace,  and  is  going  to  come 
down  to  my  height :  oh,  these  officials, 
dogs  all  —  what  do  I  care  }  I  could 
buy  up  the  lot  with  a  yard  of  my 
•creek-bank.  You  serve  the  new  Com- 
missioner }  " 

Wang  managed,  by  a  diplomatic  smile 
which  seemed  friendly  to  his  companion 
and  patronising  to  others,  to  avoid  opening 


his  mouth  in  such  indiscreet  publicity,  and 
his  friends.j'^-:>'/'*J,  head  ting-chai'Sy  "boys" 
from  the  Legations,  aye,  and  pompous 
hoftg  taipans  too  —  for  the  confidential 
servant  of  high-placed  foreigners  is  a 
power  in  the  land — such  of  his  friends,  I 
say,  as  passed  him,  humoured  his  humili- 
ation and  pretended  not  to  notice  the 
company  he  kept ;  although  there  was  in 
this  discretion  no  little  flattering  etiquette, 
which  envied,  and  yet  acknowledged,  his 
astuteness  in  capturing  the  Klondike 
pigeon. 

Crossing  a  street  which  leads  from  the 
landing-stage  to  a  favourite  sailors*  saloon, 
they  passed  a  decidedly  seedy,  fat 
Englishman,  loafing  on  the  corner  with  a 
ragged  cheroot  tilting  up  to  the  brim  of  a 
battered  pith  helmet,  who  seemed  to  eye 
the  couple  with  a  particular,  inebriate 
interest.  Wang,  with  eyes  severely  cast 
upon  the  ground,  was  too  intent  on  self- 
effacement  to  perceive  him,  while  Sam,  if 
he  noticed  him  at  all,  marked  his  per- 
ception only  by  a  more  hectoring  bluster. 

Not  until  he  had  Sam  safely  isolated  in 
the  privacy  of  his  den,  over  a  choice  bottle 
of  sherr}'  and  a  box  of  Havanas,  did  Wang 
reveal  the  facts  concerning  his  service. 
Yes,  his  old  master,  the  German  Com- 
missioner, had  not  flourished  since  the  fall 
of  his  patron  Li,  and  Wang  had  now  a 
new  tung'chia  :  the  Hon.  Chauncey  P. 
Windbag,  an  American  (.liplomatist  seek- 
ing telegraph  concessions  for  a  San 
Francisco  syndicate,  whence  the  Havanas. 
I\lr.  Windbag  was  one  of  those  omnivorous 
and  indefatigable  speculators  who  have  an 
iron  in  every  fire  that  is  smoking ;  and 
having  come  through  Seattle,  he  had 
bought  up  a  few  undeveloped  claims  in 
the  Klondike  in  order  to  amuse  his  leisure 
by  forming  a  company  in  the  Exchanges 
of  Hongkong  and  Shanghai.  These  are 
rich  and  easy  markets,  let  it  be  said,  for 
such  financial  experts  as  have  the  origin- 
ality to  tap  them.  It  was  on  this  account  that 
he,  Wang,  had  sought  out  his  old  friend, 
because  he  thought  that  this  American 
capitalist  might  possibly  be  6f  use  to  him. 

*'  And  now,  comrade,"  he  said,  **  let  me 
look  at  these  papers  again." 

Wang  had  hardly  received  the  little 
bundle  of  documents  than  the  bell  rang. 
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**  It  is  the  time  for  the  iung-chia's  cock- 
tail," said  Wang  mildly,  beginning  to 
peruse  them.  The  bell  rang  again,  and 
Wang  made  a  remark  on  the  stiff  paper 
used  by  the  foreign  devils.  Then  a  pro- 
longed and  furious  peal  betokened  the 
high -water-mark  of  patience,  and  Wang 
rose  leisurely,  thrusting  the  documents 
into  his  waistband,  and  telling  Sam  to 
make  himself  at  home. 

The  Hon.  Chauncey  P.  Windbag  was 
a  big,  hard-headed  financier  and  horse- 
faced  politician,  with  a  vehement  oratory 
and  a  solid  reputation  for  carrying  his 
companies  through  and  getting  out  of 
them  at  the  psychological  moment :  an 
excellent  business  man,  prompt  and 
straightforward,  and  ready  with  his  energy 
and  cash,  who  inspired  confidence  in 
timid  speculators  and  possessed  an 
unquestioning  reliance  on  his  own 
capacities  for  bluff.  He  appeared  to 
expect  Wang  to  bring  him  something 
more  than  a  cocktail. 

**  You  catchy  that  man,  boy }  What 
thing  belong  }  Have  got  claim,  all  same 
that  Shanghai  paper  say,  or  belong  old 
fashion  fossicker,  who  come  back  with 
hundred  dollars,  and  think  himself  rich  ?  *' 

**  I  tink  belong  o.k.,  master,"  responded 
the  grave  and  cautious  Wang.  '*  Please 
you  maky  look-see  this  paper." 

Mr.  Windbag  took  the  documents  and 
assimilated  their  contents  in  a  minute. 
Five  minutes  more  sufficed  him  to  compare 
the  statement  of  location  with  the  latest 
maps  and  reports  of  the  Klondike  region 
and  the  chart  of  his  own  cat-claims.  He 
questioned  Wang,  and  was  told  with 
wooden  face  that  Wang's  own  brother  had 
sent  him  a  corroboratorv  letter.  Mr. 
Windbag  used  little  ruse  and  no  haggling 
in  his  business  ;  he  said  at  once — 

**  Gad,  boy,  you  have  hooked  a  porpoise. 
Belong  o.k. !  I  give  you  fifty  dollars  when 
I  buy  the  claim.     Bring  the  man  up." 

The  documents  so  confidingly  shown 
about  by  Sam  Lung  consisted  of  the 
following:  (i)  A  certificate  of  the  Mining 
Recorder's  Office  at  Dawson,  registering 
Claim  No.  3  B.D.  on  Wet  Creek,  in  the 
name  of  George  Brown,  Free  Miner, 
British  ;  with  date,  stamp,  and  fee  receipts. 
(2)  A  certificate  of  the  death  of  the  said 


George  Brown,  from  delirium  tremens*^ 
three  days  after  registration  at  Dawson, 
with  extract  from  the  Dawson  Trumpet 
concerning.  (3)  The  will  of  the  saidi 
George  Brown,  dated  the  same  day  as 
registration  of  claim,  and  duly  witnes.sed 
and  stamped,  leaving  all  his  property  and 
all  his  rights  in  the  above-mentioned  claim 
to  Sam  Lung,  Chinese,  his  faithful  servant^ 
friend,  and  partner.  (4)  A  provisionary 
transfer  document  from  the  Recorder's. 
Office,  and  advertisement  in  the  Trumpef 
announcing  the  transfer  of  the  claim  to* 
Sam  Lung  in  accordance  with  above  will.. 
(5)  An  officially  countersigned  statement^ 
drawn  up  at  the  dictation  of  Sam  Lung  and'. 
his  partner  Wang  Hsi  -  pang,  reporting^ 
output  and  development-work  to  date  of 
Sam's  departure,  two  months  previous  to 
date  of  this  story,  and  six  weeks  after- 
George  Brown's  death.  (6)  Extracts  from  the- 
Trumpet  relating  to  Wet  Creek  and  district. 
There  was  no  further  document,  such  as. 
a  power  of  attorney  to  Sam's  so-called 
partner  to  sell  or  transfer  the  claim,  so  that- 
the  only  person  to  be  dealt  with  in  such  a. 
transaction  would  be  Sam  Lung  himself. 

The  reports  with  which   Mr.  Windbag 
compared     these     documents    were     the 
following:  (i)   A   week-old   extract   from 
the  Shanghai  Mercurial  Ointment  announ- 
cing the  arrival  at  that  port,  ex  steam-ship- 
Express  from  Victoria,  of  one  Sam  Lung,  a. 
Chinese  coolie,   returned   from   Klondike- 
with  a  grip-sack  containing  15,000  dollars, 
in  gold  dust,  and  a  claim  on  Wet  Creek, 
said  to  be  worth  100,000  dollars.     Accom-- 
panied    by    a    short   biography  of    Sam, 
reporting    that    he   was    a   Chih-li   man, 
formerly   ma-foo  in    the    Commissioner's, 
racing  -  stable     at    Tientsin,    afterwards- 
**boy"  to    Mr.  George   Brown,   commis- 
sion-agent   in    Shanghai    and     a    well- 
known  journalist,  whose  departure  for  the 
gold-mines,   leaving    behind   him  certain 
unfulfilled  obligations,  had  been  the  topic 
of  some  comment  six  months  previously  on 
the  first  report  of  the  rush.     The  rule  ol 
outpost  journalism   being  de  mortuis    nit 
nisi  honum  (and  Mr.  Brown  having  been 
a  shining  light  of  the  Mercurial  Ointment — 
not  stated),  a  panegyric  was  added  on  the 
virtues  of  the  lamented   Mr.  Brown,  an 
esteemed  old    Shanghailander,    with    no 
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other  failing  than  an  uncalculating 
generosity  and  a  trifling  addiction  to 
refreshments.  (2)  A  cablegram  in  the 
Shanghai  papers  of  twa.  dawr later,  reach- 
ing Tientsin  on  the  same  day  as  Sam 
Lung,  reporting  the  discovery  of  an 
enormously  rich  vein  or  layer  found  below 
supposed  bedrock  on  Discovery  in  Wet 
Creek,  which  made  the  whole  of  those 
claims  equal  in  value  to  Bonanza. 

Taking  into  consideration  the  fact  that 
Mr.  Windbag  was  promoting  a  Klondike 
syndicate  (as  a  pastime  in  the  pauses  of 
his  more  onerous  concession  -  hunt,  for 
which  we  believe  he  had  pledged  his 
exclusive  services  in  return  for  a  hand- 
some honorarium),  and  deducing  from  this 
that  the  astute  and  honourable  promoter 
was  keenly  following  the  news  from  the 
Yukon,  we  might  now  be  justified  in  sup- 
posing that  the  presence  of  his  servant 
Wang  at  the  Lotus  Leaf  that  day  was  not 
entirely  due  to  accident. 

Sam  was  brought  up,  by  no  means 
abashed  into  any  diminution  of  his  newly 
acquired  Republican  swagger,  shook  hands 
familiarly  with  the  Hon.  Chauncey,  flung 
himself  into  a  chair,  helped  himself  to  a 
fresh  cigar  from  the  box  on  the  table, 
although  he  carried  the  stump  of  its 
fellow,  and  told  the  horse-faced  financier 
that  he  would  get  more  concessions  from 
the  bed  of  the  Klondike  River  than  from 
the  palace-folk  of  Peking.  After  leading 
the  simple^  blusterer  on  to  a  repetition  of 
his  experiences,  and  pumping  him  dry 
^ith  regard  to  all  essential  particulars, 
Windbag  called  for  a  bottle  of  champagne. 
He  was  more  than  satisfied  :  he  saw  a 
million  within  his  grasp  in  return  for  ten 
minutes*  tact  and  patience  in  landing 
a  plunging  porpoise,  and  he  was  pre- 
pared to  stand  treat. 

"  I  tell  you  what,  Mr.  Sam,"  he  said. 
**  The  best  thing  you  can  do  is  to  put 
your  claim  along  with  the  other  claims  in 
my  company,  and  let  us  manage  it  for 
you.  You  and  your  partner  have  scraped 
up  all  the  dust  in  sight,  and  the  thing 's 
worth  nothing  now  except  as  a  paper 
asset.  I  *11  give  you  $5000  worth  of 
shares  for  the  transfer.  You  *11  sell  them 
for  double  a  week  after  the  company  is 
out.     Shake  hands  on  it." 


Sam  Lung  shook  hands  cordially.  Then, 
he  said — 

"  Oh,  pooh.  See  you  blojved,  boss^ 
I  got  enough  money  to-  ktst  my^life,  "and  I 
no  make  any  more  bobbery." 

Mr.  Windbag  was  slightly  taken  aback, 
"  What  do  you  mean,  my  friend  ? "  he 
said  solicitously.  **  I  don't  quite  take 
you — no  understand,  you  savvy  ?  " 

**  Maskee,  you  no  trouble,"  responded 
the  cheerful  Sam.  "What  for  I  maky 
sell  ?  Have  got  enough  ;  my  partner  can 
take  rest.  Number  one  sam-shu  this 
champagne yb^ ;  how  much  you  pay  ?  " 

The  astute  and  honourable,  being  for 
once  in  his  life  disconcerted,  quickly  ran 
out  the  line.  **  Let  me  send  you  a  dozen, 
Mr.  Sam,"  he  said,  refilling  his  visitor's 
glass ;  **  I  import  it  direct  from  America. 
By-the-byc,  where  are  you  stopping  ?  " 

Not  to  use  many  words,  Sam  was 
installed  in  Wang's  room  as  the  guest  of 
Windbag's  butler,  and  Wang  was  entrusted 
with  the  delicate  operation  of  persuading 
Sam  to  sell.  It  was  not  so  simple  as  the 
promoter  had  a  right  to  expect,  for  inno- 
cence is  less  easy  to  gull  than  avarice  ; 
and,  incredible  as  it  may  appear,  here  was 
positively  a  Chinaman  who  had  as  much 
money  as  he  wanted,  and  wouldn't  be- 
troubled  to  have  any  more  for  the  asking.. 
The  natural  effect  of  this  splendid 
indifference  was  to  enhance  the  value  of 
his  claim.  Wang,  who  had  received^ 
special  instructions  to  keep  his  pigeon 
away  from  the  Lotus  Leaf  (where  the 
Shanghai  native  dailies,  which  had  begun: 
to  reproduce  the  glowing  reports  about. 
Wet  Creek,  were  read  aloud  for  the  benefit 
of  the  public),  had  all  his  work  cut  out  to* 
keep  away  the  greedy  and  plausible  /at-" 
pans^  who  had  come  up  in  person  from 
Shanghai  and  even  Hongkong  (three 
days  and  a  week  distant  respectively)  to- 
interview  the  fortunate  prospector. 

Ultimately,  however,  Sam  declarecF 
himself  so  worried  b}'  all  this  interest, 
in  his  money  that  he  would  part 
with  the  claim  for  the  sake  of  peace 
and  quietness;  but  no  "shares,"  no. 
"company,"  no  "business."  Provided 
that  his  partner  should  be  allowed  to  carry 
off  all  the  dust  he  had  got  out  up  to  the 
day  of  the  company  taking  over  possession. 
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(half  of  which  would  belong  to  Sam),  Sam 
would  sell  the  claim  for  £s^^^  cash,  one 
thousand  to  be  paid  on  account  and  the 
rest  when  his  partner  returned,  and  have 
done  with  it.  *'  What  a  lot  of  fuss  about 
a  mou  of  rock  !  "  said  Sam.  **  Why,  I 
know  lots  of  places  out  there  where  I  can 
stake  out  just  as  good  a  claim  for  the 
expense  of  going  over."  And  he  added 
that  he  thought  Mr.  Win-ter-ba-ker  was  a 
fool  for  buying  paper  when  he  could  go 
in  person  and  pick  up  gold.  From  this 
remark  one  might  infer  that  the  excellent 
Sam  Lung  had  not  resided  long  enough 
in  the  States  to  learn  that  th^  buying  of 
paper,*  which  represents  claims,  is  quite 
an  old  industry,  and  one  that  is  reckoned 
to  have  some  merits  of  its  own  in  spite  of 
Sam. 

All  this  negotiation,  which  wasi  duly 
brought  to  accomplishment,  was  perfectly 
simple  and  straightforward,  and  we  should 
scarcely  feel  called  upon  to  mention  one 
or  two  trifling  incidents  in  the  behaviour 
of  Wang  Pu-tso,  if  there  did  not  exist  a 
most  unjust  prejudice,  for  which  Bret 
Harte  is  responsible,  that  in  a  swindle 
the  Chinaman  is  always  the  knowing  one. 
Every  unprejudiced  person  must  confess 
that  in  this  transaction  the  astute  and 
Hon.  Windbag  was  taking  an  unfair 
advantage  of  honest  Sam  Lung's  ignor- 
ance ;  for  everyone  knows  that  the  claims 
on  Wet  Creek,  even  ten  and  twenty  below 
Di.scovery,  were  being  quoted  as  worth  at 
least  ten  times  what  Windbag  was  offer- 
ing. At  the  same  time  no  imputation  of 
actual  dishonesty  is  made  against  that 
well-known  financier,  for  every  man  is 
justified  in  buying  as  cheap,  and  selling  as 
dear,  as  circumstances  and  the  market  allow. 

The  first  of  these  circumstances  does 
credit  to  Windbag's  open-handed  manner, 
and  shows  the  lean  Wang,  with  the  shabby 
clothes,  the  parsimonious  face,  and  the 
lacklustre  eye,  to  have  been  more  alive  to 
his  own  interest  than  was  currently  sup- 
posed by  his  long  line  of  employers. 
When  the  offer  had  been  accepted  by  Sam, 
and  nothing  remained  but  to  exchange 
cash  for  certificate,  Windbag  had  up  his 
boy  to  put  him  through  a  final  examin- 
ation as  to  the  bona-fides  of  the  claim. 

"  There  is  one  thing  I  've  had  my  doubts 


about,  boy,"  he  said ;  "  that  is  your 
brother's  letter.  You  told  me  yourself 
that  the  partner  of  this  Sam  Lung  is  your 
own  brother,  Wang  Shee-pang  by  name. 
Well  and  good  :  I  'm  not  denying  it.  What 
I  want  to  know  is,  isn't  the  whole  thing  a 
put-up  job  between  this  brother  of  yours 
and  you  ?  " 

Wang  always  wore,  in  the  presence  of 
his  masters,  a  look  of  painful  conscientious- 
ness and  earnest  rectitude,  as  if  he  were 
worn  out  with  the  constant  effort  to  protect 
his  master's  pocket.  This  look  did  not 
change  at  the  frankness  of  the  outspoken 
American  :  it  only'deepcned  itt  its  pain- 
fully altruistic  attention.  If  he  appeared 
hurt,  it  was  not  with  the  soft  impeach- 
ment as  against  himself,  but  with  the 
dawning  horror  lest  his  master  should  be 
the  victim  of  some  unscrupulous  swindle 
after  all. 

**  I  tink  no  can  be  put-up  job,"  he 
replied,  after  earnest  reflection.  **You 
see,  master,  belong  you-self  tell  me  Sam 
Lung  have  arrived ;  I  not  know  till  you 
tell  me,  and  I  not  know  my  brudder  out 
there  till  I  see  Sam  Lung.  What  for  he 
want  to  tell  me  lie  ?  He  no  want  to  sell^ 
I  no  want  you  to  buy.  I  tink  my  brudder 
letter  make  no  difference;  belong  these 
paper  you  want,  and  your  read  them  you- 
self." 

'*  Right  enough,  old  cock ! "  said 
Windbag  heartily  ;  he  was  in  the  habit 
of  saying  that  the  conscientious  rectitude 
of  Wang's  face  made  him  feel  sometimes 
inclined  to  explode  the  man  with  a 
dictionary-full  of  Californian  cuss-words. 
"There's  dam- well  no  getting  behind 
your  confounded  common  -  sense  and 
honesty  ;  although,  let  me  tell  you, 
that  it 's  just  that  honesty  of  yours, -and 
the  fact  that  you  have  had  a  letter  from 
your  brother,  and  believe  in  the  thing 
yourself,  that  has  made  me  so  much  as 
look  at  the  matter.  Well,  we  '11  risk  it ; 
bring  Lung  up  to  the  Consulate  to-morrow, 
and  we'll  effect  the  transfer.  Got  any- 
thing more  to  say  ?  " 

In  spite  of  Mr.  Windbag's  admiration 
and  confidence,  he  was  wont,  as  already 
hinted,  to  grow  impatient  if  made  to 
endure  that  face  of  rectitude  a  moment 
longer  than  necessary. 
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**  Yes,  master :  a  little  thing.  You  very 
kind  promise  me  fifty  dollar  when  the 
business  maky  finish.  First  time  I  come 
be  your  boy  I  tink  you  come  live  this  side 
long  time  all  same  my  other  master :  now 
I  hear  you  come  litty  time,  go  away  again. 
I  no  like  change  place  too  many  time  :  I 
old  man,  must  save  money.  P'r'aps  you 
very  kind  pay  me  one  bundled  dollar 
instead  of  fifty." 

*•  Are  you  there,  old  horse  ?  "  cried  Mr. 
Windbag,  with  a  loud  laugh.  "  Gad,  I 
didn't  think  you'd  got  the  gumption  in 
you.  Right  you  are,  then  :  that 's  ten  per 
cent,  commission  on  the  cash  payment, 
and  I  reckon  it  '11  bear  it.  You  shall  have 
your  hundred.  Lord,  it 's  late  ;  I  must  be 
dressing." 

Wang  returned  to  his  room  in  the 
out-building  with  grave,  sad  face,  in  no 
wise  elated  by  the  increase  in  his  com- 
mission. Although  his  wages  were  only 
twelve  dollars  a  month,  he  was  said  to 
have  saved  some  thousands  during  his 
twenty  years  of  foreign  service.  He  found 
Sam  Lung  growing  a  little  fidgety  and 
fatigued  under  the  prolonged  negotiations, 
and  the  lucky  Klondiker  exhibited  an 
interest  and  relief  at  Wang's  announce- 
ment, which  showed  that  constant  harping 
on  one  theme  will  arouse  the  avarice,  or, 
at  least,  the  anxiety,  of  the  most  indifferent 
seller.  **  I  '11  be  glad  to  be  rid  of  it, 
Pu-tso,"  he  said ;  **  and  although  I  don't 
want  the  money,  I  suppose  I  shall 
be  glad  of  it  some  day,  and  you 
must  take  a  hundred  dollars  for  your 
trouble." 

Now  comes  the  second  singular  incident 
in  WaWg's  behaviour. 

"Not  dare,  not  dare,  heart-thanks," 
he  said  gravely.  **  You  have  been  my 
brother's  friend  and  made  him  rich,  and 
although  I  am  poor,  he  will  have  enough 
for  two,  is  it  not  ?  That  reminds  me  of  a 
little  thing,  comrade  Lung-tze.  You  bring 
me  a  letter  from  my  brother.  Can  catchy 
ink-stick  and  slate-slab  and  camel-hair 
brush  and  rice-papers  out  there  ?  I  hear 
tell  belong  long  journey  and  not  carry 
anything  but  pickaxe  and  food." 

'*  Oh,  we  can  buy  them  in  Dawson.  I 
bought  them  myself  at  Yen-tai  Hong,  and 
carried  them  back  to  our  claim." 


**  My  brother  learn  to  write  out  there,  is 
it  not  ?  "  said  Wang  sadly.  *'  Before  time 
he  not  know  how  to  write." 

For  the  first  time  Sam  Lung's  coun- 
tenance fell ;  previous  to  his  expedition  to 
Klondike  he  was  a  noted  liar,  but  even 
his  self-confidence  would  not  soar  to  the 
statement  that  a  coolie  could  learn  to 
write  in  a  month,  or,  for  that  matter,  in  a 
lifetime.  The  letter,  unluckily,  was  written 
in  a  scholarly  hand.  However,  his  memory 
came  to  his  aid,  and  he  was  able  to  satisfy 
Wang  that  they  had  obtained  the  services 
of  another  Chinaman  who  could  write. 

**  There  is  only  one  little  thing  more 
that  make  me  uneasy,  Lung-tzu,^'  said 
Wang.  "  You  know  my  brother  go  away 
to  Singapore  long  time  ago,  when  you 
were  ma-foo  under  me,  and  I  hear  say 
you  ask  some  friends  on  the  steamer  fron: 
Shanghai  if  Hsi-pang  ever  come  back 
again.  They  tell  you  no  ;  and  you  know 
he  all  the  time  in  K^-lon-di-ko.  But  I  a 
little  surprised  to  get  his  letter,  because 
last  year  he  died." 

**Died?"  echoed  Sam  Lung  in  a 
sepulchral  whisper,  while  his  jaw  fell  and 
he  stared  at  Wang  in  what  may  have  beec 
a  profound  access  of  grief. 

**  Yes,  his  coffin  come  back,  and  I  bury 
him  out  at  Taku." 

"  Then  my  partner  must  have  been  an 
imposter  !  "  cried  Sam  wrathfully,  leaping 
to  his  feet  as  if  he  could  demolish  the 
dead  H si-pang's  ghost.  **  At  least,  he 
was  just  like  the  honourable  brother," 
he  added  feebly,  sinking  back  into  his 
chair  in  complete  subjection. 

**  My  poor  Sam  Lung,"  said  Wang 
sympathetically,  "  it  pains  the  heart  to 
find  oneself  deceived.  However,  the 
importance  of  the  matter  is  not  great. 
I  tell  the  tung'chia  that  the  letter  is  true, 
and  he  know  I  always  very  honest  man  ; 
and  therefore  he  is  ready  to  pay  the  $5000 
to-morrow  for  your  papers,  if  I  bring  you 
to  the  Consulate.  What  a  pity!  To- 
morrow I  have  appointment  for  little 
business  which  bring  me  a  thousand 
dollar :  a  thousand  dollar  is  much  mo-ney 
for  a  poor  man  to  lose,  Sam  Lung — a^poor 
man  who  have  not  been  to  Klondike." 

**  A  thousand  dollars  be  it,  th^n^jen  ni 
ma-ma-fy  cho-pee  \  "  roared  Sam,  dropping 
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amicable  courtesies  with  a  suddenness 
which  shocked  the  modesty  of  the 
slow-biained  and  ceremonious  Wang,  The 
expression  made  use  of  by  Sam  Lung  is 
a  very  common  one  in  China,  but  it  does 


choked  them  off,  and  if  Win-ter-ba-ker 
don't  buy,  the  pond  is  empty  and  my  face 
is  lost,  Wom-pa-tan  I " 

"  Man-man-ty,  man-taan-ty,  ko-chi,"  said 
Wang    soothingly.      "  I    think    you    had 


admit  of  a  literal  translation  ;  it  would     cotmted  on  our  old  acquaintance,  or  you 


■  (hampognt  joo  :  Aos-  much  you  pay  f  " 


not,  however,  be  an  inappropriate  render- 
ing to  compare  it  with  the  Knglish 
adjuration  which  condemns  a  person's 
tyes.  "  Vou  crafty  old  fox ! "  continued 
Sam;  "this  is  your  own  put-up  job  from 
the  start ;  if  you  hadn't  come  meddling 
with  affairs  that  don't  concern  you  I  could 
have  unloaded  one  of  those  speculators 
from    Shanghai.      And    now   you     have 


would  not  have  brought  me  that  letter. 
And  after  all,  to  receive  $4000  in 
cash  is  not  a  very  great  loss.  Did  you 
not  say  that  you  had  already  more  than 
vou  wanted,  and  that  you  considered  the 
documents  as  onlv  so  much  paper.'  The 
pond  is  still  full  of  tish,  comrade,  and  the 
level  brim  reflects  a  clean  face;  to-morrow 
we  will  fish  it  together,  is  it  not  ?  Besidaa, 
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there  are  the  $20,000  worth  of  shares ; 
you  have  only  to  wait  a  little  time  to 
receive  that  also." 

**  Catch  me  waiting,"  said  Sam  frankly. 
**When  you  land  a  fish  you  eat  it  fresh 
and  go  about  your  business." 

**  Perhaps  it  would  be  better,"  said 
Wang  reflectively.  **  There  are  many 
ponds  well  stocked  to  the  trained  cor- 
morant." 

Now  be  it  distinctly  understood  that, 
in  spite  of  Wang's  extortion  of  a  $1000 
commission  from  the  victimised  Sam,  no 
imputation  was  cast  on  the  genuineness 
of  his  claim ;  and  in  the  morning  the 
transaction  was  duly  completed  at  the 
American  Consulate,  Sam  receiving  $5000 
in  cash  and  a  note  of  an  allotment  of 
2000  ten-dollar  shares  in  the  projected 
China -Klondike  Company,  in  exchange 
for  the  transfer  to  the  Hon.  C.  P.  Windbag, 
on  behalf  of  said  company,  of  claim 
No.  3  Below  Discovery  over  Wet  Creek, 
Yukon  Territory.  Within  the  hour,  Wang 
had  also  received  100  dollars  from  Mr. 
Windbag  and  1000  dollars  from  Sam. 

This  simple  and  unimportant  transaction 
seemed  to  have  an  instantaneous  effect  on 
the  destinies  of  the  various  persons  con- 
cerned. Within  three  days  of  the  transfer 
Wang  had  the  misfortune  to  lose  his  father- 
in-law,  and  it  became  incumbent  on  him  to 
ask  leave  of  absence  to  bury  him,  and  by  a 
letter  which  arrived  two  days  later,  it 
appeared  that  the  administration  of  the 
deceased's  property  would  necessitate  a 
prolonged  absence,  which  compelled  the 
good  Wang  reluctantly  to  resign  his  posi- 
tion. Within  a  week  the  Hon.  Chauncey 
Windbag  became  convinced  that  no  tele- 
graphic concessions  could  be  wheedled 
out  of  the  present  Government,  and  in 
disgust  left  the  country  so  abruptly  that 
he  forgot  to  complete  the  company  he  was 
promoting,  or  even  to  refund  the  deposits 
received  on  account  of  shares ;  but  it  was 
said  that  his  departure  was  only  tempo- 
rary, he  having  decided,  before  completing, 
to  make  a  personal  inspection  of  the  com- 
pany's property  in  Klondike.  It  is  to  be 
noted  that  had  anv  accident  befallen  him 
on  that  always  perilous  journey,  Sam's 
prospects  of  obtaining  the  balance  of 
the    purchase-money    would    have    been 


diminished.  But,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  San^ 
appeared  indifferent  to  his  shares.  When 
pressed  by  the  Consul  for  his  permanent 
address,  he  stated  that  he  was  going  to- 
have  a  fling  in  Japan  first,  and  would  think, 
about  purchasing  an  estate  near  Peking- 
when  he  returned. 

Let  us  take  the  liberty  of  following  Sam 
Lung  after  he  had  cashed  his  cheque  and 
sewn  his  $4000  in  the  lining  of  his 
coat  for  security.  He  passed  along  the 
Bund  at  the  hour  of  twilight  with  a  modest 
shrinking  from  the  fierce  light  of  fame 
which  contrasted  strongly  with  the  bluster- 
ing swagger  of  a  week  ago,  and  proves 
that  the  burden  of  riches  was  already 
having  its  invariable  effect ;  and  on  cross- 
ing Peking  Street,  who  should  be  loafing 
at  the  corner  but  the  identical  stranger  ia 
the  bruised  pith  helmet  and  soiled  ducks, 
whom  we  had  occasion  to  remark  before 
as  noticeable  for  his  pimpled  seediness  1 
But  this  time  Sam  did  not  bluster  past  the 
deadbeat  with  lordly  scorn ;  instead,  he 
passed  the  man  close,  turned  into  a  dark 
alley,  and  waited  for  the  Englishman  to- 
come  up. 

"  Bully  for  you,  boy !  "  said  the  stranger 
in  greeting.  **  I  saw  you  at  the  Consulate, 
and  I  couldn't  have  carried  it  off  better 
myself.  And  now,  Sam,  my  boy,  the  best 
thing  we  can  do  is  to  go  off  to  Klondike 
in  fact." 

The  only  further  information  we  have 
concerning  this  trifling  financial  trans- 
action is  contained  in  the  following  extract 
from  the  Mercurial  Ointment — 

**  We  are  very  glad  to  be  able  to- 
announce  that  the  report  given  in  these 
columns  concerning  the  death  of  our 
esteemed  colleague  Mr.  George  Brown  was 
incorrect.  We  learn  that  Mr.  Brown  did 
not  go  out  to  the  Klondike  six  months  ago, 
as  stated,  and  consequently  could  not  have 
died  there ;  on  the  contrary,  he  has  beei> 
residing  at  Hongkong  in  the  inter\'aU 
and  has  now  only  and  actually  booked  his 
passage  for  the  land  of  gold.'-*  We  trust 
that  he  will  run  across  the  defaulting 
Mr.  Chauncey  P.  Windbag,  out  there^ 
and  obtain  some  particulars  from  him 
concerning  the  China-Klondike  Syndicate, 
in  the  shares  of  which  considerable  interest 
is  just  now  being  displayed." 
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THPLRE  are  always  two  sides  to  the 
annual  show  at  Earl's  Court : 
the  lighter,  or  amusement  portion,  and 
that  of  the  exhibition  pure  and  simple. 
It  is  safe  to  assume  that  the  majority  of 
the  two  million  and  over  that  number  of 
people  who  yearly  go  to  Earl's  Court 
wish  to  be  entertained.  It  is  largely  a 
case  of  **  listen  to  the  band."  The 
sturdy  Britisher  may  or  may  not  be 
musical,  but  he  certainly  likes  to  hear 
good  music,  and  to  smoke  his  pipe  or 
cigar  to  the  accompaniment  of  a  lively 
orchestra.  This  has  been  proved  year 
after  year  at  Earl's  Court,  and  there  has 
been  considerable  discussion  as  to  the 
advisability  of  this  year's  innovation — the 
military'  bands  of  yore  being  replaced  by 
female  performers.  Old  customs  die  hard 
in  England,  and  some  people  regard  the 
lady  musicians  somewhat  in  the  light 
of  sacrilege.  IMan's  sacred  possessions 
have  been  invaded,  and  it  remains  to  be 
seen  if  the  bold  step  now  taken  by  the 
directors  will  be  justified  by  the  results. 
But  here  we  are  faced  bv  the  dual 
character  of  the  Exhibition,  and  it  must 
be  frankly  admitted  that  woman  being  the 
theme  of  this  year's  attraction,  it  is  only 
right  that  she  should  be  allowed  to  show 
what  she  can  do  for  our  amusement  as 
well  as  edification.  So  we  have  women 
bands,  and  the  huge  Empress  Theatre 
is  given  up  to  a  pretty  pageant,  called 
**  Women  of  All  Nations."  Here, 
indeed,  lovely  woman  holds  full  sway ; 
here  she  reigns  supreme.  Twenty- 
four  countries  are  represented  :  (Germany, 
Austria,  Bavaria,  Switzerland,  France, 
Italy,  Spain,  Canada,  Ireland,  England, 
Scotland,    America,     Belgium,     Holland, 


Denmark,  Sweden,  Norway,  Russia,  Japan, 
China,  India,  South  America,  Hungar\% 
and  Egypt.  Each  scene  is  a  picture  in 
itself,  beautifully  painted  and  **  set,"  and 
forming  a  delightful  frame  for  a  charming 
and  characteristic  group  of  women,  attired 
in  the  national  costume,  and  so  faithfully 
reflecting  the  life  and  surroundings  of  the 
various  countries.  Some  are  at  work 
performing  light  tasks,  such  as  knitting, 
while  others  read  or  go  through  a  little 
play.  In  the  latter  respect,  the  PVench 
ladies  are  perhaps  the  best.  They  are 
the  embodiment  of  vivacity,  and  constantly 
keep  a  large  crowd  of  visitors  in  front  of 
them  by  reason  of  their  liveliness.  There 
is  one  of  these  French  ladies  who  is  a 
bom  actress.  She  rattles  off  a  monologue 
with  perfect  naturalness,  with  good  action 
and  facial  expression,  and  fine  effect.  One 
of  the  best  of  the  performers  is  a  little 
Japanese  baby,  who  enters  thoroughly 
into  the  fun  of  the  thing,  and  romps  and 
plays  in  the  prettiest  manner  imaginable. 
The  majority  of  the  women  sing  at 
inter\'als,  one  set  after  the  other,  so  that 
the  audience  is  kept  constantly  on  the 
move,  and  is  afforded  an  attractive  view 
of  each  scene  and  its  occupants.  The 
entire  arrangement  is  as  ingenious  as  it 
is  novel,  interesting,  and  pleasing,  and 
it  reflects  great  credit  on  the  desii^nier 
of  the  scheme,  Mr.  Imre  Kiralfv.  'Die 
musicians,  it  may  be  noted,  are  attired  as 
Welsh  girls. 

Still  keeping  to  the  lighter  side  of  the 
Exhibition,  a  special  note  is  due  to  the 
Queen  of  Roumania's  dolls.  There  are 
several  hundreds  of  dolls,  forming  an 
exceedingly  picturesque  history  of  costume. 
Many  of  the  dolls  were  made  by  European 
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royalties,  "  Camien  Sylva"  herself  natur- 
ally leading  the  way  with  an  extensive 
<;o  I  lection.  From  her  Majesty  Queen 
Victoria  arc  dolts  in  English  and  Scotch 


and  Hanover,  and  a  pretty  group  to 
depict  the  children  of  Charles  1.  In 
some  cases,  as  of  soldiers  of  Napoleon, 
the  heads  have  lieen  specially  modelled, 


!,  NATIONS  AT  E, 


ilress,  while  the  Kmprcss  Frederick  sends 
some  characteristic  examples  of  the  fast 
disappearing  Welsh  costume.  Fnim  the 
Queen  of  Italy  come  several  dolls,  illus- 
trating the  dress  of  various  parts  of  her 
eounlr)-,  an  example  followed  by  the 
Queen  of  Holland  and  the  Queen  of 
Sweden  and  Norway :  while  others  who 
added  to  the  collection  are  the  (.'rown 
Princess  of  Greece,  the  Grand  Duchess 
of  Baden,  the  Grand  Duchess  of  Luxem- 
burg, Princess  Pauline  of  Wiirteniherg, 
Princess  Alexandra  of  Russia,  and  Princess 
Nicholas  of  Nassau.  Then  there  are  a 
number  of  "set  pieces"  showing  scenes 
of  court  and  village  life  in  Roumania.  as 
well  as  a  •'  historical  division,"  in  which 
is  included  a  presentment  of  Princess 
iiophia,  ivho  united  the  Houses  of  Stuart 


niul  on  nil  ilie  dolls  the  dresses  and 
Muiforms  arc  given  with  the  closest 
accuraiv  of  ileiail. 

One  of  the  most  delightful  of  all  the 
"side-shows"  is  called  "A  Trip  through 
the  Hay  of  Najiles."  Vou  step  upon  the 
bow  of  a  steamer,  a  signal  is  given,  and 
off  you  start  on  a  voyage  of  about  four 
minutes'  duration,  during  which  you 
traverse  tlie  beautiful  bay.  The  gentle 
movement  of  the  boat  is  extremely  wcU 
done,  the  panoramic  .scenery  is  excellent, 
and  tbc  illusion  is  just  as  perfect  as 
possible.  It  is  a  clever  and  decidedly 
pleasing  entertainment. 

Another  important  show  is  that  of  the 
Dinka  Village.  This  occupies  consider- 
able space  by  the  lake.  A  number  of 
substantial,  roomy  huts  line  the  sides ;  ia 
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is  a  huge  platform,  where  spear 
i  given,  together  with  a  weird 
kind  of  play,  and  the  scenic  background 
helps  to  transport  you  to  the  Far  East.  The 
inhabitants,  some  sixty -odd  in  number, 
mostly  women,  are,  to  say  the  least  of  it, 
very  swarthy,  and,  it  must  be  confessed, 
not  at  atl  beautiful.  Some  are  as  black  as 
ebony.  Many  of  them  wear  a  nose-ring, 
and  all  appear  good-tempered,  robust,  and 
well  pleased  with  their  new  abode.  A 
double  railing  is  provided,  so  that  they 
cannot  mis  with  the  public. 

One  of  the  most  interesting  of  the 
exhibits  is  also  a  very  gratifying  and  fasci- 
nating entertainment.  This  is  the  Salviati- 
Jesuram  glassworks.  Here  one  may  see 
the  actual  process  of  \'cnetiaii  glass- 
making.    The  furnaces  are  capacious,  anil 


that  it  might  well  be  called  an  art.  Ven- 
etian glass-blowing,  moulding,  and  model- 
ling were  in  a  flourishing  condition  in  the 
thirteenth  century,  but  in  1700  the  art  had 
fallen  into  bad  daj-s.  However,  it  then 
secured  a  fresh  lease  of  life,  and,  thanks- 
in  our  day,  first  of  all  to  Dr.  Salviati, 
and  now  to  Signor  Ernesto  Jesurum. 
Londoners  can  see  the  making  of  the  glass,, 
although  the  ingredients  which  have 
brought  it  to  such  perfection  arc  known 
only  to  a  handful  of  people,  the  secret 
being  very  jealously  guarded.  To  be  sure, 
the  graceful  workers  are  men,  but  oiitside- 
may  be  seen  Venetian  women  at  the  dainty 
work  of  lace-making. 

The  amusement  side  of  the  Exhibition 
might  be  further  enlarged  upon,  but  the- 
more  serious  side   now  claims   attention. 
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a  number  of  Italians  arc  constantly  at 
work.  They  come  from  Murano,  and  here 
in  London  one  may  see  them  practising 
their  ancient  trade,  which  is  so  beautiful 


It  therefore  can  only  be  recorded  that  the- 
Water  -  Chute  and  the  Switchback  stilli 
delight  adventurous  thousands ;  that  Cairo- 
is  again  %  great  attraction ;  that  tberc  is  in. 
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the  panorama  building  a  magnificent 
representation  of  Vesuvius  in  action ;  and 
that,  above  all,  the  Great  Wheel,  with  its 
slow,  easy  motion,  gives  its  visitors  as 
much  fresh  air  as  they  can  possibly  want 
on  the  hottest  day,  and  affords  a  splendid 
view  of  the  country  for  many  miles  around. 
At  a  Woman's  Kxhibition  it  is  only  natural 
that  woman  in  art  should  figure  largely, 
and  she  is  very  well  represented  at  Earl's 
Court.  In  the  \ntge  buijdings  by  the 
lake,  wherein,  by  the  way,  sea -lions 
disport  thL-mselves  and  cause  much  fun  to 
the  youngsters,  there   arc   some   thirteen 


nations  are  also  strongly  represented. 
Hard  by  these  pictures — in  fact,  in  a 
gallery  adjoining — there  are  many  examples 
of  the  result  of  woman's  work  in  the 
applied  arts.  Here  we  have  embroiderj-, 
book  -  binding  and  other  leather  -  work, 
enamelled  glass,  furniture,  plaster  and 
silver  reliefs,  decorative  paintings,  and  other 
objects,  ^^'oman  actually  at  work  at  these 
crafts  is  to  be  seen  in  a  portion  of  the  Royal 
Galleries,  near  to  the  Empress  Theatre. 
Here  she  may  be  viewed  lace-making, 
carving,  embroidering,  and  at  metal-work. 
We   now   come    to  one    of   the    most 
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hundred  pictures,  painted  by  wonit'n.  It  is 
a  large  collection,  and,  therefore,  the  merit 
is  unequal.  But  there  is  much  in  it  to  praise, 
an<l  when  the  catalogue  is  ready,  as  it 
doubtless  will  be  when  these  lines  appear 
in  print,  an  afternoon  might  well  he 
passed  in  a  close  examination  of  this 
extensive  exhibition  of  woman's  work  in 
the  fine  arts.  It  is  impossible  to  enumerate 
all  the  contributors,  but  a  few  of  the  nami'S 
may  be  given  as  showing  the  cosmopiiHian 
nature  of  the  collection.  England  is,  of 
course,  largely  represented,  pictures  and 
statuary  having  been  sent  in  hy  the 
following:  The  Countess  V.  Gleichen,  the 
iMarchioness  of  ilranby,  Mrs,  W,  Crane, 
and  many  others.   The  leading  Continental 


interesting  of  the  sections— the  historical. 
It  contains  hundreds  of  pictures  and 
engravings  of  celebrated  women.  It  is  a 
comprehensive  and  delightful  gathering  of 
femininity,  and  among  the  best  pictures 
are  examples  by  \'andyke,  l.ely,  Kneller, 
Hogarth,  Keynolds,  Zoffany,  Romney. 
Opie,  Lawrence,  Sir  John  Millais,  am! 
other  masters.  A  special  feature  has 
been  made  of  the  delicate  art  of  pastel. 
One  of  the  most  .striking  divisions  brings 
together  the  masterpieces  of  Sir  James  I). 
Linton,  whose  pictures  of  the  heroines  of 
Shakspere  and  Scott  have  much  interest 
for  men  as  well  as  women.  Then,  again, 
ate  many  historical  costumes.  Court  and 
royal  drosses,  in  rich  profusion,  together 
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with  rare  and  costly  fans,  old  lace — almost 
priceless  in  value — exquisite  embroideries, 
rare  needlework,  and  invaluable  '  glores 
which  have  been  worn  by  bygone 
■celebrities.  There  is  a  splendid  Japanese 
■collection,  and  the  history  of  costume 
itself  is  illustrated  by  numberless  original 
«]rau'ings     and    other     works     in    water- 


some  of  the  designs  in  poplins  selected 
by  the  Queen  during  her  recent  visit  to 
Dublin  are-  shown.  There  is  also  an 
exhibit  from  the  Alaharajah  of  Cashmere, 
who  has  paid  great  attention  to  silk- 
culture  during  the  past  few  years.  The 
Duchess  of  York  is  president  of  this 
section,  and  in  order  to  see  the  result  of 


<:olour,    thus   showing    the    progress   of 
feminine  dress  during  several  centuries. 

One  of  the  most  important  of  the 
industrial  sections  is  that  devoted  to  the 
British  and  Irish  silk- manufactures.  It 
consists  of  a  capital  collection  of  fine 
brocades  and  satins,  n-hich  amply  prove 
that  for  bcaaiy  of  design  and  skill  in 
technical  craft snfanship,  the  looms  of 
Spitalfields  and  Braintree  need  not  fear 
c<')m  pari  son  with  those  of  Lyons  or 
■Crufvld.    By  special  fovour  of  her  Majesty, 


its  organisation,  her  Royal  Highness  paid 
a  private  visit  to  Earl's  Court  on  ihe 
morning  of  Friday,  May  15. 

Still  keeping  to  the  serious  side  of  the 
Exhibition,  one  of  the  most  perfectly 
equipped  and  substantially  built  exhibits 
ever  seen  at  Earl's  Court  is  that  arranged 
by  ihe  Charing  Cross  Hospital  Special 
Appeal  Committee.  It  shon-s,  accurately 
and  graphically,  the  treatment  of  the 
soldier  from  the  time  that  he  is  wounded 
in  battle  until  he  enters  the  convalescent 
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a  modest  studio  on  Campden  Hill,  and 
whose  work  may  be  seen  at  Earl's  Court, 
As  they  were  both  exceptionally  skilled 
workers,  they  soon  found  it  necessary, 
owing  to  the  growth  of  their  business, 
to  remove  to  their  present  quarters  at 
ig,  Church  Street,  Kensington,  London,  W. 
Their  success  was  not  surprising,  for 
Miss  Swinhoe,  whose  speciality  is  design- 
ing, has  studied  at  Swindon.  Alexandra 
House,   and   under    the  Clewer  sisters  at 


effect  being  produced  by  the  introduction 
of  black  and  white  amidst  a  blaze  of 
colour. 

They  also  devote  special  attention  to 
repairing  old  needlework,  and  I  was 
much  impressed  by  their  skill  in  graft- 
ing a  beautiful  but  ragged  piece  of  old 
Tudor  work  on  to  a  new  but  mellow- 
hued  background,  whence  it  might  for 
many  a  year  continue  to  be  both  useful 
ental  as  a  piano -cover. 
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Oxford  :  while  Miss  Maynard  was  for  over 
six  years  member  and  teacher  at  the 
Royal  School  of  Art  Needlework. 

The  recent  revival  in  church  archi- 
tecture, and  consequent  demand  for  church 
embroider}-,  has  led  tbenuto  devote  much 
time  to  this  branch,  and  they  have 
executed  several  important  orders  at 
very  short  notice.  Quite  recently  they 
were  awarded  a  first  prize  at  Ipswich 
for  a  stole  designed  by  Miss  Swinhoe 
and  worked  in  exquisite  shades  of  orange 
and    gold    by   Miss    Maynard,    a   unique 
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Quite  a  feature  in  the  studio  are  the 
cushions  covered  in  pretty  shades  of  vel- 
veteen and  quaint  bobbins,  used  by  Miss 
Swinhoe  in  teaching  Wiltshire  lace-roaking, 
the  intricacies  of  which  almost  extinct  art 
she  has  mastered. 

Both  Miss  Swinhoe  and  Miss  Maynard 
arc  excellent  teachers  of  all  branches  of 
needlework,  and  their  Thursday  morning 
classes  offer  unique  opportunities  to 
workers,  who  may  lak«  a  single  lesson  on 
any  work  they  have  in  hand,  or  a  course  in 
ecclesiastical  or  secular  embroidery. 
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HIGH  AND  LOW  JUSTICE. 

By  HAMILTON    DRUMMOND* 


MEASURE  eighteen  miles  as  the 
road  zigzags  to  the  south-east, 
making  from  end  to  end  fourteen  miles 
of  a  crow-flight ;  then  bend  to  the  right 
for  half  as  far  again,  following  the  banks 
of  the  river,  which  there  runs  with  but 
little  curve ;  turn  once  more  to  the  right 
nineteen  miles  by  the  outskirts  of  the 
forest,  then  run  a  line  north-east,  roughly 
parallel  with  the  river-bank,  until  you 
touch  the  starting  -  point,  and  you  will 
enclose  the  domain  over  which  Sieur 
Ren6  Francois  le  Vaillant  de  Beaufoy, 
commonly  called  Francois  de  Beaufoy, 
claimed  and  exercised  the  rights  of  life 
and  death,  high  justice  and  low  justice ; 
he  himself  being  pleader,  judge,  and 
jury ;  and  against  whose  decisions  there 
was  no  right  of  appeal. 

Not  Charles  on  his  throne  was  more 
supreme  than  the  Sieur  de  Beaufoy  within 
these  bounds.  Nay,  the  Sieur's  supremacy, 
if  the  more  limited  in  extent,  was  the 
more  absolute  in  prompt  assertion,  and 
therefore  the  more  reverenced,  |  since  the 
vengeance  of  the  lesser  lord  struck  quicker 
and  sharper  than  the  more  tardy  justice  of 
the  King. 

Linked  with  this  absolutism  wa^s  a 
personal  independence  unknown  at  Court, 
and  burdened  only  with  the  necessary 
alert  watchfulness  inseparable  from  the 
presence  of  such  neighbours  as  those 
surrounding  the  Chateau  Beaufoy.  If  the 
King  in  Paris  was  at  odds  in  his  day,  now 
mth  Emperor,  now  with  the  Pope,  so,  to 
draw  the  parallel  closer,  was  the  Seigneur 
de  Beaufoy  in  frequent  handigrips,  not 
alone  with  his  fellow  lords,  but  also  with 
the  free-lances  and  organised  bands  of 
robbers  which  preyed  upon  the  rich,  and 


harried  the  poor  with  all  the  indiscriminate 
impartiality  of  opportunity. 

Then,  as  now,  the  axiom  that  power  has 
its  obligations  as  well  as  its  privileges  was 
true  in  practice  ;  and  so  upon  the  Sieur 
de  Beaufoy  there  devolved  the  duty  of 
enforcing  protection  within  the  two  hun- 
dred and  fifty  or  so  square  miles  of  his 
Suzerainty. 

Probably  it  was  for  the  rough-and-ready 
enforcement  of  this  law  and  order  that 
Louis  le  Jeune  had  first  conferred  on  the 
founder  of  the  line  of  Beaufoy  his  judicial 
rights,  but,  as  is  usually  the  case,  the  inch 
lengthened  to  an  ell,  and  the  power  was 
stretched  to  cover  (for  purposes  far  other 
than  protection)  all  who  crossed  or  dwelt 
within  the  limits  of  his  lands,  provided 
they  could  be  profitably  and  safely  struck. 

To  do  the  reigning  Seigneur  justice, 
the  duty  of  safeguarding  the  peace 
of  those  who  dwelt  within  his  borders 
was  not  only  recognised  but  regu- 
larly performed.  Woe  to  the  free- 
lance who  harried  de  Beaufoy*s  preserves ! 
The  Sieur  had  a  strong  arm  and  a  long 
reach,  and  the  poorest  serf  of  all  who 
called  him  lord  knew  that,  let  his  com- 
plaint be  but  well  founded,  no  distance 
was  too  far  for  the  sword-point  of  the 
Seigneur  to  strike  the  wrong- doer.  Woe 
to  the  brigand  who,  trusting  to  the  Secret 
strengths  of  the  forest  belting  the  river- 
edge,  sought  to  devour  the  weak  of  the 
Seigneur's  flock  !  No  depth  of  the  bocage 
could  hold  him  long  hidden,  and  not  once 
nor  twice,  but  many  a  time,  the  strange 
fruit  left  dangling  from  an  oak  limb  had 
proclaimed  the  triumph  of  summary 
justice  and  the  enforcement  of  a  righteous 
vengeance. 
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All  such  marauders  might  dwell  upon 
his  borders  and  welcome.  Needs  must 
that  rogues  dwell  somewhere,  and  in 
certain  cases  their  aid  was  welcome,  but 
their  harrying  must  be  the  harrying  of 
the  stranger,  or,  at  worst,  the  noble  lords 
the  Sieur's  good  neighbours.  Even  then 
a  judicious  care  was  necessary,  since  to 
fall  foul  of  an  ally  were  almost  as 
dangerous  as  to  touch  the  Suzerainty 
itself;  but,  to  do  him  justice  again, 
Fran9ois  de  Beaufoy  was  not  so  much  a 
man  of  peace  as  to  be  greatly  beholden 
to  the  goodwill  of  his  peers. 

Defence,  attack,  and  reprisals  require 
force  of  arms,  and  so,  in  common  with 
every  feudal  castle  of  the  time.  Chateau 
Beaufoy  bristled  with  archers  and  spear- 
men, and  was  as  jealously  sentinelled  as 
any  frontier  fort  holding  guard  on  the 
turbulent  outskirts  of  a  kingdom. 

For  defence*  sake  the  Castle  was  perched 
on  the  crest  of  a  hill  which  sloped  away 
from  it  in  all  directions,  thus  dominating 
the  approaches  for  three  full  bow-shots ; 
while  as  for  strength,  he  who  beat  down 
the  outer  rampart,  or  wrenched  the  iron 
gateway  from  its  massive  grooves,  would  still 
have  turned  back  in  despair  from  the  solid 
resistance  of  the  mighty  walls  of  the  Castle 
itself. 

Upon  the  slopes  of  the  hill,  but  suffi- 
ciently far  apart  to  afford  no  protection  to 
an  enemy,  were  dotted  oaks  and  chestnuts, 
their  number  growing  with  the  distance, 
one  solitary  specimen  being  alone  per- 
mitted within  the  circuit  of  the  outer 
walls. 

This  was  a  decayed  and  blasted  oak  of 
immemorial  age,  whose  once  magnificent 
jfttftd  of  luxuriant  boughs  had  dwindled 
to  tiPO  naked  and  lifeless  limbs  rising 
toa  a  ihell  of  hollowed  trunk.  Many 
and  black  and  bloody  enough  were  the 
legends  twined  about  those  ancient  limbs, 
and  when  the  chronicler  sets  them  out  in 
order,  the  history  of  the  maimed  oak  will 
be  found  to  antedate  by  many  generations 
the  Suzerainty  of  the  line  of  Beaufoy. 

Where  the  shadow  of  the  leafage  had 
of  old  time  fallen  when  the  sun  was  at 
noon,  the  windows  of  the  Sieur's  Justice- 
Hall  looked  out :  a  stern  and  gloomy  room, 


as  befitted  the  times  and  the  grim  secrets 
of  the  four  walls. 

On  the  stone  settle  in  that  comer  where 
the  sun  never  struck,  Dame  Margaret,  of 
four  generations  back,  was  strangled  for 
reasons  best  known  to  her  lord  and 
herself.  If  scandal  had  a  tongue,  it 
never  wagged  it,  since  the  Beaufoy  of 
the  day  was  a  stem  man  and  a  powerful. 
That  brown  stain  on  the  door-post,  five 
feet  and  more  from  the  floor,  and  a  deeper 
tint  than  the  age  of  the  oak,  had  its  own 
tale  to  tell,  for  a  threatened  division  of 
the  Suzerainty  ended  there.  Ended  sud- 
denly, as  is  clear  from  the  broad  bruise 
in  the  wood  where  the  battle-axe  glanced 
from  Henri  de  Beaufoy's  cmshed  head- 
piece. Lift  the  flag  with  the  iron  ring  set 
under  the  level  of  its  surface — lift  it  and 
look  down.  It  will  take  your  eyes  three 
minutes  to  turn  the  blackness  grey  enough 
to  give  imagination  shape ;  and  when  it 
does  you  will  let  slip  the  ring  and  look  no 
more.  A  gloomy  room,  this  Justice-Hall 
of  the  Sieurs,  and  full  of  men's  wrath  and 
passions. 

A  proud  man  was  Francois  de  Beaufoy 
as  he  paced  the  hall  that  June  day,  his 
light  sword  making  shrill  music  on  the 
flags  as  he  walked :  proud  of  the  many 
generations  of  his  race ;  proud  of  the 
broad  acres  of  his  Suzerainty,  held  unshorn 
through  all  the  chances  and  changes  of 
those  dangerous  years,  proud  of  the  two 
young  sturdy  scions  of  his  line,  who,  with 
those  yet  to  come,  would  link  on  the 
glories  of  his  house  to  as  many  generations 
in  the  future  as  there  had  been  in  the  past, 
proud  of  the  fullness  of  the  life  and  strength 
pulsing  in  his  veins,  and  filling  his  brain 
with  schemes  and  strokes  of  policy  which 
were  to  broaden  out  his  power ;  and,  for 
the  moment,  proudest  of  all  of  the  tale  his 
man-at-arms  was  so  full  of  the  telling — ^a 
tale  common  enough,  of  evil  wrought 
against  some  of  the  defenceless  of  his 
villeins,  but  none  so  common  in  those 
days  in  the  swift  and  hearty  vengeance 
which  had  followed. 

**  Month riou  burned !  The  audacious 
hounds,  to  strike  their  game  so  near  the 
Castle  !  Bumed,  sacked,  and  seven  of  my 
poor  peasants  slain  !    Would  to  the  saints 
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I  had  caught  the  rogues  at  the  harrying : 
they  would  have  roasted  properly  by  the 
fires  of  Montbriou,  and  on  their  own 
swords  for  spits.  Tell  me  of  it  again, 
Marmontel ;  I  caught  your  story  but  care- 
lessly at  the  first." 

Marmontel,  Jackal  to  the  Wolf,  Squire 
to  the  Knight,  Man-at-Arms  to  the  Captain, 
soldier  of  fortune  and  faithful  rogue, 
shifted  his  headpiece  from  his  right  arm 
to  his  left  for  greater  freedom  of  gesture, 
and  nothing  loth  to  tell  a  good  tale  to  his 
own  credit  the  second  time,  began — 

"  By  Saint  Anne,  Seigneur,  but  it  was  rare 
work,  that  first  brush  with  the  rascals.  The 
grass  was  none  too  soft,  and  because 
we  were  riding  hotly  they  heard  the 
hammer " 

Fran9ois  de  Beaufoy  paused  in  his  walk. 

"  See  thou,  Marmontel,  a  J^le  well  told 
begins  at  the  beginning,  and  not  three 
parts  to  the  end,  where  thine  own  glory 
Cometh  in.  Go  back  on  the  slot,  man,  and 
begin  afresh." 

**  A  shrewd  stroke  is  more  to  my  mind, 
Seigneur,  than  a  long  tale,  but  it  runs 
something  after  this  fashion — 

**  Half  a  score  of  us  were  coming  at  a 
walk  round  by  the  wooded  spur  above 
Montbriou,  just  where  the  knot  of  oaks 
shuts  out  the  village  from  the  bridle-path, 
with,  it  may  be,  a  mile  or  more  of  wood 
and  pasture  between.  Riding  at  ease,  we 
were  with  never  a  thought  but  of  jest 
or  gossip,  when  Hugues,  who  since  that 
dagger-stroke  down  by  Rochelle  hath 
reason  to  keep  his  eyes  afield,  reined  back 
his  beast  two  paces  on  my  left  and  pointed 
where,  across  the  top  of  the  oaks,  a  cloud 
lifted  betwixt  us  and  the  river  in  the 
distance. 

"  It  needed  no  man  who  had  seen  a 
sacked  town  to  say  '  Smoke ! '  So  we 
wheeled  to  the  left  and  went  down  the 
slope  at  a  gallop.  It  was  Montbriou 
ablaze.  Seigneur,  or  at  least  asmoulder,  for 
the  roofs  were  in  and  the  flames  out  as  we 
swept  round  by  the  oaks. 

**  Five  minutes,  and  we  were  there  ;  five 
more,  and  we  were  off  to  the  west  as  fast 
as  horseflesh  could  travel,  and  every  man 
of  us  with  the  fires  of  Montbriou  biting  at 
his  heart  for  the  sake  of  the  seven  left  dead 


in  their  doorways.  How  many  there  were 
ahead  'twas  hard  to  say.  Some  cried  one 
thing  and  some  another,  and  at  every  cry 
the  numbers  jumped  up  by  the  half-score. 
What  would  you  have.  Seigneur?  The 
poor  souls  were  but  peasants,  and  dis- 
traught at  that,  by  reason  of  their  loss  and 
the  suddenness  of  the  blow. 

"  Sifting  the  tale  out  as  we  rode  along, 
we  judged  there  might  be  a  score  or  more 
to  face.  It  was  at  that  that  one  of  us 
half  drew  his  rein,  and  said  the  odds  were 
heavy  against  men  and  beasts  sore  pressed 
with  hard  riding,  and  that " 

**  Ha  !  "  broke  in  the  Sieur,  dashing  his 
hand  against  the  table  by  which  he  stood ; 
"  so  there  was  a  coward  amongst  you,  a 
poltroon  who  weighed  a  nick  in  a  whole 
skin  against  the  honour  of  Beaufoy.  By 
all  the  saints " 

*'  Hard  words  strike  heavier  than  hard 
blows,  Seigneur.  At  the  worst  he  only 
half  drew  his  rein,  and  at  the  best  German 
Hans  did  his  work  like  a  man.  May  God 
deal  by  his  soul  more  gently  than  he  him- 
self dealt  by  his  own  body  when  the  brunt 
came.  He 's  dead,  and  Heaven  rest  him ! 
As  for  the  honour  of  Beaufoy,  time  enough 
to  cry  out  when   the  shadow  touches  it. 

"Thence  on  we  galloped  the  harder, 
and  inside  of  forty  minutes  saw  the  rogues 
just  getting  to  horse  again  in  a  broad  glade 
with  thin  shelter  at  our  side  and  a  deep 
thicket  beyond.  But  that  they  were 
encumbered  with  the  cattle  and  the  spoils 
of  Montbriou,  we  had  never  come  within 
arm's  length  of  them  ;  and  now  that  they 
heard  the  hammer  of  our  hoofs  on  the 
short  turf,  they  showed  no  manner  of 
willingness  to  throw  aside  their  gains. 

** Ah,  Seigneur! "  and  Marmontel  stopped 
to  wet  his  lips,  grown  dry  in  the  eagerness 
of  his  tale.  **  Ah,  Seigneur  !  but  for  these 
seven  stretched  dead  at  Montbriou,  it  had 
been  worth  the  cost  of  the  burning  and 
harrying  to  have  the  dash  and  fury  of  that 
first  brush.  Ten  to  twenty  are  none  too 
many  and  none  too  few.  You  can  see 
your  men,  every  one  ;  and  there  is  nought 
to  confuse.  In  through  the  trees  we 
swept,  the  loose  timber  splitting  us  up  so 
that  none  in  the  glade  beyond  might  know 
how  exactly  we  would  break  upon  them. 
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Into  the  shadow  between  the  stems  like 
ghosts,  and  out  into  the  sunlight  and 
upon  them  with  a  roar  in  olir  throats  that 
might  have  stirred  the  seven  of  Montbriou. 
Sharp  work  and  short,  Seigneur,  with  scant 
time  to  give  an  eye  as  to  who  struck  this 
stroke  ltA  who  that.  Scant  time,  in  truth,  for 
anything  but  the  man  in  front,  and  the  next 
who  might  come  after  him  as  he  went  down. 
Ten  minutes, perhaps,  all  told;  butitwasthe 
living  of  a  lifetime.  By  Saint  Anne !  but 
Beaufoy  has  no  need  to  blush  for  its  men. 
How  many  broke  into  cover  behind  I 
know  not — not  many  I  trow,  and  few  unhurt, 
but  I  can  take  an  oath  to  seventeen  who 
go  northward  no  more.  And  we  ?  Oh, 
aye,  there's  no  omelet  without  the  breaking 
of  eggs.  German  Hans  has  a  hole  in 
his  throat  over  big  to  hold  in  his  soul. 
Hugues,  Bassomme,  and  Grosset^te  are  in 
no  better  case.  The  Spaniard — his  name 
was  ever  too  much  for  my  tongue — and 
Marcel  are  good  for  naught  but  Father 
Clement's  prayers,  and  I  doubt  not  he  has 
smoothed  their  journey  ere  this.  It  will 
be  a  long  one,  and  over  by  nightfall,  if  I 
know  aught  of  sword-thrusts. 

"That  makes  six.  Seigneur;  the  other 
four  have  more  need  of  the  leech  than  the 
Church,  and  I,  to  my  shame,  am  the  only 
sound  man  out  of  nigh  three  dozen — all 
told." 

Francois  de  Beaufoy  drew  a  long  breath 
as  the  tale  ended.  **  I  would  give  dye 
years  of  my  life  for  those  ten  minutes, 
Marmontel,  and  I  would  lay  a  wager,  my 
friend,  that  your  sword  is  not  as  scathless 
as  your  body.  No  need  for  shame  at  a 
skin  held  sound  by  a  quick  eye,  good  steel, 
and  a  better  address." 

For  answer  Marmontel  drew  out  his 
sword,  broken  in  two  within  ten  inches  of 
the  hilt. 

"It  went  at  the  third  man.  Seigneur, 
and  him  I  finished  with  my  poniard.  As 
for  five  years,  hold  what  you  've  got,  say 
I.  Hans  and  the  rest,  I  doubt  not,  would 
have  made  the  same  barter  three  hours 
ago." 

**  Tut,  man  I "  answered  de  Beaufoy. 
"  What  wouldst  thou  have  ?  They  did 
their  duty,  and  died  in  the  doing  of  it. 
Let  us  do  ours  in  our  day,  and  pay  the 


same  cost  an  need  be.  Let 's  look  at  that 
hilt  of  thine.  Come  now,  Martmontel, 
what  boon  for  this  day's  work  ?  It  was  a 
man's  blow  that  notched  that  gap ;  had  it 
caught  thee  unawares,  it  had  shorn  thee  to 
the  breast-bone.  What  boon  for  uphold- 
ing the  honour  of  Beaufoy  ?  Nay,  never 
stammer  like  that,  man ;  and  see  that 
thou  rankest  not  my  honour  too  low." 

Marmontel  laid  down  his  headpiece  on 
the  oaken  table,  and  leaning  both  hands 
on  the  edge,  bent  forward. 

"  A  word 's  a  word.  Seigneur,  and — ^and 
if  there 's  aught  that 's  due  me,  though  I 
did  no  more  than  the  rest,  why,  why '* 

"  Why,"  broke  in  de  Beaufoy,  **  why, 
why,  dost  thou  want  my  little  Ren6e  to 
wife,  and  she  three  come  the  last  day  of 
next  month  I " 

**  Nay,  my  Lord  ;  but  there 's  a  wench 
in  it  for  all  that,  and  if  the  Seigneur  will 
but  shut  his  eyes  and  ears  the  debt's 
paid." 

**  A  wench — thou  ?  "  cried  de  Beaufoy. 
**  What  gnat  in  the  brain  is  this  ?" 

**  Nay,  no  gnat,  but  a  wench,  though 
one  may  buzz  as  fast  as  the  other," 
answered  Marmontel  sourly :  since  forty 
takes  ill  the  bantering  which  but  flatters 
twenty ;  **  and  a  word  passed  is  still  a 
word,  e'en  though  it  be  not  for  gold 
crowns." 

**  Aye,  is  the  bolt  so  near  the  heart  as 
that  ?  Well,  I  have  done  with  jesting ; 
word  or  no  word,  I  '11  have  no  harrying  of 
the  lambs  of  my  flock — no,  not  even  for 
thee.  For  how,  tell  me,  is  law  to  be 
upheld  if  I  wink  at  evil  to  a  maid  to 
please  your  whim  ?  " 

**  Now,  by  Saint  Anne,"  answered  the 
other,  **  who  spoke  of  evil  ?  Would  I 
sully  the  blood  of  my  heart,  Seigneur? 
Why,  I  would  not  so  much  as  seek  to 
look  the  wench  in  the  face  but  by  grace 
of  Father  Clement." 

De  Beaufoy  stamped  his  foot. 

" Then  take  her,  man,  take  her;  what 's 
the  pother  ?  " 

**  Why,"  said  Marmontel  shamefacedly, 
"  no  pother,  but  a  matter  of  taste,  and  that 
she  will  have  none  of  me." 

"Oh,  ho !  sits  the  bird  on  that  tree  ? 
Why,  what  a  dust  about  nothing.     Whose 
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weDch  is  she;  aud  my  word  for  it  but  I  'II 
see  to  the  rest." 

Mannontel  shook  his  head. 

"  Nay,  had  that  been  all  it  had  been 
soon  settled,  but  Gustave  Breigne  will 
have  two  words  to  say  to  the  bargain." 

"  Ha !  Breigne,  Breigne^who  .'^aye,  1 
have  him  now.  Where  got  such  a  lout  a 
wench  to  lime  a  man  like  thee  ?  But  that's 
by  the  way,  since  the  liming  ofa  man  comes 
not  by  logic.     See  you,  man,  I  owe  this 


47' 

Four  leagues  to  the  west  of  ChAteau 
Beaufoy  the  forest  grows  thick  enough  to 
harbour  every  wild  beast  in  the  circuit  of 
life  from  man  to  wolf.  None  but  a  wood- 
man bred  to  the  fullest  in  forest  lore  could 
safely  penetrate  its  recesses,  so  vast  was 
its  extent  and  so  perplexing  its  deadly 
similarity  mile  by  mile. 

Such  a  woodman  was  Gustave  Breigne, 
the  charcoal-burner,  whose  one-roomed, 
turf-roofed  hut  lay  a  furlong  deep  in  the 


fellow  a  grudge,  and  to  pay  jou  a  debt 
and  strike  him  with  one  stroke  is  shrewd 
policy.  You  mean  well  by  the  wench .-' 
Aye,  then  bid  Father  Clement  bide  within 
this  afternoon ;  he  will  have  work 
enough  on  hand  with  those  seven  of 
Montbriou  and  our  own  six ;  I  doubt  not 
the  grip  that  holds  Hugues  in  kt-eping 
will  not  slacken  over  easily.  To  get 
thirteen  of  Beaufoy  out  of  purgatory  is 
no  light  travail. 

"  Take  six  stout  fellows,  and  you  and  I 
and  they  will  ride  a- wooing  presently,  and, 
my  word  for  it,  Marmontel,  Father  Clement 
wUl  have  an  ttnwonted  labour  ere  nightfall." 


furi;st.  More  than  twenty  years  before  he 
had  come  from  none  knew  where,  and  had 
lived  alone  a  sullen,  solitary  life.  Then 
came  a  three  months'  interval,  during 
which  there  drifted  no  white  smoke  from 
his  furnace-pits,  and  when  at  last  tho  fires 
were  once  more  alight,  Gustave  Breigne 
was  no  longer  alone,  but  had  to  wife  a 
dark-faced  woman  from  the  South.  Of 
her  no  man  knew  aught  more  than  of  him, 
and  no  man  sought  to  know,  for  Gustave 
Breigne  had  earned  for  himself  an  evil 
reputation,  over  which  his  neighbours, 
remote  enough  in  such  a  country,  muttered 
and  looked  askance. 
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It  was  not  so  much  because  of  the 
Seigneur's  deer,  slaughtered  on  a  moon- 
light night,  nor  for  the  whisper  of  trafficking 
with  the  bandits  who  held  the  forest  as  a 
lurking  -  place,  nor  even  for  the  winter 
night's  gossip  of  belated  travellers  who 
never  saw  the  morning  sun,  but  of  whom 
Gustave  Breigne  knew  more  than  he  said  : 
stories  enough,  and  lies  for  the  most  part, 
but  there  were  those  who  told  strange  tales 
of  shadows  seen  at  night  in  the  shifting 
light  of  the  furnace-mouth  when  the  smoke 
was  thin  and  blue  and  smelt  of  evil : 
shadows  that  shivered  and  danced,  waver- 
ing in  shape  from  man  to  beast  and  beast 
to  devil,  with  Gustave  Breigne  himself 
moving  among  them  larger  than  human. 
The  deer,  they  were  well  enough ;  the 
bandits  might  be  friends  at  a  pinch,  and 
to  keep  on  their  smooth  side  was  wise ; 
and  as  for  the  hints  of  murder,  why, 
Beaufoy  himself  had  a  name  that  some 
might  cavil  at,  and  there  were  times  with 
every  honest  man  when  it  was  his  life  or 
another's ;  but  witches  and  devils,  hell's 
familiars  and  the  like,  that  touched  a  man's 
soul ;  and  so  for  the  sake  of  the  grossest 
lie  of  them  all,  the  Breignes  were  cut 
apart.       ^ 

For  three  years  there  came  to  their 
cabin  but  two  changes — the  common 
alternations  of  life  and  death  ;  a  girl  child 
was  born  to  them,  then,  two  years  later, 
the  household  of  three  became  two  once 
more.  The  mother  died.  Had  he  so 
willed  it,  Gustave  might  at  that  time 
have  entered  into  closer  relationship  with 
those  about  him,  since  death  and  sorrow 
break  down  more  barriers  than  life  and 
gladness.  But  it  was  now  his  turn  to 
repel  advances,  and  he  would  none  of 
their  kindliness.  Thenceforward  he  and 
the  little  Marthe  were  outcasts. 

That  had  been  fifteen  years  before,  and 
for  those  fifteen  years,  while  each  Vvent 
a  separate  way,  each  had  been  all  in  all 
the  one  to  the  other.  Untaught,  unguided, 
Marthe  had  grown  up  in  the  woods  with 
as  free  a  life  as  any  dryad  of  olden 
times.  Fearless  and  untiring,  she  left 
nothing  unexplored  in  her  world  of 
thickets,  and  it  was  while  on  one  of  her 
solitary  excursions  by  the  outskirts  of  the 


forest  that  she  had  been  first  seen  bf 

Marmontel. 

What  set  the  war  -  hardened  v^eran 
ablaze  was  a  mystery  to  himself,  since, 
beyond  her  supple  strength  of  limb  and 
that  grace  of  carriage  which  was  the  gift 
of  the  life  she  led,  there  was  but  little  to 
attract  one  so  seasoned  by  experience. 
But  ablaze  he  was  from  the  first  hour  he 
saw  her  watching  him  through  the  trailing 
boughs  of  a  broken  oak.  Many  a  time 
thereafter  he  had  business  that  waj, 
cursing  himself  in  his  heart  for  a  fool 
the  while.  Thrice  he  spoke  to  her, 
and  once  he  sought  to  touch  her. 
Each  time  she  had  answered  him 
courteously  enough,  but  with  short  replies. 
The  further  advance  had  less  success,  for, 
as  he  leant  from  his  saddle,  her  suspicions 
were  on  the  moment  alert,  and  she  fled 
zigzag  to  the  trees  more  swiftly  than,  in 
such  a  place,  his  horse  could  follow. 
Then — and  his  ears  ever  after  tingled  when 
he  thought  of  it — when  at  a  safe  distance, 
she  turned,  and  with  clear  voice  and 
clearer  language,  cursed  him  roundly  for  a 
foul  beast. 

That  had  been  three  days  before,  and 
Marmontel,  while  his  ears  burned,  loved 
her  none  the  less  for  the  outburst,  bat 
rather  more. 

As  the  fifteen  years  passed,  Gustave  had 
gloomed  and  soured,  but  until  a  certain 
thing  happened,  his  moroseness  was 
catholic  and  of  equal  application  ;  there- 
after, while  losing  none  of  its  catholicity, 
it  had  special  bitterness  against  the 
Chateau  Beaufoy  and  all  therein. 

That  which  put  edge  upon  his  hate  was 
nothing  uncommon  in  those  days,  and 
inside  of  three  months  was  forgotten  by  all 
save  father  and  daughter,  until  at  last  the 
sight  of  Marthe  in  the  woods  brought  back 
the  three-ycars-old  tale  to  Marmontel,who 
cursed  his  ill  luck  that  in  thrs  case  of  all 
others  the  Seigneur  should  have  seen  fit 
to  take  such  a  vengeance. 

Gustave  Breigne  had  killed  one  too 
many  of  the  Beaufoy  deer ;  had  been 
caught  in  the  very  act  of  driving  home  the 
knife  in  the  coup-de-grace,  and  six  hours 
later  had  had  his  left  hand  hacked  off  at 
the   wrist   with   his   own   blade    and    the 
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severed  limb  nailed  upon  his  own  lintel. 
The  trial  is  a  short  one  where  all  is  accusa- 
tion and  nothing  defence,  and  Fran9ois  de 
Beaufoy  had  taken  credit  for  his  mercy  in 
not  lopping  the  right  hand  rather  than  the 
left. 

If  at  the  time  Gustave  Breigne  said  but 
little,  it  was  because  he  knew  that  a  silent 
tongue  keeps  a  sound  head,  but  he  hated 
Chiteau  Beaufoy  and  all  within  it  none  the 
less  bitterly  for  his  silence.  In  the  three 
years  all  this  had  been  forgotten  until 
Marmontel  named  the  woodman  to  the 
Seigneur,  then,  as  is  the  fashion  of  human 
nature  ^rhen  the  suffering  is  another's,  the 
crime  came  back  as  clear  as  noon,  while 
the  expiation  was  lost  out  of  sight. 

Down  the  hill  from  the  turret-gate  of 
the  Castle  the  wooers  rode  at  leisure,  the 
Seigneur  first,  Marmontel  half  a  length 
behind  to  the  left,  and  the  six  stout  men- 
at-arms  in  double  file  ten  paces  in  the 
Fear.  Clear  of  the  courtyard,  Francois 
de  Beaufoy  halted  on  the  broad  belt  of 
turf  which  swept  in  a  circle  round  the 
Chiteau  and  threw  his  hand  up  into 
the  air. 

**  By  all  the  saints,  Marmontel,  but  what 
a  world  of  good  there  is  in  life  ;  I  vow 
I  would  not  change  Beaufoy  for  the 
Empire  itself !  " 

**  Aye."  the  other  answered  bluntly,  for 
his  mind  was  full  of  a  difficulty  to  come. 
"  to  the   Suzerain  it  *s   well  enough,    but 

for  the  maimed  man  yonder "   Then  he 

stopped,  and  nodded  westward. 

**  The  hawk  to  his  nest,  and  such  dogs 
to  their  cover,"  *said  de  Beaufoy  sternly  ; 
"  wouldst  have  me  darken  my  sunshine 
for  a  rogue's  self-cast  shadows,  that  you 
link  me  with  that  thief  .»*  A  man  who  is 
a  fool  at  two-score  is  the  worst  fool  on 
God's  earth,  since  he  has  lived  long 
enough  to  be  wise,  and  not  so  long  as  to 
be  dotard.  Has  the  girl  bewitched  thee 
that  thou  talkest  in  such  a  fashion  ?  Nay, 
man,  look  and  judge  it  for  itself.  See 
the  slope,  and  the  rise,  and  the  slope 
beyond,  with  the  blue  where  the  forest 
is  hidden.  See  the  sunshine  and  the 
shadow  and  the  chase  of  cloud,  and  there, 
on  that  side,  the  glint  of  the  river.  See  the 
dapple  of  the  trees  in  the  wind,  hear  the 


lowing  "of  the  cattle,  the  murmur  of  life 
from  beyond  yonder  hill-shoulder." 

"  Aye,"  broke  in  Marmontel  grimly ; 
**  it  *s  the  women  wailing  their  dead  at 
Montbriou.  Well  enough  for  the  Seigneur, 
I  say  again,  but  what  of  the  mishandled 
peasants  down  the  way  ?  " 

Do  Beaufoy  beat  his  clenched  fist 
against  his  thigh. 

**  Plague  take  your  croaking !  You 
poison  the  heart  of  June.  Life  or  death  is 
the  chance  of  us  all." 

**  Nay,  but,"  persisted  the  other,  **  I  but 
said  that  it  was  better  for  the  Seigneur  than 
the  villein." 

De  Beaufoy  gathered  up  his  reins  and 
rode  on. 

**  Have  done,  I  say ;  had  I  not  passed  my 
word  to  thee,  thou  mightest  go  hang  for 
the  wench." 

Ten  minutes  later  he  halted,  when  across 
the  shoulder  of  the  hill  there  came  from 
the  left,  sharper  and  clearer,  the  outcry  of 
lamentation.  Before,  and  with  a  trend  to 
the  right,  dwelt  Gustave  Breigne. 

**  To  Montbriou  first,"  he  said ;  and,  with 
a  jerk  of  the  bridle,  turned  across  the  hill. 

The  village,  a  handful  of  huts  drawn 
closely  together,  but  without  any  system 
of  arrangement,  lay  on  the  southern  slope 
of  the  hill  set  in  small  breadths  of  half- 
grown  wheat.  From  the  wreck  of  some 
of  the  collapsed  houses  a  sluggish  smoke 
still  rose,  whilst  others,  the  least  ruined, 
were  already  in  process  of  restoration. 

Busy  as  were  the  workers,  it  was  not  on 
them  that  the  interest  centred  as  the  troop 
rode  slowly  down  the  slope,  but  rather  on 
a  group  clustered  together  at  the  upper 
end  of  the  village,  a  group  of  the  women 
and  the  children  girdled  round  the  seven 
who  that  day  had  died  for  the  homes  of 
Montbriou. 

They  lay,  not  as  they  had  fallen,  but 
stretched  out  in  rigid  lines  of  death, 
shoulder  to  shoulder  and  hand  to  hand, 
and  at  the  head  knelt  Father  Clement,  the 
one  silent  mourner  of  all  the  living. 

As  the  Seigneur  drew  near,  the  insistent 
lamentation  died  into  sobs,  and  the  circle 
of  the  women  parted  so  that  he  rode 
onward,  up  to  the  very  feet  of  the  dead, 
and  there  drew  rein. 
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While  he  paused,  looking  silently  down 
on  the  face  of  death,  a  woman,  gaunt  with 
labour  and  age,  thrust  her  way  to  his 
stirrup-iron,  and  brushing  aside  traditional 
terror  and  respect  in  the  despair  of  loss, 
seized  his  rein. 

**  Husband  and  son  in  the  one  hour. 
Seigneur,  husband  and  son !  Hush  your 
whimpering  there,  that  the  Seigneur  may 
hear  my  men  crying  out  for  vengeance. 
It's  an  ill  day  when  the  dead  cry  and 
none  heed.  Ha  !  do  you  hear  ?  Sorrow 
for  sorrow !  Life  for  life !  Blood  for 
blood  !  "  and  the  other  hand  was  reached 
out  and  shook  de  Beaufoy  by  the  arm. 

Except  in  his  passions,  or  when  his 
pride  was  touched,  de  Beaufoy  was  ever  a 
kindly  man,  else  not  even  the  dead  had 
been  her  surety  for  such  boldness.  As  it 
it  was — 

**  Aye,  mother,"  he  said  ;  **  vengeance 
enough  and  sorrow  enough,  but  not  by 
me.     Ask  Marmontel  there." 

Her  arm  dropped,  and  she  shifted  her 
gaze  to  the  man-at-arms.  Marmontel 
answered  her  look  grimly  enough. 

**  Blow  for  blow,"  he  said,  "  and  blood 
for  blood,  though  it  cost  six  more  in  the 
avenging." 

The  woman  drew  in  her  breath  with  a 
shrill  scream,  and  leaving  the  Seigneur, 
she  turned  to  Marmontel,  stroking  and 
fawning  upon  him  with  her  hands. 

*'  Tell  me,"  she  said  in  a  hoarse  whisper, 
as  if  her  voice  had  sunk  deep  down  in  her 
throat ;  **  all .?     Art  all  dead  }  " 

**  Sixteen  for  seven  is  good  count," 
answered  Marmontel ;  '*  and  if  six  I  wot 
of  could  speak  they  would  say  the  score 
was  more  than  even." 

**  Sixteen,  sixteen  !  "  and  she  broke  into 
a  halting  laugh,  only  to  check  herself 
suddenly.  "Only  sixteen!  Then  what 
of  the  other  five  ?  Had  no  man  of  ye 
all  a  thrust  for  them  7  "  Then  again  her 
mood  changed.  "  Pray  God  ye  slew  them 
who  laid  these  two  there.  Blood  for 
blood  !  Life  for  life  !  "  and  her  voice  ran 
into  a  scream.  **  The  blessing  of  the  weak, 
who  cannot  strike  for  themselves,  be  upon 
thee.  The  saints  give  thee  thy  heart's 
desire." 

De  Beaufoy  laughed.     Dead  peasants 


were  over-common  for  a  waste  either  of 
time  or  of  sensitive  tenderness. 

"  Right,  mother,"  he  said.  "  Thy  shaft 
goes  home.  See  him  redden  under  the 
bronze.  Marmontel  is  out  a-wooing 
to-day,  and,  on  the  faith  of  a  de  Beaufoy, 
his  heart's  desire  is  his.  Hark  you.  Father 
Clement  1  In  the  midst  of  death  we  are  in 
life,  and  the  Church  will  be  sorely  needed 
ere  sundown.  See  that  you  fail  not  at  the 
Castle.  For  these,  God  rest  them,  and 
send  us  all  as  good  an  ending — de  Beaufoy 
asks  no  better.  As  for  thee,  mother, 
Beaufoy  forgets  not  Montbriou.  My  dame 
will  see  to  that.  The  day  wears ;  spurs, 
my  men,  and  sharply  !  " 

Thenceforward  it  was  brisker  work,  and 
in  spite  of  Marmontel's  gloom  and  the 
shadow  of  death  from  the  stricken  village, 
their  spirits  rose  with  the  heat  of  the 
gallop  and  the  whistle  of  the  wind  in 
their  ears. 

Gustave  Breigne*s  charcoal-pits  were  in 
full  blast  that  day,  rolling  out  their  dense 
smoke  in  huge  clouds ;  and  Gustave 
Breigne  himself,  having  dined,  was  at  rest 
by  the  door  of  his  hut. 

For  all  that  his  shoulders  were  bo>^ed 
by  labour,  the  man's  life  was  as  vigorous 
within  him  as  when,  that  score  of 
years  before,  he  had  brought  Marthe's 
mother  home  to  the  shadows  of  Beaufoy 
woods. 

Since  the  day  death  had  also  come 
beneath  the  shadows  Gustave  Breigne  had 
had  but  two  passions — Marthe  and  his  toil. 
These,  until  of  late,  had  filled  his  exist- 
ence ;  but' now  there  was  added  a  third,  no 
less  absorbing — his  hatred  of  Chiteau 
Beaufoy. 

The  disability  of  his  maiming  had  been 
overcome  in  a  rough  fashion  by  the 
strapping  on  to  the  stump  of  the  forearm 
a  two-pronged  V-shaped  iron,  one  of  the 
prongs  being  bent  into  a  hook.  With  this 
he  steadied  the  handle  of  his  axe,  and,  by 
help  of  a  ring  fixed  near  the  end  of 
the  haft,  he  even  came  in  time  to  assist 
the  strength  of  his  right  arm.  The 
unbent  prong  ser\'ed  the  purpose  of  a 
rude  fork. 

With  such  a  reminder  ever  before  his 
eyes  Gustave  Breigne  was  not  likely  easily 
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to  for^ve,  Marmontel,  then,  was  amply 
justified  in  his  belief  that  the  charcoal- 
burner  would  have  no  dealings  with 
Chateau  Beaufoy,  and  as  the  man-at-arms 
rode  through  the  thickening  glades  on  the 
outskirts  of  the  forest  his  own  forebodings 
pressed  in  upon  him  heavier  than  ever. 


+75 

the  boon.  Now  I  am  chill,  and  the  boon 
is  none  so  great," 

But  the  sight  of  the  white  smoke  drift- 
ing through  the  tree-stems  had,  in  some 
unreasoning  fashion,  stirred  the  Seigneui's 
gall. 

"  Whose    blood  ?     Thine    or  Gustave 


"  Husband  and 


the  one  hour.  Seigneur ! 


At  length  oat  of  the  vety  bitterness  of 
his  heart  he  plucked  up  courage  and 
spoke — 

'"Tis  a  fool's  errand.  Seigneur;  and  I 
the  fool  to  hunt  a  slip  of  a  girl,  and  of  such  a 
bitter  stock.  Evil  will  come  of  it,  and  no 
wench  in  all  Angouldme,  nay,  in  broad 
France  itself,  is  worth  an  honest  man's 
blood.  I  was  hot  enough  this  morning 
and  prinked  up  with  pride  when  I  craved 


Breigne's  ?  A  pretty  talk  of  honest  men, 
be  it  one  or  the  other.  Is  your  Seigneur 
a  fool-puppet  to  ride  on  a  barren  trrand  ? 
By  the  faith  of  Beaufoy  you  wed  the  maid 
this  night,  will  she,  nill  she,  or  you  hang 
on  the  Castle  oak.  Am  I  to  be  flouted  by 
your  tremors  at  a  maimed  man  ?  Or  is 
it  the  flutter  of  a  homespun  petticoat  that 
makes  you  quake  ?  I  tell  you,  not  all  the 
devils  that  ever  dancedat  Gustave  Breigne's 
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fires  shall  stay  my  will.  Ah,  the  thing  falls 
out  as  it  should,  for  all  thy  croaking ! 
See ! " 

They  were  now  hard  upon  Breigne's 
hut ;  the  glade,  cleared  by  his  woodcraft, 
alone  lying  between,  and  midway  across 
the  open  space  was  Marthe,  seated  upon 
the  grass  in  the  sunshine. 

**  You  six  round  between  the  wench  and 
the  hut ;  a  scared  doe  ever  runs  to  cover. 
Now,  Marmontel,  do  thy  devoirs,  and  if 
the  girl  cry  out,  why,  thou  hast  stopped  a 
woman*s  mouth  ere  this,  and  knowest  the 
trick  of  it,  I  '11  wager." 

At  the  noise  of  the  trampling  Gustave 
Breigne  had  risen,  and  as  the  horsemen 
broke  cover  he  stood  by  the  door  of  the 
hut  with  his  hand  to  his  brow  looking  out 
across  the  glade. 

Thenceforward,  what  passed,  passed  in 
a  flash.  There  was  the  dash  of  the  men- 
at-arms,  three  on  this  side,  three  on  that, 
and  meeting  beyond  the  girl.  Marmontel's 
rush  to  the  centre  of  the  glade,  an  easy 
fling  from  the  saddle,  a  none  so  easy 
clamber  back  with  Marthe  fighting  in  his 
grasp  like  a  wolf-cub,  and  Frangois  de 
Beaufoy  advancing  slowly  into  the  open. 

With  a  cry  that  rang  across  the  glade 
and  a  broad  furlong  beyond,  (justave 
Breigne,  as  he  guessed  their  purpose,  had 
leaped  towards  his  daughter,  only  to  meet 
the  six  horsemen  face  to  face  and  stagger 
back.  The  line  of  naked  steel  was  beyond 
attack.  An  instant  he  stood  glaring  at 
them,  his  one  hand  outstretched  and 
gripping  at  the  air,  then — 

**  Heirs  devils  bum  Beaufoy ! "  he 
howled,  and  turning,  fled  back  to  the  hut. 

As  he  turned,  the  Seigneur,  twenty  yards 
out  in  the  sunshine,  broke  into  a  laugh. 
"Eh!  Gustave  Breigne,"  he  said,  "'tis 
easier  to  kill  a  deer  than  save  a  doe." 

With  the  laugh  stinging  him  like  a 
whipstroke,  Gustave  Breigne  darted 
through  the  door  of  his  hut,  and  from 
within  came  the  rattle  and  crash  as  of 
light  dry  rods  flung  this  way  and  that  in 
the  hot  search  of  passionate  haste.  When 
he  reappeared,  it  was  with  a  stout  bow 
and  three  arrows  in  his  grip. 

Short  as  had  been  his  disappearance, 
it   had  been  lon^  enough  to  change  the 


setting  of  the  scene  in  the  clearing.  The 
eight  horsemen  had  drawn  together  at  the 
farther  side,  and  in  the  midst  was  Mar- 
montel,  with  Marthe,  still  fighting  desper- 
ately, held  fast  in  his  arms. 

Gustave  Breigne  seized  the  arrows  in 
his  teeth,  and,  straining  the  bow  with 
knee  and  hook,  strung  it.  Three  seconds 
notched  an  arrow  in  the  string,  two  more 
braced  the  bow  against  the  iron  fork,  and 
a  shaft  sang  across  the  glade — harmless. 
A  second  followed,  and  as  it  splintered 
on  Marmontel's  headpiece,  Francois  de 
Beaufoy  reined  in  his  horse  with  an  angry 
jerk,  and  turned,  leaning  back  in  his 
saddle.  "This  hound  is  overbold,"  he 
cried,  "  and  needs  a  lesson.  Bank  there, 
four  of  you,  and " 

While  he  spoke,  Gustave  Breigne  had 
notched  his  third  shaft,  and  full  in  the 
midst  of  the  command,  the  arrow,  drawn 
to  the  head,  was  loosed.  With  a  gasp,  the 
Seigneur  flung  his  hands  into  the  air,  and, 
tumbling  over  his  horse's  flank,  fell  in  a 
heap  on  the  grass.  The  arrow  had  struck 
him  full  in  the  breast,  and  the  fall  snapped 
it  across  three  inches  from  the  ribs. 

An  instant's  silence  followed,  then 
Marmontel,  with  that  instinct  which  makes 
an  enemy  the  first  thought  of  the  soldier, 
cried  :  "  Seize  yonder  fellow  !  Your  lives 
for  his  ;  he  has  stricken  the  Seigneur  I  " 
and,  flinging  Marthe  from  him  as  a  thing 
no  longer  of  account,  he  leaped  to  the 
ground. 

Small  thought  had  Gustave  Breigne  of 
escape.  As  he  stood  when  the  arrow  left 
the  bow,  so  he  stood,  dumb  and  staring, 
when  ten  seconds  later  the  troopers 
swooped  upon  him. 

As  Marmontel  lifted  the  fallen  man, 
Francois  de  Beaufoy  opened  his  eyes. 
"Take  me  home,"  he  said  under  his 
breath  ;  "  home,  and  quickly,  for  this  is 
death." 

"  A  hard  hit,  truly.  Seigneur,  for  all  there 
is  so  little  blood.   God  curse  the  hand " 

"  Ha,"  said  de  Beaufoy  louder  and 
hoarser,  "  Gustave  Breigne  ?  " 

Marmontel  looked  across  the  glade, 
answering  the  thought  rather  than  the 
words :  "  Shall  we  hang  the  dog  to  his 
lintel  }    Aye,  and  the  wench  by  him  ?  " 
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GustaXf  Brrigne  had  nolcktd  his  third  ihafl. 
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But  the  Seigneur  shook  his  head.  **  That 
can  wait/*  he  said.  "  Home  first,  for  I  am 
on  fire  here,"  and  he  touched  his  breast. 

It  was  but  a  slow  procession  that  three 
hours  later  climbed  the  hill  to  the  Castle 
gate,  and  Francois  de  Beaufoy  was  more 
corpse  than  living  man  when  at  last  they 
laid  him  down  in  that  broad  hall  shadowed 
by  the  blasted  oak.  Against  the  north  wall 
of  the  hall,  midway  between  the  door  and 
the  farther  end,  was  a  stout  settle,  and  there 
they  stretched  the  man  who  that  morning 
had  trod  the  flags  with  so  proud  a  step. 

Cutting  loose  the  broidered  doublet  and 
jerkin,  the  leech  had  need  of  but  scant 
skill  in  wounds  to  know  that  the  Seigneur 
of  Beaufoy  held  a  weak  grip  on  his  Suze- 
rainty. The  splintered  shaft  still  remained 
where  it  had  struck,  and  none  dared  touch 
it,  since  its  plucking  out  meant  the  leaping 
after  of  Francois  de  Beaufoy*s  life. 

The  wounded  man,  looking  up  from  his 
stone  settle,  read  in  the  bent  face  the  truth 
he  had  himself  foretold  ;  and  knowing  the 
value  of  the  grains  of  time  still  remaining, 
frittered  away  no  strength  with  useless 
questions  or  many  words. 

**  Catherine.?" 

**  My  lady  is  with  the  dead  at  Mont- 
briou.    She  has  been  sent  for  in  all  haste." 

"  Good !  The  dead  here  will  have  a 
claim  too.     Gustave  Breigne  ?  " 

**  Under  close  guard  in  the  watch-tower." 

**  Your  lives  for  his "  ;  and  a  light 
blazed  up  in  the  eyes  an  instant,  then 
died  out,  and  the  lids  closed  over. 

Noiselessly  Father  Clement  stole  in  from 
the  outer  hall,  and  monk  and  leech  stood 
by  the  dying  man  side  by  side,  watching 
silently. 

Suddenly,  as  by  an  effort  of  will,  the 
eyes  opened  ;  but  the  brows  were  drawn 
down,  and  the  face  set  and  stern,  for  all 
its  ghastly  pallor.     '*  How  long  .?" 

Beyond  the  passing  of  a  wet  cloth  softly 
across  the  forehead  and  lips,  the  leech 
made  no  answer. 

**  How  long  ? "  said  the  hoarse  voice 
again,  hoarser  and  more  insistent.  '*  One 
hour  or  two  ?  God's  curse,  man,  speak 
out !  Have  I  leisure  for  such  n>e 
mummery  of  respect  ?  One  hour  oi 
two  ? "     The  leech  shook   his   head,  but 


made  no  direct  answer.  "  Not  one  hour  ? 
Then  get  all  men  from  me  for  one-fourth 
my  lifetime,  that  I  may  think." 

The  two  drew  back,  hesitatingly,  then 
said  Father  Clement :  **  Nay,  Seigneur, 
surely  there  is  much  to  be  done,  and  the 
time  is  short." 

**  Aye,"  answered  de  Beaufoy,  **  surely 
there  t's  much  to  be  done,  and  the  time  is 
short.  The  more  reason  for  few  words 
and  a  quick  obedience.  Confession  pre- 
sently, Father ;  there  is  something,  as  I 
think,  which  must  come  first." 

Then  he  closed  his  eyes,  and  at  an 
imperative  motion  of  his  hand  the  two 
withdrew,  the  priest  whispering  as  he 
went :  **  *Tis  some  need  of  reparation  that 
lies  heavy  on  his  soul ;  some  repentance  that 
is  a  work  as  well  as  a  sorrow.  Pray  God 
he  make  haste,  for  the  end  is  not  far  off." 

**  If  he  but  cry  out,"  answered  the 
other,  **  he  is  dead." 

As  the  sound  of  the  shuffling  feet  died 
away  de  Beaufoy  looked  out  once  more  on 
his  hall  of  justice,  and  a  great  bitterness 
grew  in  his  heart.  There  was  the  sunshine 
slanting  in  through  the  narrow  windows ; 
there  beyond,  the  beauty  of  the  sky  cut  by 
the  grey  line  of  the  outer  wall,  the  bustle, 
the  stir,  the  expansion  of  life  were  all  at 
work  even  as  when  he  was  in  his  strength  ; 
and  now  the  mill  of  life  still  ground  on, 
though  he  lay  with  death  gripping  at  his 
heart.  His  glory  of  power  was  cankered, 
his  greatness  but  a  crushed  potsherd  ;  and 
at  the  thought  of  the  contrast  between  the 
then  and  the  now  he  ground  his  teeth  and 
groaned  a  curse  under  his  breath. 

Slowly  his  eyes  passed  round  the  hall, 
noting  its  massive  strengthi  Aye,  that  was 
built  to  last,  while  he  had  but  an  hour 
betwixt  him  and  clay  ;  and  after  him  came 
Raoul.  At  the  thought  of  the  children  his 
face  softened,  and,  as  if  the  thought  had 
called  them,  there  came  on  the  instant  the 
pattering  of  their  feet  on  the  flags. 

Solemn-eyed  and  dimly  conscious  of 
misfortune,  the  two,  Raoul  and  Ren^, 
stood  a  moment  hand  in  hand  by  the  door- 
way; then  walked  slowly  up  the  hall, 
slowly,  slowly,  staring  with  uncomprehend- 
ing curiosity  at  this  father  of  theirs  in  his 
new  mood   of  unwonted    stillness.     The 
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veiy  silence  made  them  afraid,  and  they     handed  down  to  them,  and  cool  brains 


paused,  shrinking  back,  their  hands  clasp- 
ing one  another  the  tighter. 

Suddenly  Raoul  shook  himself  dear — 

"  See,  Rente,"  he  cried,  "  Farver's  got 

BOmefin";   and  running  forward,  he  put 

out  his  hand  to  grip  the  broken  arrow  in 


had  plotted  for  its  enlargement.  What 
was  that  text  Father  Clement  had  preached 
from  five  Sundays  past?  "Woe  to  thee, 
O  land,  when  thy  king  is  a  child." 
Beaufoy  would  be  rent  in  pieces ;  robber 
hordes  upon  this  side,  free-lances   upon 


Francois  de  Beaufoy's  naked  brea.st.    Left     that,  and  crafty,  unscrupulous  neighbours 


Ihe  end,  Seigrtfur." 


alone  with  her  fears,  Ren^e  broke  into  a 
dolorous  wail,  and  at  the  cry  Raoul  turned 
back.  "  Come,  Ren6e,"  he  said,  "  Farver's 
sleepy,"  and,  again  hand  in  hand,  they 
stole  away,  and  de  Beaufoy  had  seen  the 
last  of  his  race. 

Once  again  the  bitterness  of  death 
passed  upon  the  stricken  man.  His  day 
was  done.  What  now  would  come  to 
Beaofoy  in  those  turbulent  times,  and  the 
Seigneur  a  feeble  child  ?  Since  the  days 
of  the  Suzerainty  men  had  led  men.  Strong 
hands  had  held  what  strong  hands  had 


upon  both  this  and  that.  The  patient 
building  up  of  generations  stricken  down 
by  a  bolt's  blow  I  Ha,  that  he  could  at 
least  avenge  !  And  his  eyes  rolled  round 
in  their  sockets  seeking  for  the  shadow  of 
the  maimed  oak. 

It  was  ominous  of  the  end  that  Father 
Clement  returned  alone ;  the  leech  had  no 
further  part  in  the  tragedy ;  but  as  the 
priest  stooped  to  kneel  by  the  settie-head, 
Francois  de  Beaufoy  stopped  him  with  a 
gesture.  "  Time  enough  for  that,"  he 
wid.     "Justice   for   life,  the  Church  for 
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death.     Send  me  Marmontel ;   he  and  I 
have  somewhat  to  do." 

Father  Clement  drew  back.  "Nay, 
Seigneur,  Heaven's  mercy  first,  and  then 
earth's  justice." 

"  Aye,  that 's  well  enough  ;  but  maybe 
the  justice  will  need  the  mercy,  so  this 
time  let  the  first  come  second.  Send  me 
Marmontel." 

**  Seigneur,  I  pray  you." 

Beaufoy  half  turned  on  the  settle. 
**  Priest,  wouldst  have  me  die  unconfessed  ? 
Send  me  Marmontel." 

"  But " 

**  But  no  buts.  Have  I  breath  for  wrang- 
ling ?  Send  me  Marmontel ;  when  he  and 
I  and  Gustave  Breigne  are  done  the  one 

with  the  other,  then In  God's  name 

hasten,  man,  for  the  life  runs  low  in  me." 

Seeing  that  it  was  useless  to  urge  him 
further.  Father  Clement  went  in  haste  in 
search  of  the  man-at-arms,  and  speedily 
returned  with  him,  and  then  took  again 
his  place  by  the  settle. 

Tough-fibred  though  he  was,  the  blow 
which  struck  de  Beaufoy  had  sorely  wounded 
Marmontel.  Death  was  common  enough, 
and  that  a  man  should  die  for  his  Seigneur 
was  nothing  out  of  the  course  of  nature  ; 
but  that  the  Seigneur  should  lie  there 
stricken  to  the  death  in  his  quarrel,  and 
for  such  a  shred  of  value  as  a  whimsy 
wench,  hit  IMarmontel  hard. 

The  ruddy  bronze  of  his  cheeks  had 
faded  into  an  ashy  grey,  and  the  nerve 
that  had  borne  him  unmoved  over  a  dozen 
stricken  fields  had  broken  down,  so  that 
he  shook  and  trembled  and  went  cold  like 
a  girl  at  her  first  sight  of  blood. 

Not  even  the  chill  creeping  so  relent- 
lessly up  from  his  feet  nor  the  growing 
torment  of  fire  in  his  breast,  had  brought 
home  to  de  Beaufoy  the  nearness  of  the 
end  as  did  the  white  face  of  Marmontel. 
How  near  and  how  terrible  a  thing  this 
death  must  be,  if  it  could  thus  shatter  so 
hardened  a  nature !  Back  into  his  heart 
surged  the  bitterness  of  loss,  and  if 
Gustave  Breigne's  life  had  ever  stood  a 
chance  of  safety,  Marmontel's  white  face 
killed  that  chance  at  once  and  for  ever. 
Very  feebly  the  Seigneur  beckoned  with 
outstretched  fingers.  The  slightest  gesture. 


no  more,  for  with  such  a  truth  staring  at 
him  through  Marmbntel's  eyes,  it  behoved 
him  to  conserve  his  strength. 

"  Nearer,"  he  whispered,  "  nearer, 
nearer  still.  Thine  ear  to  my  mouth. 
This  is  betwixt  us  twain,  and  is  nought  of 
the  Church's — at  least  as  yet.  Hang  me 
Gustave  Breigne  to  Beaufoy's  oak."  Then 
seeing,  perhaps,  a  question  in  the  other's 
face,  he  broke  out :  **  God's  life,  man,  my 
word's  my  word,  though  it  be  but  a 
whisper ! " 

Marmontel  raised  his  head  as  if  to 
speak,  but  the  Seigneur  stopped  him. 

**  Hark  you !  If  the  leech  be  right,  I 
have  thirty  minutes  in  which  to  hang 
Gustave  Breigne  and  make  my  peace  with 
God.     So  hasten  thou." 

Without  a  word  Marmontel  got  him  out 
of  the  Justice-Hall,  and  with  the  silence 
following  the  ring  of  his  spurs  on  the  flags 
Beaufoy  twisted  himself  round,  the  better 
to  see  the  outline  of  the  oak  against  the 
clear  olive  of  the  failing  twilight. 

His  wolfish  look  stung  the  priest  into 
fresh  action. 

Leaving  the  settle-foot,  he  flung  himself 
on  his  knees  beside  the  dying  man. 

**  Bethink  you.  Seigneur,  at  such  a 
time  as  this,  and  God  so  near — aye,  at  the 
very  threshold,  or  within  the  doors.  Let 
mercy  crown  the  end,  mercy  as  you  hope 
for  mercy.  Seigneur — Seigneur." 

Beaufoy  put  up  one  hand  and  grasped 
the  splintered  shaft  to  hold  it  firmly  in  its 
place,  and  with  the  other  he  leaned  heavily 
on  the  kneeling  monk,  raising  himself  that 
he  might  see  the  better. 

*'  Silence,  priest !"  he  said.  "  Thy  time 
to  speak  cometh  presently,  for  repentance 
is  not  far  off"." 

Beyond  the  narrow  windows  was  the 
bustle  of  men  passing  and  repassing  in 
great  haste. 

**  Oh,  for  another  hour,"  groaned  de 
Beaufoy ;  **  one  hour,  one !  Is  the  light 
growing  dim  that  I  cannot  see  ?     Surely 

that  shadow  was Aye,  there  goes  the 

passing  bell.  Aid  me,  priest,  nearer, 
nearer,  that  I  may  see." 

Higher,  higher,  he  lifted  himself,  and  at 
the  fifth  stroke  of  the  bell  fell  forward  at 
the  priest's  feet — dead. 


XTbe  iSnaltsb  JUustrateb  ^aaastne. 


LO  TAI-SHUI  AND  THE   CORPSE   EXPRESS. 

By    C  W.  MASON. 


LO  TAI-SHUI  was  a  rebel ;  he  had 
fled  from  his  country  under  sentence 
of  death  as  a  traitor;  but,  in  the  estimation 
of  foreigners,  he  was  not  a  traitor,  but  a 
reformer,  a  patriot,  and,  above  all,  a 
gentleman.  It  may  not  be  generally 
known  that  gentlemen  exist  in  China ;  but 
such  is  the  case.  Lo's  heart  was  in  the 
cause  of  bis  country ;  but  it  was  a  large 
heart,  and  it  found  room  for  human 
feeling  as  well  :  he  dearly  loved  his 
scamp  of  a  younger  brother,  Lo  Chi-lu. 
He  paid  the  usual  penalty  of  allowing 
human  love  to  find  a  place  in  the  breast 
of  a  conspirator,  for  Chi-lu  betrayed  him 
for  a  reward,  and  Tai-shui  barely  escaped 
with  his  neck.  A  foreigner  assisted  him 
to  Hongkong,  and  from  thence  he  was 
compelled  to  flee  to  America,  because 
Hongkong  is  honeycombed  with  secret 
societies,  as  many  in  the  pay  of  the 
Government  as  against  it.  Lo  was  a 
northerner,  and  he  was  quite  ignorant  of 
the  ramifications  and  organisations  which 
exist  among  the  bastard  Chinese  of  the 
Colonies,  and,  consequently,  while  he 
was  astonished  and  frightened  to  find 
himself  watched  by  native  detectives  in 
British  territory,  he  did  not  for  a  moment 
suspect  that  their  espionage  would  follow 
him  to  another  world. 

Lo  Tai-shui  was  a  literate  of  good 
family,  and  had  held  an  official  position 
at  Peking ;  and,  although  his  property 
had  been  confiscated,  he  had  retained 
sufficient  cash  to  enable  him  to  travel. 
His  foreign  friends,  who  were  interested 
in  his  conspiracy  from  more  motives  than 
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one,  gave  him  introductions  and  instruc- 
tions, and  also  wrote  to  their  principals  or 
agents  at  home,  who  may  or  may  not  have 
been  capitalists  with  an  eye  to  future  con 
cessions.  At  all  events,  he  was  passed  od 
through  Canada  to  England,  and  then  he 
found  himself  remarkably  well  received  by 
everyone  except  his  own  countrymen  oi 
the  Embassy.  The  latter  made  only  one 
attempt  to  extend  to  him  the  courtesy  of 
nations,  by  kidnapping  him  and  endeavour- 
ing to  ship  him  back  •  to  prison.  This 
danger  he  fortunately  escaped,  and  it  did 
him  good  service,  for  it  convinced  hiff 
friends  that  he  was  a  boni-fide  rebel 
They  immediately  entered  seriously  into 
his  projects,  and  formed  a  syndicate  ta 
supply  him  with  money  and  arms.  Things 
seemed  ripe  for  the  overthrow  of  the 
dynasty,  and  persons  even  very  highly 
placed  in  the  management  of  our  foreign 
relations  may  have  seen  certain  advan- 
tages to  be  obtained  by  a  departure  from 
the  traditional  policy  of  bolstering  up  the 
Manchus.  Consequently,  after  a  year 
spent  in  Europe  and  New  York,  Lo  was 
ready  to  return  to  his  country  with  money, 
contracts,  and  pledges  sufficient  to  form  a 
powerful  party  in  favour  of  "  reform." 

Arrived  at  San  Francisco,  Lo  booked 
his  berth  under  an  assumed  name  for 
Shanghai,  where  he  had  ever)'  guarantee 
of  residing  safely  in  the  British  Con- 
cession ;  then  he  sat  down  in  his  com- 
fortable private  room  to  indulge  in  the 
daydreams,  always  tinged  with  a  certain 
invincible  foreboding,  of  the  patriotic  con- 
spirator.    After  his  year  in  the  spacious 
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mansions  and  open  society  of  Europe,  the 
glimpse  he  had  taken  of  the  crowded 
slums  of  Chinatown  had  filled  him  with 
some  vague  uncomfortable  dismay.  If  his 
countrymen  could  thrive  so  populously 
and  so  independently  in  the  spread-eagle 
and  Mongolian  -  hating  land  of  the 
Westerner  and  the  free,  was  it  not 
possible  that  the  impressions  he  had 
imbibed  of  the  immense  superiority,  in 
the  point  of  practical  power  and  expan- 
sion, of  the  civilised  Anglo-Saxon,  had 
somehow  left  out  of  reckoning  the  per- 
severance and  tenacity  of  his  own 
ubiquitous  nation?  Whatever  was  the 
actual  current  of  his  thoughts,  the  sight 
of  this  benighted  but  flourishing  China- 
town, so  solidly  and  defiantly  established 
in  the  most  go-ahead  city  of  America, 
reminded  him  in  some  way  of  that  equally 
benighted  and  equally  invincible  (jovern- 
ment  he  was  plotting  to  overturn,  and  by 
proving  the  superiority  of  old  institutions 
and  national  characteristics  to  the  icono- 
clastic encroachments  of  motlernity,  cast 
a  depression  over  his  sanguine  expect- 
ations. When  the  coloured  boy  suddenly 
threw  open  his  door  and  ushered  in  a 
greasy  and  fat  fellow-countryman,  I.o  was 
startled  into  actual  fear. 

"  (V//>/i/-,  Lo  /(/r>-iv//,'*  said  the  visitor, 
with  an  ironically  obsequious  bow.  "  1 
hope  I  no  intrude." 

Let  us  say  at  once  that  these  gentlemen 
did  not  converse  in  their  native  tongue. 
Most  of  the  Chinamen  abroail  come  from 
the  South — Canton,  Foochow,  or  at  least 
Ningpo — and  Lo  was  a  Chih-li  man,  and 
knew  no  dialect  but  the  [Mandarin,  which 
is  double  Dutch  in  any  province  south  of 
the  Yangtze.  A  common  medium  between 
Chinese  from  different  provinces  on  the 
coast  is  therefore  pidgin  English.  Lo  had 
picked  up  some  English. 

*'  Your  honourable  name  ? "  said  Lo 
coldly. 

**  Humble  name,  Lim  -  fung,  Sar," 
reolied  the  visitor,  with  still  more  insolent 
irDnv.  **  1  think  vou  savvv  Lim-funi^ — 
no  .''     Jh'ktiy  of  the  Corpse  Express.'* 

'/o-kav  is  used  in  the  Straits  for  /ai-/kjfi, 
which  means  boss. 

Lo  turned   pale,  and   a  coKl  shiver  of 


depression  passed  over  him.  He  had 
heard  of  Lim-fung  —  heard  of  him  in 
Hongkong  :  the  redoubtable  head  of 
the  great  Chinese  Pinkerton  agency,  and 
a  Jonathan  Wild  of  three  continents. 

**What  do  you  want  with  me,  Lim 
hsien  •  skeng  ? "  said  Lo  in  his  accurate 
English. 

**  Well,  Sar,  you  see,  belong  this 
fashion.  You  go  to  Engeland,  get  foreign 
devil  pay  all  expense ;  Chinee  Minister 
he  cable  Peking,  Viceroy  he  cable  me. 
I  watch  you  alio  time  when  you  leave 
Hongkong ;  now  you  go  back  makee 
bobbery.  Viceroy  he  glad  to  see  you 
back ;  but  he  liky  more  better  I  send 
you,  because  just  now  have  got  so  many 
foreign  devil  maky  trouble  that  side,  plaps 
he  not  catch  you  quite  easy.  He  offer 
one  thousand  dollar  to  send  you  safely; 
I  only  can  send  one  way." 

**  And  that  way,  Lim-fung  ?"  asked  Lo, 
already  trembling  and  suppliant,  for  he 
was  a  delicate  and  sensitive  scholar. 

*'  Oh,  that  way,  you  savvy,  master. 
Belong  alio  time  Coffin  with  Corpse." 

Lo  shuddered,  and  a  film  passed  over 
his  eyes.  The  proximity  of  that  seething 
Chinese  Quarter  oppressed  him ;  he 
seemed  at  once  to  be  back  in  the  tortuous 
darkness  of  Asia,  and  no  longer  felt  the 
protection  of  his  Anglo-Saxon  friends. 

Lim-fung  proceeded  to  explain,  with 
braggart,  obsequious  unction,  the  character 
of  his  **  pidgin."  It  is  well  known  that 
Chinese  like  to  be  buried  in  their  own 
country ;  hence  the  utility  of  the  Corpse 
Express,  a  funeral  agency  of  very  large 
dimensions,  which  embalms  and  packs 
<iefunct  Celestials  for  the  voyage  across 
the  Pacific.  Lim-fung  is  a  very  rich  and 
important  merchant,  with  agencies  in 
Australia  and  the  Straits,  and  he  exer- 
cises an  enormous  influence  even  on  the 
enlightened  municipality  of  San  Fran- 
cisco ;  and  scarcely  a  ship  leaves  that  port 
without  a  respectable  consignment  of  Lim 
fung's  **  coffins  with  corpse."  This  traffic 
has  proved  a  most  respectable  medium  for 
the  exercise  of  certain  detective  and  semi- 
judicial  functions  conferred  on  the  Jo-kav 
by  various  branches  of  the  Celestial 
Government ;    and  defaulters  who  flee  to 
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America,  and  may  not  be  openly  extra' 
ditcd,  are  kidnapped  without  any  of 
the  exfwnse  and  confusion  connected  with 
the  law-coiuts,  and  quietly  and  decently 
returned  in  a  handsome  coffin,  so  nicelv 


alternative.    Lim-fnng  was  always  exorabi. 
to  an  honest  compensation. 

And  so,  when  he  had  explained  the 
methods  of  his  business,  he  smiled  obcsely, 
and   attentively   waited   for   the    inherent 


prcstTved  against  the  torrid  inclemency  of 
the  voyagi'  that  the  official  concerned  is 
abli-  to  expose  the  head  on  a  pole,  and 
memorialise  the  throne  of  the  due  perform- 
ance of  his  duty  without  anyone  susj^ct- 
inj;  that  the  unfortunate  delinquent  had 
gone  so  far  to  meet  the  embraces  of 
justice.        But     there      was     always     an 


I.im-fung  "fnt  through  a  hltle  dumb 
show  of  admiration,  as  who  should  say, 
"  There,  now  !  Didn't  I  kiio-.v  you  were 
a  man  who  talked  reason!"  Ai::l  thcr 
assumed  an  expression  of  tortured  woe. 

"  This  no  belong  all  same  other  pidgin,'' 
he    began,     with    deep    commiseration 
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"This  belong  lose-face  pidgin.  S'pose 
I  no  send  you  ?  Government  he  say  I  no 
savvy  how  fashion  put  salt  on  tail  of 
cage  -  bird.  I  thinky !  You  wantchee 
go  back  safe,  let  Peking  mandarin  think 
you  belong  dead :  no  ?  Good  ?  Well, 
then  I  Five  thousand  dollars  I  send  you 
substitute — all  finish,  safe — can  go  back  !  " 

Lim-fung,  with  mouth  drawn  down  and 
an  air  of  business,  made  an  oblique  sweep 
with  his  flat  hand,  as  if  he  sheared  off  the 
heads  of  difficulty. 

Poor  Lo  was  not  used  to  the  large 
figures  of  American  commerce,  and  a 
thousand  pounds  was  quite  beyond  his 
figure ;  so  he  collected  himself  into  that 
quiet  gentlemanly  bluff  at  which  educated 
Chinese  are  past-masters,  and  replied  with 
dignity — 

**  1  perceive,  Mr.  Lim,  that  you  are  that 
which  they  call  a  blackmailer ;  and  I  think 
it  is  only  necessary  to  touch  this  bell 
in  order  that  you  may  be  arrested  by 
American  policeman.  You  have  no  power 
to  murder  me,  or  to  interfere  with  me 
here." 

Lim-fuiig  again  expressed  a  large  and 
benevolent  admiration  for  his  Excellency's 
wit,  courage,  and  knowledge  of  barbarian 
law  ;  but  he  was  in  no  wise  disconcerted, 
and  soothingly  explained  that  his  method 
for  kidnapping  and  murdering  prospective 
"corpses"  worked  in  perfect  harmony 
with  the  municipal  laws,  that  the  street- 
gods  in  blue  were  his  personal  friends  and 
pensioners,  that  there  was  no  difficulty 
whatever  in  having  a  little  harmless  com- 
pound inserted  in  his  soup,  either  at  the 
hotel  or  on  board  the  ship,  by  his  humble 
fellow-countr}'men,  sufficient  to  entitle  him 
to  a  willow  coffin,  and  that,  finally,  the 
alternative  before  his  Excellency  was 
either  to  go  back  and  be  arrested  when 
he  landed,  surrender  and  be  sent  back  a 
corpse,  or  come  to  an  arrangement  by 
which  a  substitute  could  be  sent  for  him, 
enabling  him  to  continue  his  conspiracy 
with  absolute  security  and  freedom.  For 
even  in  China  it  is  contrar}-  to  precedent 
to  execute  a  man  twice  for  the  same 
offence. 

No  one  is  so  open  to  reason  as  a  China- 
nan  ;  the  highest  encomium  bestowed  on 


a  good  citizen  is  that  he  sho  lee^  talks 
reason,  and  his  intellect  is  conspicaoosly 
receptive  of  subtle  pros  and  cons.  La 
surrendered  the  point,  and  confined  his 
argument  to  the  price:  he  pointed  out 
that  Lim-fung,  by  his  own  statement,  would 
earn  one  thousand  dollars  reward  for 
sending  back  the  body ;  and  could  not  in 
fairness  demand  more  than  another  five 
hundred  dollars  (one  hundred  pounds)^ 
which  was  already  more  than  he,  Lo, 
could  afford. 

fiut  Lim-fung  wallowed  in  distress.    Five 
hundred  dollars !      Did    his    Excellencj 
imagine  that  a  substitute  could  be  picked  up 
for  nothing;  that  so  rare  and  aristocratic 
a  physiognomy  could    be    matched  at  a 
moment's  notice ;  that  embalming,  coffin, 
freight    were    thrown    in    gratis  ?      No ; 
such    fashion    talk    no    have   got.      His 
Excellency  wanted  to  defraud   an  honest 
man   of   the    bare    wages    of   rice    and 
opium ;    but    since    he,    Lim  -  fung,    was 
privately  heart  and  soul  absorbed  in  the 
welfare    of    his    country,    and    overflow- 
ing   with   sympathy   for  his  Excellency's 
projects,  he  would   make  a  sacrifice,  do 
the  trick  for  a  thousand  dollars,  and  say 
no   more   about   it.     And  on  this   basis, 
although    it    absolutely    cleared    out   the 
capacity  of  poor  Lo's  pocket,  an  under- 
standing was  arrived  at,  and  Lim-fung  was 
under  contract  to  find,   assassinate,   and 
pack  a    plausible   duplicate   of  the   con- 
spirator, to  travel  back  to  the  fatherland 
on  the  same  vessel  as  the  live  original ; 
cash  to  be  paid  on  ocular  demonstration 
of  the  deed. 

Lim-fung  then  produced  a  tape  from  his 
pocket,  and  measured  Lo  for  his  coffin  : 
a  gruesome  proceeding,  not  altogether 
enlivened  by  the  facetious  remark  that  he 
was  a  light  weight,  and  if  he  got  a  sub- 
stitute to  match  it  might  save  a  few  cents 
in  coolie  hire. 

"  You  will  not — or — embalm  the  poor 
creature  before  I  have  seen  him  ?"  I^ 
requested  anxiously.  **At  least,  I  must 
inquire  the  names  of  his  relatives,  in 
order  that  hereafter  he  may  receive  the 
posthumous  pai'/o,** 

Lim-fung  was  grieved  at  such  an 
as|>ersion  on  his  commonsense.     "  What 
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words ! "  he  said  reproachfully.  "  Sup- 
pose I  kill  he  and  you  no  pay^  he  go  bad 
and  money  wasted.  Next  Friday  evening 
you  come  my  shop,  Ling- Hui- Hong, 
Flower  Street,  any  man  savvy,  and  bring 
the  thousand  dollar  and  papers ;  he 
put  on  your  clo's,  you  see  him  in  coffin, 
and  I  give  you  letter  to  my  agent  to 
post  yourself.  Then  all  ploper ;  you 
dead,  take  dead  man's  name,  go  back, 
be  happy." 

It  is  scarcely  necessary  to  say  that 
during  the  rest  of  the  week  Lo's  antici- 
pations lost  their  roseate  hue,  and  he 
realised  far  more  seriously  than  on  his 
previous  attempt  how  dark  and  dangerous 
are  the  paths  of  the  conspirator.  He 
realised  that  he  was  the  accomplice,  if  not 
the  instigator,  of  a  murder,  and  although 
he  could  find  certain  approved  state 
casuistries  to  justify  the  connivance,  his 
humane  heart  shuddered  at  the  guilt. 
He  thought  of  what  he  had  suffered  him- 
self when  death  hovered  over  him,  and 
how  black  and  hopeless  was  the  prospect 
when  his  brother  betrayed  him ;  and  that  led 
his  thoughts  insensibly  back  to  that  beloved 
young  scamp,  full  of  surmise,  and  also  of 
fond  hopes  for  power  to  indulge  him. 
Chi-lu  was  the  favourite  of  his  old  father 
as  well,  and  Tai-shui  possessed  the  filial 
reverence  in  an  intense  degree,  and  longed 
to  be  able  to  please  the  old  man  by  estab- 
lishing the  ne'er-do-well  in  a  career  which 
should  give  scope  for  his  talents.  Poor 
Lo  Tai-shui !  He  was  a  good  young  man, 
and  it  sorely  rent  him  to  incur  his  family's 
displeasure  in  order  to  procure  his  country's 
liberty.  This  led  him  once  more  into  the 
usual  fond  hopes  of  ambition,  and  the 
crime  which  he  was  pledged  to  participate 
dwindled  into  a  negligeable  abstraction  of 
cruel  necessity. 

To  the  ordinary  reader  all  this  will 
appear  merely  a  farce ;  Lim-fung  and  his 
Agency  merely  the  comic  detective ;  but 
Lo  had  a  deeper  experience  of  the  "  ways 
that  are  dark,"  and  knew  how  grim  such 
farces  turned  out  at  the  finish.  Lim-fiing, 
with  his  pidgin  English,  his  pigtail,  his 
chocolate  lilk  loose  -  sleeved  coat,  so 
absurdly  incongruous  with  his  big  bowler- 
hat  and  pointed  American  boots,  his  fat» 


indiarubber  face,  and  simple,  oily  smile, 
would  strike  a  European  who  heard  him 
discuss  his  proposition  as  a  mere  gro- 
tesque old  clown,  or,  at  the  worst,  a  harm* 
less  lunatic  who  invented  inhuman  Asiatif 
subtleties  which  were  absurdly  imprac- 
tical ;  but  to  Lo  there  was  nothing  absurd, 
grotesque,  or  improbable  in  the  kind  of 
atrocity  proposed.  He  knew  that  murder, 
still  an  experimental  science  bunglingly 
performed  in  Europe,  had  reached  in 
American  China  the  pitch  of  a  fine  art,  as 
it  used  to  be  in  Italy;  and  the  official 
practice  of  kidnapping,  or  buying^  a  sub- 
stitute for  the  gallows,  was  too  familiar  to 
him  to  excite  the  least  surprise.  European 
nations  are  largely  responsible  for  the 
growth  of  this  practice,  by  insisting  on 
the  punishment  of  anti-missionary  rioters ; 
such  rioters  are,  of  course,  seldom  to  be 
caught,  and  the  consequence  is  that  a  lot 
of  wretched  beggars  are  decapitated  for 
the  amusement  of  the  foreigners.  Some 
of  these,  pariahs,  lepers,  cripples,  sell 
themselves  of  their  own  free  will,  in 
exchange  for  a  small  sum  paid  to  their 
relatives ;  just  as  in  Europe  men  commit 
suicide  in  order  that  their  children  may 
receive  the  insurance  money.  There  is 
nothing  new  under  the  sun  in  the  old,  old 
story  of  want  and  necessity  and  survivals  ; 
it  is  only  the  procedure  that  changes. 

The  day  before  the  ship  was  to  sail,  Lo 
Tai-shui  repaired  with  a  heavy  heart  to  the 
office  of  the  Corpse  Express.  Lim-fung 
was  sitting  in  his  doorway,  stripped  to  the 
waist,  according  to  the  hot-weather  custom 
of  high  and  low  at  home,  with  his  billy- 
cock hat  tilted  on  the  back  of  his  head, 
and  a  cigar  in  his  prize-fighter's  jaw, 
suave,  placid,  and  waiting — the  Oom  Paul 
of  the  Chinese  Quarter,  as  simple  and 
unpretentious  as  if  he  had  been  a  mere 
coolie  instead  of  the  most  powerful  man 
in  the  State.  A  red  sign-board  with  huge 
gilt  letters  was  suspended  over  his  head, 
and  on  either  side  of  his  dirty  doorway 
hung  beautiful  Confucian  precepts  on  the 
beatitudes  of  death. 

Lim  -  fung  welcomed  Lo  with  the 
unctuous  civility  of  the  shopkeeper,  and 
conducted  him  through  a  great  gloomy 
store  lined  with  coffins  into  a  den  at  the 
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back  of  liis  parlour.  "  My  slaughter- 
liouse,  your  Excellency,"  he  said  face- 
tiously. And  ushering  him  into  a  dark 
little  hole  in  which  the  figure  of  a  man 
strapped  to  a  chair  could  scarcely  be  dis- 
tinguished, he  said  with  pride — 

**  Be'old  the  substitute  !  If  dat  no  belong 
number  one  all-same,  I  give  you  back  your 
money." 

Lo  stared  at  him  with  fearful  un- 
appreciative  eye,  then  turned  his  gaze 
on  the  prisoner.  It  was  dark  in  the 
slaughter-house,  and  to  dissipate  a  delusion 
\Vhich  petrified  him  he  struck  a  match. 
The  green  flicker  of  the  sulphur  completed 
the  hellish  aspect  of  the  den  ;  but  to  Lo's 
face,  terribly  set  and  pale,  the  match, 
burning  yellow,  seemed  suddenly  to  add  a 
light  of  startling  sublimity. 

*' Leave  me  alone  with  him,"  he  said  to 
Lim-fung.  "  It  was  agreed  between  us 
that  I  should  put  some  questions,  and 
when  I  am  ready  I  will  call  you." 

Lim-fung  obeyed,  because  he  knew  that 
he  was  playing  a  dangerous  game,  and 
the  thousand  dollars  was  not  yet  in  his 
hands. 

When  Lim  -  fung  withdrew,  Lo  ap- 
proached the  prisoner  and  scanned  him 
again  with  fearful  and  agonised  eyes. 
The  prisoner  was  strapped  in  a  chair,  and 
his  eyes  wero  bandaged. 

"Are  vou  not  Lo  Chi-lu  ?"  said  Lo  in 
the  Mandarin  dialect,  with  trembling,  un- 
recognisable voice. 

*'  Pi-hsiug  Lo,"  responded  the  young 
man  with  graceful  alacrity,  delighted  to 
hear  his  own  language  again.  It  was  Lo 
Tai-shui's  brother. 

**  How  came  you  here  ?  "  said  Lo  sadly. 

**  Oh,  the  fortune  of  war,"  responded 
the  reckless  young  fellow.  "  Since  you 
know  my  name  I  suppose  you  know  my 
brother.  I  was  in  the  secret  service  of  the 
Viceroy,  and  when  my  brother  escaped  I 
was  accused  of  aiding  him,  and  had  to  run 
for  my  life.  I  had  introductions  to  the 
Ling  Hui,  and  for  a  year  old  Lim-fung  has 
treated  me  well.  Now  he  has  played  me  a 
trick,  and  I  am  afraid  he  is  going  to  round 
on  me." 

**  You  are  on  the  point  of  death,"  said 
Lo  solemnly.  **  If  you  were  released,  would 


you  be  loyal  at  last,  and  carry  out  your 
brother's  projects  }  " 

"  Rather !  Anything  for  a  short  life 
and  a  merry  one,  and  a  chance  for 
revenge.  I  wish  I  could  come  across 
poor  old  Tai-shooey  again  ;  I  'd  be  his 
man  now,  up  to  the  hilt." 

**  You  will  not  see  him  again,"  said  Lo; 
**  but  if  you  will  be  a  man  and  a  true  son 
of  Han,  you  may  avenge  him,  and  wipe 
out  your  former  treachery.  Oh  !  may  the 
memor}'  of  our  ancestors  help  you  to  be 
a  man,  Chi-lu !  But  there  is  no  time 
for  words :  no  other  way !  No  other 
way  !  " 

With  unwonted  expedition  Tai  -  shui 
unbound  his  brother,  chafed  his  limbs, 
gave  him  some  brandy,  and  helped  him 
to  stand  up. 

**  Strip  quickly  ;  you  will  change  clothes 
with  me." 

The  change  was  made,  the  young  man 
obeying  the  stranger  in  bewilderment. 
Lo  had  quickly  placed  the  bandage  over 
his  own  eyes,  concealing  his  face. 

**  Tie  me  to  the  chair." 

This  also  was  done. 

"  Now  listen,"  whispered  Lo.  "  I  shall 
call  Lim-fung,  and  you  will  stand  near  me 
so  that  he  may  think  it  is  you  who  are 
speaking.  You  will  see  your  opportunity, 
and  slip  out  of  this  house.     You  will  go 

straight  to  the Hotel,  room  number 

70,  and  shut  yourself  in ;  they  will  not 
see  the  difference.  I'hen  you  will  read 
some  papers  in  the  pocket  of  your  coat, 
written  in  your  brother*s  cipher,  which 
you  alone  know.  They  will  tell  you  what 
to  do.  To-morrow  you  take  passage  for 
Shanghai.  Oh,  Lo  Chi-lu,  be  a  man  ; 
carry  on  the  movement !  " 

**  I  will :  I  must.  But  who  are  you  ? 
How  do  you  know  who  I  am  ?  Why  do 
you  save  me  .^  " 

*'  It  is  too  late  to  answer  questions. 
Obey  me,  and  think  kindly  of  your 
brother.     Lim-fung  !  " 

Lim-fung  entered.  "  You  think  can 
do  .^  "  he  said  cheerfully,  standing  near  the 
door ;  "  number  one  likeness,  what  ?  " 

"  Can  do,"  replied  Lo  quickly.  **  I  will 
now  go  and  get  the  money,  and  come  back 
to  see  him — buried,     I  must  go  out :  I  am 
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sick.      Do   it   quickly."      Lo   pushed   his 
brother's  leg  and  whispered,  "  Go  !  " 

Lim-fung  escorted  his  supposed  cus- 
tomer to  the  door,  chagrined  that  the 
money  was  still  unpaid.  "  It  shall  be 
done,  lao-rtk"  he  said  ominously;  "but  do 


Lo  put  his  head  back  and  swallowed 
the  poison.  He  was  a  smoker,  and  having 
been  deprived  of  fecilities  during  his 
travels,  had  taken  laudanum  instead.  The 
tincture,  therefore,  failed  to  killhim. 

Lim-fung  sat  on  a  stool,   lit  a   fresh 


II  the  agony  ef  hi 


not  fail  me.  If  you  not  back  in  half  an 
hour  you  own  corpse  follow  substitute." 

Lim  •  fung  Fetumed  moodily  to  his 
slaughter-house.  He  did  not  suspect  the 
change,  or  notice  an)-thing  in  the  darkness. 

"  Vour  friend  say  can  let  you  go,"  he 
said  pleasantly.  "  First  you  must  drink  a 
glass  of  wine  to  take  off  stiffness." 


cigar,  and  waited.  When  the  cigar  was 
half  smoked  he  kicked  the  legs  of  his 
victim.  \a>  awoke  heavily.  He  had  been 
merely  stupefied. 

"Hallo  I"  exclaimed  Lim-fung;  "not 
dead  ?    How  fashion  i" 

He  held  Ix)*s  head  back ;  then  he 
fiercely  tore  off  the  bandage. 
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"  Ai-ya !     You  !     Lo  las-yek  ?  " 

"  Finish,"  said  Lo  faintly. 

"The  money!     The   money!"   hissed' 
Lim-fiing,  shaking  him. 

"  You  must  be  content  with  the  rewarci. 

"  No  !  I  send  you  to  China  alive !  I 
have  you  tortured !  You  swindle  me ! '' 
Lim-fung  sat  down  again  to  think  out  this 
imexpected  loss  of  a  thousand  dollars.  He 
decided  to  make  the  best  of  a  bad  job,  and 
secure  the  rcA'ard  for  the  body  ;  and  since 
it  was  to  be  done,  it  must  he  done  quickly, 
lest  the  other  should  return  with  the  police. 
He  stooped  down  and  raised  the  four 
corners  of  the  mackintosh  on  which  the 
chair  stood,  and  drew  out  a  cork  in  the 
middle;  a  pipe  passed  through  the  floor 
into  the  sewer,  which  served  to  drain  ofif 
unsightly  liquid.    Then  he  stood  up. 

"  I  velly  Solly,  Lo  lao-^'ek,"  he  said.  "  I 
plain  business  man,  not  like  to  alter 
contract.  You  steal  my  substitute,  lose 
me  thousand  dollar.  Cost  j'ou  two 
thousand  dollar  to  go  free.     Which .'' " 

"I  have  not  got  it,"  replied  Lo  in  a 
faint,  horrified  voice. 

Without  a  word  Lim-fung  drew  his  head 
back  by  the  root  of  the  queue  ;  but  before 
the  little  knife  was  out  of  its  sheath  the  sense 
of  realisation  had  come  back  to  Lo,  and 
he  gasped  in  the  agony  of  human  fear — 

"  Spare  me  !     Spare  me  !  " 

Lim-fung  paused  in  surprise.  ■' Hallo  1 
You  afraid  ?    What  thing  ? " 


"  It  vas  my  brother.  I  could  not  let 
him  die.  '  The  thousand  dollars  are  in  his 
pocket.  Go  to  him ;  tell  him  who  I  am ; 
he  will  ransom  me." 

But  Lim-fung  shook  his  head.  "I 
think  he  not  so  green,"  he  said ;  "  if 
only  got  one  thousand,  this  certain, 
that  risk.  More  better  makey  finish.  All 
aboard  ?  " 

"  Oh  I  Not  that  !  "  choked  Lo. 
"Opium — in  the  back — I  fear!" 

The  little  knife  was  once  more 
suspended,  while  Lim-fung  reflected.  Bat 
again  he  shook  his  head.  "  Bad  for 
embalming,"  he  murmured  regretfully  ; 
"besides,  how  fashion  look  when  your 
head  on  a  pole,  and  any  man  see  you 
been  stabbed  in  the  back  ?  No  can, 
Lo  Tai-shui." 

Only  a  minute  later  Chi-lu  came  rushing 
back  alone.  He  found  the  genial  manager 
of  the  Corpse  Express  again  seated 
placidly  on  his  doorstep,  smoking  his 
evening  cigar. 

"  My  brother  !  My  brother  !  "  gasped 
Chi-lu  breathlessly, 

"  You  bring  the  thousand  dollar  .■' '' 

Chi-lu  felt  feverishly  in  his  brother's 
pocket  and  produced  the  bundle  of  notes. 
"  My  brother  !  " 

Lim'fung  became  at  once  the  polite, 
obsequious  shopkeeper. 

"  Walk  in,  Lo  lao-yek"  he  said  with  a 
bow.     Lo  Chi-lu  walked  in. 
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PART   L 

By  RORF.RT    MACHRAY. 

I. 

THE  story  of  the  duel  is  one  of  end- 
less fascination  and  interest.  The 
very  idea  of  men  being  willing  to  hazard 
life  itself,  the  heaviest  of  all  stakes,  for  the 
'*  point  of  honour "  makes  an  irresistible 
appeal  to  the  imagination— an  effect  which 
is  deepened  by  the  fact  that  in  nearly  every 
case  a  duel  is  the  thrilling  climax  of  some 
terrible  tale,  some  dark  intrigue,  some 
strange .  adventure,  of  something  entirely 
out  of  the  common  and  therefore  specially 
arresting.  Indeed,  the  story  of  the  duel  is 
a  succession,  a  series  of  stories,  sometimes 
splendid,  sometimes  sombre,  but  always 
profoundly  human,  taking  their  colour 
from  love,  hatred,  jealousy,  zeal,  loyalty, 
vanity,  revenge,  and  the  other  great 
elements  out  of  which  the  web  of  life  is 
spun.  'Tis  one  of  the  most  magnificent 
realms  of  romance,  and  as  such  has  been 
eagerly  explored  by  the  novelist  and  the 
playwright. 

Nor  has  the  duel  the  interest  only  which 
attaches  to  the  past.  For  although  the 
duello  has  been  dead  these  many  years  in 
England  it  still  flourishes  in  France  and 
other  countries.  On  the  very  morning  of 
the  day  on  which  I  began  these  papers  I 
read  that  a  duel  took  place  in  the  vicinity 
of  Paris,  nor  was  it  one  of  the  bloodless 
sort  either.  Duels  were  of  pretty  frequent 
occurrence  in  connection  with  the  Drevfus 
Affair.  The  famous  encounter  between 
the  Italian  and  French  Princes,  fought  in 
vindication  of  the  honour  of  the  Italian 
army,  is  still  fresh  in  the  public  memory. 

As  an  institution,  the  duel  proper,  as 
distinguished  from  the  judicial  duel,  has 
existed  for  over  three  hundred  and  fifty 
years,   and    has    undoubtedly  played    no 


inconsiderable  part  in  the  world's  School 
of  Manners.  So  thought,  at  least,  the 
men  who  lived  in  the  days  when  duelling 
was  a  common  practice.  Thus  a  certain 
Bosque tt,  who  had  appeared  either  as 
principal  or  second  in  twenty  duels,  sets 
forth  the  notions  of  his  own  time  on  this 
subject  in  a  volume  published  in  1817 
under  the  quaint  title  of  "  The  Young 
Man  of  Honour's  Vade-Mecum,  a  Salutary 
Treatise  on  the  Art  of  Duelling" — 

**  It  may  be  further  urged  in  favour  of 
the  practice  that  it  is  the  general  pro- 
moter-of  politeness,  courtesy,; and  good- 
manners  amongst  all  the  different  orders 
of  gentry ;  that  without  such  ?.  barrier 
against  the  encroachments  of  rudeness 
and  ill-breeding  all  the  pleasures  of  social 
and  agreeable  intercourse  would  be  in 
danger  of  degenerating  into  gross  freedoms 
and  habits  of  incivility ;  whereas,  now, 
gentlemen  are  kept  within  due  bounds  of 
speech  and  courteous  behaviour,  as  know- 
ins^  thev  cannot  offend  without  hazard  of 
the  duel." 

Since  the  **  Salutarv  Treatise "  was 
written  the  point  of  view,  so  far,  at  any 
rate,  as  this  country  is  concerned,  has 
completely  shifted.  And  in  justice  it 
must  be  said  that  duelling  among  us  never 
became  the  craze,  the  mania,  the  horrible 
madness  which  it  was  at  one  time  on  the 
Continent,  when  the  prime  topic  of  con- 
versation epitomised  itself  in  the  question, 
**  Who  has  been  out  to-day.^"  During 
the  reign  of  Henri  IV.  no  fewer  than  four 
thousand  persons  perished  in  duels,  and 
this  in  spite  of  edicts  against  the  practice. 
There  were  many  duels  fought  in  these 
islands  during  the  Stuart  period,  the  time 
of  the  Commonwealth  excepted.     In  the 


490 


THE   STORY   OF  THE   DUEL. 


spacious  days  when  George  the  Third  was 
king,  172  duels  were  fought  in  the  United 
Kingdom,  most  of  them  in  Ireland,  which 
on  this  account  received  the  name  of  the 
**  Happy  Hunting-ground  of  Satisfaction." 
All  readers  of  Charles  Lever's  earlier 
novels,  which  deal  with  this  period,  will 
remember  that  the  duel  is  one  of  their 
prominent  features.  But  after  the  close 
of  the  long  struggle  with  Napoleon,  who, 
by  the  way,  disapproved  of  duelling,  duels 
became  more  and  more  infrequent.  The 
last  duel  between  Englishmen  on  English 
soil  took  place  in  1845,  though  there  was 
another  in  1862  between  an  Englishman 
and  a  Frenchman. 

Duelling  is  proscribed  by  our  laws  as 
a  fclonv,  and  if  a  man  kills  another  in 
a  duel,  our  Courts  of  Justice  make  no 
distinction  between  him  and  the  most 
brutal  murderer.  Yet  the  old  idea  in  the 
case  of  the  duel  of  "killing  no  murder" 
flourished  for  centuries,  notwithstanding 
numerous  laws  and  edicts,  and  has  met 
with  the  approval  of  many  eminent  men, 
as,  for  example,  Pitt,  Fox,  Canning, 
Grattan,  0*Connell,  and  Peel.  The  great 
Duke  of  Wellington  did  not  think  it 
inconsistent  with  his  position  of  Prime 
Minister  to  fight  a  duel,  and  that,  too,  at  a 
time  when  such  affairs  had  become  very  rare. 

With  regard  to  the  Army — the  natural 
home  of  the  duel,  as  it  were — the  Articles 
of  War  laid  down  that  every  officer  giving 
or  sending  a  challenge,  or  taking  part  in 
a  duel  in  any  way  whatever — either  actively 
as  promoting  it,  or  passively  as  counten- 
ancing such  a  proceeding  by  not  denoun- 
cing it,  shall  be  cashiered.  But  all  the 
laws,  edicts,  and  articles  in  the  world 
against  duelling  would  be  ineffective  were 
it  not  that  the  whole  trend  of  public 
opinion  is  practically  unanimous  against 
it — at  least  as  regards  both  Great  Britain 
and  the  United  States.  Elsewhere,  legis- 
lation has  not  succeeded  in  putting  an 
absolute  stop  to  the  practice. 


IL 
The  central  idea  of  the  duel  is  that  the 
honour  of  a  man  depends  on  his  instant, 
unhesitating  readiness  to  maintain  **  with 
his  body "  any  position  he  may  take  up. 


no  matter  how  true  or  false,  good  or  bad, 
that  position  may  be.  To  use  the  language 
of  the  duello,  when  a  maB  was  given  the 
**  lie,"  either  directly  by  word  of  mouth  or 
indirectly,  as  implied  in  some  hostile  or 
injurious  act,  it  was  obligator}'  upon  him, 
if  he  wished  to  be  considered  by  his  peers 
a  man  of  honour,  to  disprove  that  *'  lie,'* 
even  at  the  hazard  of  life  itself.  This  was 
another  way  of  saying  that  death  was  to  be 
preferred  to  disrepute. 

The  ancients  had  nothing  that  corre- 
sponded to  the  duel,  although,  of  course, 
single  combats  were  not  uncommon. 
Indeed,  old  writers  on  this  subject  found 
their  first  example  of  the  duel  in  the 
struggle  of  Cain  and  Abel,  which  certainly 
endowed  it  with  all  possible  antiquity.  The 
fact  is  that  the  ancients  did  not  consider 
it  necessary  to  avenge  a  **  lie,"  the  most 
slanderous  abuse,  or  even  a  blow.  Thus, 
Sophocles,  on  being  advised  to  prosecute 
a  man  who  struck  him,  calmly  replied : 
"  If  a  donkey  kick  me,  would  you  recom- 
mend me  to  go  to  law } "  And  Roman 
law  specifically  said  a  blow  did  not  dis- 
honour. If  one  Roman  threw  a  goblet  at 
another  Roman's  head — and,  according  to 
Horace,  this  happened  often  enough — 
nothing  in  the  nature  of  a  duel  was  the 
result  :  implacable  animosities  were  re- 
solved only  by  assassination. 

The  attitude  of  the  old  world  is  perhaps 
best  seen  in  the  following  incident :  When 
Mark  Antony  sent  a  challenge  to  Octavius 
Caesar,  the  latter  replied,  "  If  Antony  is 
weary  of  life,  tell  him  there  are  other  ways 
to  death  than  the  point  of  my  sword." 

The  northern  nations  who  conquered 
the  Roman  Empire  were  of  a  ver}'  different 
opinion,  and  were  firmly  convinced  that 
the  only  way  to  decide  finally  public  and 
private  quarrels  was  by  single  combat. 
They  maintained  that  the  gods  would  not 
permit  the  innocent  to  suffer,  and  from 
this  belief  sprang  the  Ordeal  of  Battel, 
the  **  Judgment  of  God  "  (Judicium  Dei),  or 
the  judicial  duel,  as  it  came  to  be  called. 

**  I  perceive,"  writes  Montesquieu,  "the 
first  appearance  of  the  special  articles  of 
our  point  d^honneur.  The  accuser  began 
by  asserting  that  some  person  had  com- 
mitted something ;  the  latter  declared  that 
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this  was  a  He.  Thereupon  the  judges,  in 
the  absence  of  other  evidence,  ordained 
that  a  duel  should  take  place  between 
them."  It  was  from  this  state  of  things 
that  the  principle  was  established  that  the 
man  who  had  received  the  "lie"  was  bound 
to  fight.  The  form  of  denial  ran  :  "  Thou 
lie.st.  and  I  am  ready 
to  defend  my  body 
against  thine  ;  and 
thou  shalt  cither  be 
a  corpse  or  a  recreant 
any  hour  tif  the  daj-. 
And  ibis  is  my  gage." 
Tin-  gage  was  a  glove 
thrown  iIowti  in  token 
of  challenge. 

The  judicial  duel 
was  nothing  more  or 
less  than  the  clumsy 
legal  makeshift  ut  a 
semi-barbaroussociety 
vhose     nonnal     state 


to  his  side.  Sometimes  a  barrel  took  the 
place  of  the  pit.  For  weapon  the  man  had 
a  baton,  or  stick,  the  lady  a  kind  of  sling 
nith  a  stone  in  it.  The  two  Illustrations 
(p.  491),  taken  from  an  old  print  which 
reproduces  the  drawings  of  a  much  earlier 
lime,    of  these    cxtrnordtni 
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Kings  and  Queens 
attended  by  their 
courtiers  beheld  these 
combats,  for  which 
there  was  c\en  a 
special  solemn  ri'- 
ligious  senice  known 
as  the  '■  -Mass  for  the 
Duel."  In  England 
this  sort  of  duel  was 
fought  with  lance, 
sword,  and  dagger,  or 
even  with  axes,  b}' 
the  nobility  and 
knights  ;  the  common  "  "'"'"'■'' 

people  used  staves  and  bags  filled  with  sand. 
What  seems  one  of  the  strangest  de- 
velopments of  the  judicial  duel  was  thai 
it  was  considered  a  fitting  mode  of  settling 
diflt-rences  iH'twecn  man  and  wife.  To 
equalise  as  much  as  possible  the  inequality 
of  such  a  contest,  the  man  was  put  in  a 
pit  in  which  he  was  buried  up  to  the 
girdle,  while  one  of  his  arms  was  bound 


have  rather  the  appearance  of  picliu 
some  curious  comedy,  bm  :hat  such  diK-ls 
actually  took  place  there  is  no  iloubt 
whatever. 

In  the  judicial  duel  b;itilc  by  proxy  was 
allowed  in  cases  of  disability,  or  where 
women  and  children  were  concerned. 
These  proxies  were  called  champions,  and 
ir  this  connection  it  is  interesting  to  notice 
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that   the   champion    who    appears  at   the 
coronation  of  one  of  our  sovereigns — the 


it  the  "lie," 
is  a  survival, 
coming  down 
to  us  from  the 
storfeddaysof 
the  judicial 
duel.  In  the 
olden  time, 
however,  "-"  *""""  -"""  ""^  ""'^'■- 
those  represented  by  the  champions  re- 
mained outside  the  ring  with  halters 
round  their  necks,  ready  to  be  hanged, 
according  to  the  result  of  the  battle, 
while  the  unsuccessful  champion  haU.  his 
right  hand  lopped  off. 

The  next  step  towards  the  modern ^uel 
was  that  after  the  disuse  of  the  legal 
ordeal  by  battle  men  of  high  birth  or 
military  rank  claimed  the  privilege  of 
fighting  in  the  lists,  or  champs  ths, 
for  the  assertion  of  their  honour 
before  their  overlord,  or  at  least 
before  a  court  of  peers.  Two  of 
the  most  celebrated  of  these  duels 
were  that  of  Bayard  and  Don 
Alonzo  dc  Sotomayor,  and  that 
between  Chataigncray  and  Jarnac. 


111. 
There  is  no  more  striking  liguri 
in  the  brave  days  of  old  than  thi 
Preux  Chn<alUr  de  Bayard.  It  i: 
to  Urantome,  who  received  the  tale 
from  the  Zora/iVm/fKr,  that  we  owe 
the  story  of  his  historic  duel  with 
Don  Alonzo,  which  took  place  about  1508. 
It  happened  that  in  one  of  the  inter- 
minable wars  of  the  time,  de  Sotomayoi 
was  taken  prisoner  at  Barletta  by  Bay..rd, 


and  held  for  ransom  according  to  the 
fashion  of  the  period.  He  had  given  his 
parole,  but  broke  it  and  escaped.  This 
was  an  unknightly  thing  to  do,  but  matters 
were  made  much  worse  for  the  Don  by  hii 
recapture  by  Bayard,  who  shut  him  up 
closely  and  demanded  a  large  ransom,  as 
was  no  more  than  natural.  The  ransom 
was  paid,  but  when  Alonzo  was  back  in  his 
own  camp  he  complained  bitterly  of 
Bayard's  "  ungentlemanly  behaviour,"  as 
we  would  call  it  now.  The  Chevalier  heard 
of  this  accusation,  and  a  correspondence 
ensued  resulting  in  the  "lie  direct"  being 
given.  Bayard  thereupon  challenged  de 
Sotomayor  to  mortal  combat, 

Don  Alonzo  could  not  refuse  the  duel, 
»nd  't  was  agreed  that  it  should  be  fought 
in  the  Spanish  camp.  By  custom  the 
choice  of  arms  belonged  to  the  challenger, 
but  when  Bayard  appeared  mounted  in  the 
panoply  of  the  man-at-arms,  de  Sotomayor 
said  he  would  only  fight  on  foot,  and 
this  he  did,  as  the  chronicler  sets  forth, 
because  he  knew  that  he  was  loss  adroit 
than  Bayard  on  horseback,  and  also 
because  the  latter  was  suffering  from  a 
"  quartan  ague,"  which  greatly  reduced  his 
strength.  Bayard's  companions  urged  him 
not  to  agree,  but  he  was  so  confident  in  the 
justice  of  his  cause  or  in  his  skill  that  he 
did.    The  champs  dos  was  marked  out  by  a 


circle  of  great  stones ;  on  one  side  stood 
Bayard,  attended  by  "several  good  and 
valiant  captains,"  on  the  other  the 
Spaniard,  accompanied  by  some  noblemen 
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of  his  acquaintance.  Koth  combatants 
were  armed  with  estoc  (a  kind  of  long 
sword)  and  dagger,  and  each  had  the 
same  pieces  of  armour.  After  lying  down 
^  full  length  upon  the  ground,  which  he 
kissed,  Bayard  rose,  crossed  himself,  and 
drew  up  to  his  adversary,  "as  composed 
as  though  he  ^vere  in  a  palace  dancing 
with  ladies." 

' '  Sfnor  Bqyardo,  que  me  quereys  f  "  asked 
Sotomayor. 

"  I   mean  to  defend  my  honour,"  was 
the  reply. 

The  duel  then  began,  and  from  the  first 
Bayard  appears  to  have  had  the 
advantage.  Sotomayor  was 
slightly  wounded  at  the  second 
or  third  pass,  but  by  means  of  a 
trick  managed  to  keep  the 
Chevalier  at  bay  for  a  consider- 
able time.  Alonzo's  little  dodge 
was  that  each  thrust  he  made  at 
his  adversary  was  immediately 
followed  by  a  movement  of  his 
hand  which  held  the  dagger  so 
that  his  face  was  covered  and  he 
could  not  be  hurt.  Bayard,  at 
length  perceiving  this  artifice, 
met  it  by  another. 

Holding  his  sword  in  the  air 
as  if  to  make  a  pass,  but  in 
reality  withholding  the  thrust, 
as  soon  as  his  opponent  had 
dealt  his  blow,  and  momentarily 
had  his  face  exposed,  the  Preux 
Chepalier  suddenly,  and  with  ad- 
mirable skill,  made  so  true  a 
thrust  that,  notwithstanding  the 
soundness  of  th-,  gorget  of 
Sotomayor,  the  estoc  entered 
the  throat  of  the  Spaniard  to  a 
depth  of  four  fingers,  with  such  foi 
Bayard  was  unable  to  withdraw  the  blade 
immediately.  Dropping  his  weapon,  Don 
Alonzo,  who  was  the  stronger  of  the  two, 
seized  Bayard  with  his  arms  and  wrestled 
with  him.  Both  fell,  Ba)'ard  being  on  top 
of  the  other.  Drawing  his  dagger,  the 
Chevalier  cried  :  "  Now  yield  thee,  Don 
Alonzo,  or  thou  diest !  "  But  the  Spaniard 
was  already  dead. 

"  Yon  are  the  victor,  Senor,"  said  Soto 
mayor's  second;  "he  is  dead." 


When  he  heard  this.  Bayard  knelt,  once 
more  kissed  the  ground,  and  gave  thanks 
to  God  for  the  victory.  Next  he  took  up 
the  dead  body  in  his  arms,  carried  it  out- 
side the  circle  of  great  stones,  and  handed 
it  over  to  thefrifendsof  Sotomayor.'sayiilg— 

"  You  know  that  it  rests  with  me  to  do 
what  I  please  with  my  enemj'— that  is  the 
custom  of  the  duel — yet,  as  my  honour  is 
now  saved,  I  surrender  the  body  to  you, 
and  truly  would  I  that  it  were  in  belter 
condition." 

And  thereafter,  in  the  midst  of  the 
"  good   and    valiant   captains "    who   had 


3  that 


gone  with  him  to  the  camp  of  the  Spaniard, 
he  rode  back  to  his  own  place  as  if  nothing 
very  much  had  happened. 

IV. 
The  duet  between  Chataigneray  and 
Jarnac  was  fought  in  15+7.  There  had 
been  bad  blood  between  the  two  men  for 
some  time,  because  the  former  had  spoken 
insultingly  of  the  latter's  wife's  mother, 
and  they  had  sought  to  bring  the  matter 
to  the  issue  of  a  duel  in  the  reign  of 
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Francis  1.,  but  that  monarch  had  refused 
to  permit  it.  Henry  II.  was  more  com- 
placent, and  on  a  challenge  being  given 
again,  it  v/as  arranged  that  the  combat 
should  take  place  at  St.  Germain -en -I. aye, 
vhere,  on  the  day  appointed,  the  King, 
attended  by  his  whole  Couti,  repaired  to 
witness  theduel.  It  is  said  that  Chataigne ray 
was  so  confident  of  the  result  that  he  had 
had  prepared  a  banquet  for  one  hundreil 
and  fifty  guests  to  celebrate  his  triumph. 


that  of  Jarnac.  Both  had  their  seconds 
and  supporters,  all  men  of  distinction, 
among  them  being  the  Grand  Equenj- 
of  France. 

Presently  jarnac  sent  one  of  his  squires 
to  carrj'  the  arms  he  had  chosen  to  his 
foe ;  they  were  a  sword,  a  morion,  a 
corselet,  a  brassart  for  the  left  ami,  but 
without  the  usual  joint  at  the  elbow  (the 
reason  for  which  will  appear  later;,  and 
two  daggers,  one  to  be  worn  in  the  right 


During  the  month  preceding  the  fight 
Chataigncray  practised  with  many  weapons, 
and,  so  to  speak,  got  himself  into  thorough 
training.  Jarnac,  with  whom  lay  the  choice 
of  weapons,  also  did  the  same,  .'^s  the 
sequel  showed,  Jarnac  was  a  craft}'  man. 

On  the  da)'  fixed  the  lists  were  set.  and 
wc  may  imagine  the  magnificence  of  ihe 
scene— the  King,  with  his  ladies  and  gentle- 
men, in  the  picturesque  attire  of  that  day, 
and  the  keen  interest  of  the  numerous 
spectators  drawn  together  by  this  notable 
event.  .\t  one  end  of  the  pavilion  was 
the  tent   of  Chataigncray ;    opposite  was 


loot,  ilie  other  to  be  carried  in  ih 
land.     Chataigncray  gruniblfd  not  a  littlo 
IS  the  stiff,  unyielding  brassart  uas  fi\ud 
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of  Chataigneray  was  finisbt'd,  his  squire 
proceeded  across  to  the  tent  of  Jamac  for 
the  double  purpose  of  arming  that  knight 
and  of  seeing  that  he  was  equipped  in 
ever}-  respect  as  his  master  ivas,  and  in  no 
olhf-r  7v<n\  We  maj'  be  sure  that  particular 
care  was  exercised  tliat  neither  dueUist 
had  on  his  person  any  charms,  spells,  or 
talismans  that  might  "queer  the  pilch." 

A  e:'iily  dressed  herald  next 
summoned  the  champions  to 
come  forth  to  the  combat  in  the 
nameof  the  King.  Chaiaigne 


strode  forward  in  fur^-,  his  featu 
vulsed  uilh  rage;  Jarnac,  on  the  other 
hand,  was  cool  and  collected,  with  all  his 
senses  about  him. 

After  a  feiv  thrusts  and  strokes  had  been 
dealt  on  either  side  without  much  damage 
being  done,  Jamac  made  a  feint  of  striking 
his  adversarj'on  the  umside  of  the  advanced 
leg,  but  quickl_v  changing  the  position  of  his 
weapon,  drew  a  reverse  cut  at  the  inside 
of  Chataigne ray's  knee  with  tlie  false  edge 
of  his  blade,  ami  that  so  cfTcctively  that 
his  opponent  fell  dnwn  forthwith. 

'■  Sire,  have  I   proved    mine  honour } " 


Janiac  called    aloud  to   the    King   as   he 
dropped  on  one  knee  before  him. 

However,  as  such  duels  as  these  were 
almost  invariably  fought  li  outranct,  the 
King  had  first  to  send  for  the  advice  of  his 
Lord  Constable,  and  as  that  was  somewhat 
long  in  coming,  Jamac  concluded  that  the 
duel  must  continue,  and  turned  to  attack 
Chataigneray  again.  ^^'heTeupon  the  King 
immediatel)'  interposed  by  throwing 
his  baton  into  the  arena,  and  the  duel 
was  at  an  end. 

Cbataigneray's  seconds  bound  np 
his  wounds,  but  he  was  so 
mortified  by  his  defeat  that 
he  tore  off  the  bandages,  cry- 
ing out  thr.t  he  cared  to  live 
no  longer  now  that  he  was 
vanquished  and  dishonoured. 
As  for  the  victor,  he  rode  off 
to  Notre  Dame,  where  he 
hung  up  his  arms  as  a  trophjr, 
and  as  a  testimony  to  the  fair 
fame  of  the  lady  of  whom 
he  had  maiie  himself  the 
champion. 

It  transpired  that  Chataig- 
neray  wasamost  accomplished 
wrestler.  He  had  counted  on 
being  able  to  close  with  and 
throw  Jarnac,  «  ho,  well  aware 
of  his  adversary's  skill,  had 
provided  against  it  by  the 
stiff  bra ssart,  which  completely 
prevented  the  other  from 
bending  his  arm.  The  par- 
ticular stroke  by  which  Cha- 
taignerav  was  disabled — it  is 
not  alwavs  described  with  exactly  the 
same  details  as  those  given  above— was 
long  known  as  the  "  coup  de  Jamac." 

In  the  next  paper  of  this  series  we  shall 
see  that  as  duelling  became  a  matter  of 
fashion,  and  therefore  of  necessity,  it  was 
impossible  for  one  who  aspired  to  be 
deemed  a  man  of  honour  to  be  too 
punctilious  in  taking  offence.  Any  sub- 
ject or  occnsiim,  no  matter  how  Hnall  or 
trivial,  was  thought  suflicieni  to  warrant 
a  duel,  and  blood  alone  could  wipe 
out  the  stain,  even  if  it  was  a  purely 
imaginary  one. 
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THE  ADVENTURES  OF  ARCHIBALD  P.  BATTS, 

MHXIONAIRE. 

^'o.   VI.— THE  ADVENTURE   OF  THE  ITALIAN 

ORGAN-  GRINDER. 

By  EMERIC    HULME-BEAMAN. 

Auihor  cf  "  The  Faith  thai  Kills;'  "  The  Experiment  of  Dr.  Xevili;'  etc.,  etc. 


I  CHANCED  to  be  crossing  Covent 
Garden  Market  one  morning  on 
my  way  from  Henrietta  Street,  when  I 
suddenly  recollected  that  I  had  promised 
to  telegraph^  a  message  to  a  friend  of 
mine  in  the  country  in  connection  with 
certain  business  which  he  had  asked  me 
to  transact  for  him  in  town  the  preceding 
evening.  A  few  steps  brought  me  to  ihe 
post-office  at  the  corner  of  the  colonnade 
that  runs  along  the  Tavistock  Hotel ;  and, 
entering,  I  despatched  my  message,  and 
stepped  out  again  into  the  street.  At  that 
moment  a  dispute  happened  to  be  in  mid- 
career  between  two  costermongers  not  a 
dozen  paces  distant ;  1  turned  my  head  to 
glance  at  the  combatants,  and  in  doing  so 
collided  forcibly  against  a  passer-by  who 
had  reached  the  corner  of  the  street 
simultaneously  with  myself. 

**  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  I,  recovering 
my  balance. 

**  Don't  mention  it,  my  dear  Bertram,'* 
said  Batts. 

**  Why,  Batts,"  I  exclaimed  in  surprise, 
**  it  *s  you  !  Where  the  dickens  have  you 
sprung  from,  my  dear  fellow  .^  I  have  not 
seen  you  since  Christmas !  " 

"  I  have  sprung  from  the  Tavistock 
Hotel,  where  an  acquaintance  of  mine  is 
staying.  I  only  returned  to  town  a  day  or 
two  ago :  I  have  been  shooting  bears  in 
the  Caucasus,  and  hunting  pigs.  How  are 
you  }  " 

**Well — as  usual ;  I  am  never  anything 
else.     What  a  lucky  encounter  !  " 

•*  Luck,  my  dear  Bertram,"  smiled 
Batts,  **  governs  most  of  the  aflfairs  both 
of  nations  and  individuals.     *  It  is  better 


to  be  bom  lucky,'  etc !  There  is  truth 
in  the  aphorism.     Let  us  go  and  lunch." 

"  By  all  means  ;  and  then  you  can  give 
an  account  of  yourself,"  I  laughed. 

We  had  turned  into  Wellington  Street 
as  we  talked,  and  were  passing  the  Lyceum 
Theatre,  when  Batts  stopped  and  looked 
across  the  street. 

"What  a  very  singular  thing!"  he 
remarked. 

'*  To  what  thing  do  you  refer } "  I 
asked,  following  the  direction  of  his 
eye. 

*'  Why,  do  you  not  perceive  an  Italian 
organ-grinder  over  there  }  " 

**  I  do.  There  are  others  of  the  same 
description  in  London." 

'*  But,  my  good  Bertram,  he  is  playing  a 
tune  ! " 

**  They  all  do,"  I  said  impatiently. 

**  Quite  so,"  said  Batts  :  **  they  all  do. 
We  will  just  rest  here  a  moment  if  you 
don't  mind,  Bertram,  and  look  at  the 
photographs  of  Sir  Henry  Irving  and  Miss 
Ellen  Terry." 

He  stepped  into  the  vestibule  of  the 
theatre  and  lit  a  cigar.  Instead  of  looking 
at  the  photographs  of  the  em.inent  actor 
and  actress,  however,  he  directed  his 
glance  still  to  the  figure  on  the  opposite 
side  of  the  street.  It  was  a  ragged  figure 
dressed  in  the  conventional  slouch  hat, 
baggy  breeches,  and  square  patched  boots 
of  the  itinerant  organ-grinder.  A  loose 
scarf  was  knotted  round  the  fellow's  throat, 
and  a  bushy  black  beard  covered  the 
greater  part  of  his  face,  as  he  stood 
diligently  revolving  music  after  the  manner 
of  his  kind. 
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"  Vou  will  admit  that  it  is  very  remark- 
able," observed  Baits  presently, 

"I  admit  nothing  of  the  sort,"  I  said 
snappishly,  for  I  was  getting  hungry.  "  I 
see  positively  nothing  remarkable  in  an 
o^an -grinder." 


"  Ah.  I  have.  His  organ  is  not  a  bad 
one.  It  is,  indeed — as  organs  go — a  good 
instrument,  an  exceptionally  good  instru- 
ment. But  that  is  not  the  only  thing  that 
instantly  strikes  the  listener — that  instantly 
struck  both  you  and  me,  I  may  say.     He 


"  No  —  but  in  this  particular  organ- 
-■grinder  ? " 

"  He  does  not  appear  to  me  to  ditfer 
from  his  fellows." 

"  Perhaps  you  see  nothing  remarkable  in 
him,  my  dear  Bertram  ;  but  have  you  been 
■lisltning}" 

"  I  liave  DO  ear  for  music,"  said  I. 


was  |)luyins,  1  will  nut  affirm  a  good  tunc, 
but,  at  any  rate,  an  ex«pti»iial  tunc — with- 
out the  adjective  of  merit  addfd." 

"  An  t\ceptional  tune  .' "  1  repeated, 
with  newly  aroused  interest  in  the  possi- 
bility of  mystery  imparted  by  Batts's  words 
and  manner. 

"  Yes.    A  tune  that  I  jm  willing  to  bet 
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was  never  heard  on  an  English  organ 
biefore." 

"  You  astonish  me  !  " 

"  Listen  !     There  it  is  again  !  " 

As  he  spoke,  the  organ  gave  forth  a 
melody  that  was  certainly,  to  my  ears, 
something  of  the  weirdest  and  most  form- 
less, yet  containing,  at  the  same  time,  a 
distant  suggestion  of  martial  rhythm  and 
vigour. 

"  Ever  heard  it  before  ?  "  asked  Batts. 

"Never." 

**  So  I  thought.  It  is  an  obscure  Polish 
march  :  an  air  distinctive  enough  to  linger 
in  the  memory  once  it  has  been  heard, 
and  to  be  easily  recognised  on  repetition. 
I  have  heard  it  more  than  once  in  Svornik, 
but  in  England  never  before  this  moment. 
What  is  the  first  thing  this  reflection 
suggests  to  you  }  " 

**  That  the  man  has  an  original  musical 
taste." 

**  Possibly.  To  me  it  suggests  this : 
That  the  man  has  had  a  special  organ 
manufactured  for  him,  with  this  particular 
air  dove-tailed  between  each  of  the  other 
tunes  on  the  cylinder.  You  will  observe 
it  follows  every  other  tune,  and  all  the 
other  tunes  are  but  the  hackneyed  music- 
hall  ditties  of  the  hour." 

"  True." 

**  A  poor  organ-grinder  cannot  afford  to 
build  a  special  organ  for  himself  or  consult 
his  own  taste  as  to  the  selection  of  the 
tunes  it  is  to  play." 

"True  again." 

**  My  inference,  therefore,  is,  my  dear 
Bertram,  that  the  man  over  the  way  is  not 
a  poor  organ-grinder  at  all !  " 

Having  delivered  himself  of  this  remark, 
Batts  leaned  against  a  pillar  and  puffed 
placidly  at  his  cigar. 

**  And  assuming  the  inference  to  be 
correct,  what  then  }  "  I  demanded. 

"What  then.?  Why,  Bertram,  I  feel 
just  in  the  humour  to  follow  up  this 
inference  to  any  conclusion  to  which  it 
may  lead.  In  other  words,  I  mean  to  get 
at  the  bottom  of  this  mystery.  I  am  in 
the  mood  for  a  frolic — will  you  join  me  ?  " 

"  If  you  have  no  objection  to  lunching 
first,"  I  began,  but  Batts  stopped  me  with 
a  gesture. 


"Look  !  "  said  he  with  a  smile. 

A  well-dressed  man  walked  rapidly  up 
to  the  organ-grinder,  exchanged  a  quick 
sign  with  him,  received  from  him  a  note, 
and  passed  hurriedly  on.  The  organ- 
grinder  continued  to  turn  the  handle  of 
his  machine  for  some  minutes  after  the 
gentleman  had  disappeared  ;  then  lifting 
his  hat,  he  wiped  the  perspiration  from 
his  forehead,  and  with  evident  relief 
proceeded  slowly  to  trundle  off  his  organ 
down  a  side  street. 

"  Come,"  said  Batts,  "  we  will  follow 
him.  Curb  your  appetite,  my  good 
Bertram ;  we  will  lunch  later." 

My  own  curiosity  was  now  sufficiently 
excited  by  the  singular  incident  of  which 
we  had  been  witnesses  to  need  no  further 
stimulus,  and  I  signified  my  readiness  to 
accede  to  Batts's  proposal.  Keeping  our 
organ-grinder,  therefore,  in  sight,  we 
crossed  the  street,  and  dived  presently 
into  one  of  the  innumerable  side  alleys, 
which  constitute  the  purlieus  of  the  Drury 
Lane  quarter.  We  had  not  far  to  go. 
The  organ-grinder  stopped  almost  imme- 
diately before  a  squalid  lodging,  and 
opening  a  side  door,  pushed  his  organ 
into  a  passage  giving  admittance  to  the 
back  of  the  house,  and  himself  disappeared 
after  it. 

*'  So,"  said  Batts,  ''  we  have  run  him  to- 
earth  very  quickly.  That  house  has  no- 
other  exit,  I  perceive.  From  the  corner 
of  this  street  we  can  command  the  door ; 
let  us,  then,  my  dear  Bertram,  trifle  for  a 
few  moments  at  the  corner  of  the  street !  " 

"  And  to  what  end  ?  " 

"  To  the  end  that  we  may  observe  the 
organ-grinder  when  he  comes  out." 

"  He  may  not  come  out." 

"  On  the  other  hand,  he  may.  Have  a 
cigar  }  " 

We  had  reached  the  corner  of  the  alley;. 
Batts  took  up  a  position  from  which  he 
could  unobtrusively  watch  the  door  of  the 
squalid  lodging-house.  I  lit  my  cigar  and 
smoked  silently.  Ten  minutes  passed,  and 
I  began  to  tire  somewhat  of  the  game ; 
five  minutes  more,  and  I  was  on  the  point 
of  proposing  an  adjournment,  when 
Batts  took  his  cigar  from  his  lips  and', 
nodded. 
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"  Much  as  I  thought,"  said  he,  turning- 
<]uickl}'  into  the  main  street. 

I  glanced  over  my  shoulder  just  in  time 
to  catch  sight  of  a  gentleman,  irreproach- 
ably clad,  leaving  the  house  we  had  been 
-watching. 

"  I  don't  wish  him  to  notice  us," 
remarked  Batts. 

Indeed,  the  gentleman  seemed  far  too 
absorbed  in  his  own  meditations  to  notice 
anybody.      He,  too, 
turned  the  corner  a 
moment     later     and 
brushed  past  us. 

"  Not  much  re- 
semblance to  our  ci- 
devant  organ-grinder, 
eh  ? "  smiled  Batts. 

"You  think  he  is 
the  same  ? " 

"I  am  quite  sure." 

"  He  only  wears  a 
moustache." 

"The  beard  was  a 
false  one."     - 

"Well,  do  you  pro- 
pose to  follow  him  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  Batts, 
"  I  propose  to  return 
to  the  lodging- 
house  ;  but  first  let 
us   pay    Mr.    May  a 

Now     May,     as 

everybody  knows,   is  n    <.  .    t       u  l 

,     '        ■',     ,  ,  Perhaps  I  loitld  ha 

the     celebrated  ,,     . 

.  ,  your  lodgers — roo, 

theatncal  costumier, 

and  his  shop  happened  to  be  but  a  stone's 
throw  or  so  from  where  we  stood.  I  said 
nothing,  but  followed  Batts.  We  entered 
the  costumier's,  and  were  civilly  requested 
by  the  attendant  to  notify  our  demands. 

"I  want  to  be  instantly  supplied,"  said 
Batts,  "with  the  costume  of  a  London 
organ-grinder." 

The  man  smiled. 

"  I  have  no  doubt.  Sir,"  he  replied, 
"that  we  shall  have  little  difficulty  in 
meeting  with  your  requirements.  Kindly 
step  this  way." 

He  conducted  us  up  a  narrow  (light  of 
stairs  to  a  large  apartment  which  served 
partly  as  a  store-room  for  old  wardrobes. 


and  partly  as  a  room  for  the  "  fitting  on  " 
of  customers.  In  less  than  five  minutes 
Batts  had  deposited  in  a  small  bag,  which 
tha  shopman  procured  for  him,  the 
complete  outfit  of  a  peripatetic  musician  : 
and  we  once  more  retraced  our  steps  to 
the  obscure  lodging-house  in  the  narrow 
alley.  Batts  rapped  with  bis  knuckles  on 
the  door — there  appeared  to  be  neither 
bell  nor  knocker — and  presently  the  latch 
inside  was  unfastened 
and  an  old  woman's 
face  peered  out  upon 
us. 

"Good     day. 

Madam,"  said  Batts. 

"Arternoon, 

Mister,"  replied  the 

crone  suspiciously. 

"You  have  a 
gentleman  lodger," 
pursued  Batts. 

"  That  ain't  no 
business  o'  yourn." 

"  1  propose,"  said 
Batts  politely,  "  to 
make  it  my  business — 
and  yours  too.  My 
name.  Madam,  is 
Batts,  This  gentle- 
man is  Mr.  Bertram, 
the  author.  It  is 
possible  you  may  not 
have  heard  of  him." 
want 


/<"■ 


••  1    don' 
1  o  n  e    o' 


y  oc 


gammon,  Mister," 
snapped  the  old  woman.  "  If  you  're 
tryin'  to  pull  my  leg,  I  ain't  takin'  none 
of  it,  not  at  my  age,  so  I  '11  wish  you  good 
mornin',  an'  keep  your    chaff    for    them 


as  u 


s  itr 


"My  dear  Madam!"  exclaimed  Batts, 
"  what  a  distressing  suspicion  !  Pull  your 
leg !— chaff ! — nothing  was  further  from  my 
thoughts,  I  assure  you.  But  to  be  plain,  I 
have  business  with  you." 

The  door  had  begun  to  close  in  our 
faces  as  Batts  fired  off  this  last  sentence 
somewhat  hurriedly. 

"Business" — the  door  opened  again — 
"woi  business.'" 

Batts  produced  a  sovereign. 
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"  May  I  .Ciffer  you  this  trifle  as  an  earnest 
of  my  good  faith?'*  he  remarked.  **  The 
business  is  this  :  My  friend  g^d  I  know 
the  gentleman  who  is  lodging  with  you — 
or,  rather,  whose  organ  is  lodging  with 
you — and  we  want  to  have  a  little  innocent 
fun  with  him — that  is  all.  I  am  going  to 
borrow  his  organ  for  half  an  hour." 

The  old  woman  winked.  Also  she 
pocketed  the  sovereign. 

'^Hisorgin.?" 
Precisely.'* 

You  ain't  a-going  to  steal  it  ?  " 
'By  no  means.  It  would  be  quite  a 
white  elephant  to  me  ;  I  will  bring  it  back 
here  in  an  hour — possibly  a  little  less, 
possibly  a  little  more  :  a  mere  practical 
joke,  I  assure  you  !  I  desire,  moreover,  to 
make  a  small  change  in  my  toilet.  Perhaps 
I  could  have  the  use  of  my  friend — your 
lodger's — room  for  two  minutes  ?  My 
own  clothes  I  will  leave  here  till  I  return. 
If  you  like,  I  will  also  leave  a  small 
deposit  in  return  for  the  organ — shall  we 

say  £2S  ?  " 

The  old  dame's  eyes  glistened. 

**  Come  in,'*  she  said  briefly. 

We  entered  a  squalid  room  ;  the  air  was 
stuff)',  hardly  breathable  ;  the  only  window 
was  securely  fastened. 

'*  'Sposin'  he  comes  back  afore  you 
do  ? "  inquired  the  woman,  filled  with  a 
sudden  apprehension  of  possible  danger 
ahead. 

"  Inform  him,  my  dear  Madam,  merely 
that  a  friend  of  his  has  borrowed  his 
organ  for  a  few  minutes,  and  is  practising 
with  it  in  an  adjacent  street.  Now  be 
good  enough  to  show  me  the  dressing- 
room." 

We  ascended  a  rickety  staircase,  and 
found  ourselves  in  a  chamber  more  dingy, 
smaller,  scarce  airier  than  the  one  we  had 
just  left.  A  bundle  of  clothes  lay  on  a 
mattress  on  the  floor.  A  big  false  beard 
was  on  the  mantelpiece. 

**  Thank  you,"  said  Batts.  **  I'll  not 
keep  you  a  moment.  Madam." 

The  crone  retired. 

Batts  looked  at  me  with  a  boyish  twinkle 
in  his  eye. 

**  Ah,  Bertram,  this  is  great !  "  he 
exclaimed. 


"You  appear  to  enjoy  the  joke,"  I 
observed. 

'"  I  do,  intensely." 

'*  And  the  consequences  ?  " 

'*  Remain  to  be  seen.  Therein  lies- 
half  the  attraction  of  the  thing.  Hand  me 
that  beard,  please.** 

He  had,  with  wonderful  rapidity,  effected 
the  change  in  his  costume,  and  now  stood 
before  me  the  oddest  transformation  of 
himself  that  could  well  be  imagined. 
The  clothes  hung  loosely  upon  him,  bat 
they  gave  his  neat  figure  a  singularly 
incongruous  look  of  mendicant  black- 
guardism which  required  only  the  addition 
of  the  beard  to  attain  a  completion  scarce 
short  of  perfect. 

**Do  I  look  like  an  organ-grinder.^"  he 
asked -.with  a  smile. 

"  You  loek  '  like  anything  you  could 
name  that  is  disreputable,**  I  answered. 

''  Good.     Now  for  the  organ." 

We  descended  the  creaking  stairs,  and 
were  met  at  the  foot  of  them  by  the  old 
woman. 

'*  Lawks!"  she  cried,  holding  up  her 
hands  ;   **you're  a  beauty  !  ** 

**  Thank  you,"  said  Batts  modestly. 
"  You  doubtless  trace  some  resemblance 
in  me  to  my  friend  your  lodger  ?  *' 

**  You  favour  him  some,*'  she  admitted. 
"  Wot 's  your  game.  Mister  ?  ** 

*'A  practical  joke — as  I  have  already 
told  you.  Now  take  us  to  the  organ  and 
I'll  give  you  the  twenty-five  pounds  agreed 
upon." 

The  woman  required  no  second  bidding. 
She  hurriedly  led  us  through  a  door  to  a 
small  back  passage  in  which  we  discovered 
the  organ  standing.  Batts  seized  the 
handles  of  the  truck. 

"Open  the  street-door,  Bertram,**  he  said. 

I  did  so.  Then  Batts  turned  to  the  old 
woman. 

"  IVIadam,"  said  he  with  exquisite 
urbanity,  "  you  leave  me  still  your 
debtor ! "  And  taking  off  his  hat  with 
a  low  bow,  he  handed  the  astonished 
creature  five  crisp  bank  -  notes.  Her 
fingers  clutched  them  with  an  avidity 
singularly  eloquent. 

Don't  you  go  for  to  steal  that  orgin, 
now ! "    was    her  parting    injunction,   as 
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Batts  disappeared  through  the  door, 
rolling  the  instrument  before  him.  He 
waved  his  hat  to  her  reassuringly ;  the 
door  closed,  and  we  found  ourselves  once 
again  in  the  side  street. 

**  It  won't  do/'  remarked  Batts,  **  for 
you  to  be  seen  conversing  with  a  person 
in  this  get-up,  Bertram.  The  circum- 
stance might  arouse  suspicion.  Walk, 
therefore,  in  front,  and  join  me  by  the 
Lyceum  Theatre  five  minutes  hence." 

I  laughed,  and  strode  off  in  the  opposite 
direction,  as  Batts  trundled  his  organ 
down  the  street.  After  traversing  a  circuit 
of  dingy  alleys  I  emerged  eventually  into 
Drury  Lane,  and  sauntered  slowly  along, 
till  presently  I  arrived  in  the  vicinity  of 
the  Lyceum  Theatre.  My  ears  were 
instantly  assailed  by  the  familiar  sound  of 
a  street-organ ;  and  there,  standing  in  the 
exact  spot  where  we  had  originally  descried 
the  mysterious  organ-grinder,  I  perceived 
Batts,  He  was  working  away  at  the 
handle  of  his  instrument  for  all  he  was 
worth.  His  lace  wore  the  serious,  stolid, 
impassive  look  of  the  professional 
practitioner.  Some  ragged  children  were 
dancing  to  liis  melodies  in  a  courtyard 
close  at  hand.  At  his  elbow  the  voice  of 
an  apple-cart  woman  was  raised  in  angry 
competition  with  his  strains.  I  crossed 
the  street.  He  touched  his  hat  to  me 
with  a  broad  grin  as  I  approached.  Under 
pretence  of  bestowing  a  copper  upon  him 
I  drew  to  his  side. 

**  Stand  near  me — not  too  near,"  he  said 
hurriedly.  "  There  *s  a  second-hand  book- 
shop there.  Examine  the  window,  and 
watch ! " 

I  stepped  to  the  window  of  the  shop 
indicated,  and  from  this  point,  without 
exciting  observation  myself,  I  found  I  was 
able  to  keep  my  eye  on  Batts,  and  even  to 
hear  any  remark  ::hat  he  might  make. 
The  minutes  slipped  by.  Batts  stopped 
playing,  and  trundled  his  organ  down  the 
street. 

*'  We  must  change  our  pitch,"  he 
observed,  as  he  passed  me,  "  and  return 
here  again — for  I  *m  convinced  that,  if 
there  is  a  rendezvous  at  all,  this  is  the 
chosen  spot  for  it." 

For  more  than  an  hour  we  shifted  about 


the  side  streets  adjoining  the  Strand  Batts 
playing  diligently,  and  now  and  again 
receiving  the  tribute  of  a  copper  from 
some  passing  admirer;  I,  lounging  indo- 
lently at  'shop-windows,  and  devoutly 
wishing  the  freak  at  an  end,  till,  at  length, 
we  found  ourselves  again  stationed  in  the 
respective  positions  from  which  we  had 
originally  set  out  on  our  rounds.  I  think 
1  knew  most  of  the  titles  of  the  books  in 
that  second-hand  shop  by  heart,  when 
suddenly  my  waning  interest  became  once 
more  galvanised  into  activity.  A  man, 
dressed  in  a  frock  -  coat  and  a  tall  hat, 
stopped  in  front  of  Batts.  For  a  moment 
he  regarded  him  steadily.  Batts  said 
something  in  a  low  voice.  The  new- 
comer nodded,  and  immediately  passed 
a  letter  to  Batts,  and  not  pausing  for  a 
reply,  walked  hurriedly  on — exactly  as  his 
predecessor  had  done  with  the  first  organ- 
grinder.  When  he  had  disappeared,  I 
approached  Batts. 

**Well.^"  Isaid. 

**Now  we  shall  have  a  clue!"  smiled 
Batts.  "Did  you  identify  the  gentle- 
man }  " 

'*  No." 

**  He  was  the  same  man  that  took  the 
note  from  our  friend  the  organ-grinder  of 
this  morning ;  and  this,"  added  Batts, 
tearing  open  the  envelope  he  had  just 
received,  **  is  evidently  the  answer  to  that 
note.  Ha ! "  he  muttered,  running  his 
eye  rapidly  over  the  contents,  **  this  looks 
serious,  Bertram.  Here  is  no  mare's-nest ! 
Read,  my  dear  fellow." 

I  took  the  paper  from  his  hand  and  read, 
in  French,  the  following  communication — 

**  Your  instructions  for  the  coup  -  d'* itai 
on  Friday  will  be  carried  out.  Since  he 
journeys  to  Paris  that  day,  and  not  London, 
the  committee  will  leave  England  for  the 
capital  to-night." 

'*  Phew !  "  I  exclaimed,  after  perusing 
this  remarkable  missive.  **  What  the 
dickens  is  all  this  rigmarole  about } " 

*'  Why,  it 's  as  plain  as  a  pikestaff," 
rejoined  Batts.  *'  Nothing  more  nor  less 
than  one  of  the  countless  conspiracies 
which  seem  to  be  for  ever  agitating  the 
internal  policy  of  the  Balkans." 
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"  The  Balkans ! "  I  repeated  in  surprise. 

**  I  am  convinced  of  it.  The  note  is 
intentionally  worded  with  some  ambiguity, 
but  it  is  easy  to  identify  the  personality  of 
the  pronoun.  *  He/  I  should  say,  refers  to 
the  Prince  of  Rivinia  —  our  old  friend, 
Bertram,  of  the  Savoy  Hotel  episode," 
■concluded  Batts  with  a  smile. 

**  What  makes  you  think  so  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  The  method  of  the  deliverv  of  the 
note.  These  little  conspirators  love  all 
the  trumpery  paraphernalia  of  mystery. 
Then  there  is  the  tune  —  the  singular 
Polish  tune — to  localise  our  inferences. 
None  but  a  Borastrian  or  a  Rivanian  could 
have  hit  upon  that  melody  for  a  password. 
Thirdly,  we  have  the  mention  of  the 
*  journey  to  Paris  *  and  the  *  committee.' 
The  former  relates,  in  all  probability,  to 
the  Prince ;  the  latter  to  the  Secret 
National  Council  (as  these  political 
squib-makers  call  themselves).  Finally, 
the  writer  speaks  of  the  *  coup  -  d'eiat  * 
which  is  to  take  place  on  Friday.  This 
is  Monday.  The  coup-d'eiai,  I  am  inclined 
to  assume,  refers  to  some  measure  for 
undermining  the  Royalist  influence  in 
Svornik  during  the  Prince's  absence — 
or,  indeed,**  added  Batts,  **  it  may  be  for 
kidnapping  his  Highness  Loris  himself.*' 

'*  Well,  upon  my  word  !  '*  I  exclaimed. 
^*You  reel  off  your  inferences  with  the 
instantaneousness  of  a  trained  detective, 
Batts !  " 

**  They  are  based  on  the  simplest  logical 
data,"  he  replied.  *' A  child  could  arrive 
at  the  same  conclusions." 

**A  child,**  I  retorted,  **  would  not  have 
the  initial  advantage  of  an  intimate  acquaint- 
ance with  the  national  music  of  an  obscure 
Balkan  State.** 

*'  True,  my  good  Bertram.  I  take  no 
credit  to  myself  for  that.  It  is  only  an 
hour  or  so  ago,  you  will  remember,  that  I 
made  an  observation  to  you  which  this 
very  circumstance  bears  out :  Luck,  or 
chance,  governs  most  of  the  affairs  both  of 
individuals  and  nations !  '* 

**  I  recollect.  But  if  your  deductions 
are  correct,  it  seems  to  me  that  we  are 
burdened  with  a  certain  degree  of  respon- 
sibility by  this  chance  discovery.  How  are 
we  to  act  ?  ** 


**  Softly— and  stand  back  a  little!" 
replied  Batts  hastily.  "  Here  comes  our 
friend  !  ** 

I  had  scarce  time  to  step  a  pace  to  the 
rear  of  Batts  when  a  gentleman  hurried  up 
to  him  from  the  direction  of  Long  Acre. 
I  recognised  the  new  arrival  at  once  as  the 
man  who  had  issued  from  the  lodging- 
house  to  which  we  had  earlier  in  the  morn- 
ing tracked  him — the  quasi-organ-grinder, 
in  fact,  whose  instrument  Batts  was  at  that 
moment  manipulating  with  a  grave  and 
patient  ardour.  The  gentleman  walked 
straight  up  to  Batts  and  confronted  him 
angrily.  Batts  continued  to  ply  the  handle 
of  his  organ,  his  countenance  impassive 
and  unmoved. 

**  Qu'est-ce  que  vous  etes.'^**  exclaimed 
the  stranger.     **  Vous  parlez  Fran9ais  }^^ 

**  Si,  Signore,*'  replied  Batts,  arresting 
the  revolution  of  his  handle  midway,  and 
regarding  his  interlocutor  with  a  grin. 
**  Non  parlo  Francese.** 

**Diavolo!     E  Italiano.?" 

**  Vraiment.     Tedesco  !  ** 

**  Coquin  !  **  laughed  the  other.  Then, 
continuing  in  French :  **  I  do  not  know 
you,  but  you  appear  to  have  some  object 
in  this  buffoonery  of  yours.  Sir.  My 
friend,  whoever  ^'ou  are,  how  comes  it  that 
you  have  stolen  my  organ " 

*'  And  your  beard,*'  put  in  Batts. 

*'  By  my  faith,  yes  !  ** 

**  How  comes  it  that  you  should  possess 
an  organ,  Monsieur,  that  plays  a  Polish 
march — such  as  one  hears  sometimes  in 
the  streets  of  Svornik — and  that  you  should 
have  the  beard  of  an  Italian  vagrant  with 
which  to  disguise  your  features  .^  Permit 
mc  the  questions.'* 

"  Mark  you,"  cried  the  stranger  wrath- 
fully,  **  you  arc  impertinent,  and,  moreover, 
a  thief!  I  will  take  you  to  the  police- 
station  for  stealing  my  organ,  Sir  !  " 

**  Come  along,**  said  Batts  cheerfully. 
**  Bow  Street  is  close  at  hand.  It  will 
seem  odd  for  a  well-dressed  gentleman  to 
claim  a  barrel-organ,  truly ;  and  ]\Ionsieur 
can,  doubtless,  explain  about  the  beard  at 
the  same  time,  also  tV.e  note ** 

'•  The  note.  Sir  !  '* 

**  Without  question  you  delivered  a  note 
not   long    since  to  a  passer-by.     Italian 
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organ-grinders  sometimes  receive  coppers, 
occasionally  even  threepenny  -  bits,  but 
never,  Monsieur,  never  do  they  transmit 
secret  letters  to  well-dressed  gentlemen, 
who  pass  hurriedly  by.  Yet,  no  doubt, 
you  can  explain." 

**  Come,"  interrupted  the  foreigner,  with 
evident  uneasiness,  "  I  see  you  are  not  a 
bad  fellow,  and  we  will  not  go  to  the 
police-station.     The  note  was  nothing." 

*•  Nothing !  "  repeated  Batts.  *'  Nor 
yet  the  answer  to  it,  which  I  have  just 
received,"  he  added  calmlv. 

**  The  answer  ! "  exclaimed  the  man, 
almost  leaping  from  the  pavement  in  his 
sudden  consternation.  **  Give  it  to  mc, 
Sir — give  it  to  me  instantly  !  " 

**  By  no  means,"  said  Baits.  "  You  and 
I  and  my  friend  here,  would  it  not  be  more 
sociable,  ]\Ionsicur,  for  us  all  three  to  read 
the  answer  together  ?  Supposing,  then, 
we  go  back  to  your  lodgings  ?  They  are 
situated  not  far  off !  " 

The  stranger  looked  at  Batts,  then 
he  looked  at  me  ;  then  he  looked  at 
the  organ,  and  finally  he  shrugged  his 
shoulders. 

*'  Verv  well,"  said  he,  **  come  to  mv — 
lodgings  ! " 

**  iMy  friena,"  replied  Batts,  turning  the 
organ  round,  "  allow  me  to  apologise  for 
this  trifling  deception.  You  have,  of 
course,  by  now  perceived  that  my  passion 
for  indulging  in  jokes  has  led  me  to 
impose  this  trick  upon  you.  We  belong, 
Sir,  to  the  same  fraternity  as  yourself — 
this  gentleman  and  I  !  We  are,  in  fact, 
members  of  the  Committee  to  whom  you 
were  despatched  with  the  message  which 
we  received  from  you  this  morning  ;  and 
I  it  is,  and  no  other,  who  was  charged 
with  the  delivery  of  our  reply  to  it !  I 
could  not  resist  the  temptation  of  select- 
ing my  own  method  of  performing  that 
office.  I  ^vent  to  your  lodgings,  procured 
from  a  second-hand  shop  these  clothes, 
borrowed  your  oro:an,  and,  toi^ether  with 
my  colleague,  repaired  hither  to  await  you, 
and  (a  thousand  apologies !)  enjoy  the 
spectacle  of  your  surprise  and  confusion 
at  discovering  your  organ  and  your  dis- 
guise in  the  hands  of  an  apparent  stranger ! 
If  I  have  kept  up  the  farce  a  moment  or 


two  longer  than  courtesy  sanctioned,  I  an> 
sure  that  you  will  not  withhold  from  me 
your  pardon.  Monsieur  !  " 

"  By  my  faith,  Sir ! "  exclaimed  the 
foreigner,  more  than  half  relieved  at 
Batts's  glib  explanation,  yet  almost  half 
angry  at  what  he  imagined  to  be  the 
ridiculous  fraud  we  had  practised  upon- 
him,  "you  have  a  pretty  talent  for  practical 
joking,  I  must  say!  None  the  less,  you 
make  such  an  excellent  organ-grinder  that 
I  must  find  it  in  my  heart  to  forgive  you. 
Yet,  Sir,"  he  added  gravely,  **  this  is 
scarcely  a  matter  for  jesting — nor  is  our 
business  of  a  kind,  one  would  think,  ta 
warrant  the  incurring  of  needless  risk !  " 

"  I  agree  with  you,"  rejoined  Batts,  with 
an  admirable  appearance  of  penitence ; 
*'  but  1  can  reassure  you :  I  have  been  careful 
to  avoid  all  possibility  of  risk.  Monsieur. 
None,  for  instance,  but  yourself  could  have 
detected  me  in  this  disguise ;  and  I  knew 
well  that  joti  would  not  be  long  in  return- 
ing here  to  search  for  me,  on  finding  that 
your  organ  had  been  extracted  from  its 
hiding-place  !  As  for  the  note  which  I 
bear,  its  delivery  has  thus  only  been 
delayed  for  ten  minutes ;  and  things  have 
so  fallen  out,  I  may  tell  you,  that  there  is 
now  no  immediate  need  of  haste." 

**  Why,  no.  Monsieur,  I  suppose  there  is 
not,"  returned  the  stranger;  "but,  pray,, 
how  did  you  discover  the  obscure  and 
unseemly  den  in  which  I  have  been 
constrained  to  secrete  my  organ  and  my 
disguises  }  " 

"  By  the  very  smiple  process  of  watching 
you  enter  it,"  observed  Batts,  *'  after  I  left 
you  this  morning !  ^My  dear  friend,  is  it 
possible  that  even  now  y.ou  do  not  recognise 
me  }  " 

The  stranger  scrutinised  Batts  closely. 

**  By  the  saints,  I  do  not ! "  he  replied 
in  a  perplexed  tone. 

**  The  greater  credit  to  my  disguise  ! '" 
laughed  Batts.  "  The  beard,  no  doubt, 
makes  a  difi'erence  :  when  I  passed  you 
this  morning  /  wore  none  either." 

**  Vou  passed  me }  Then  it  was  j-ou 
who }  " 

**  Received  your  note  ?  Can  you  any- 
longer  doubt  it  ?  " 

The  stranger  whistled. 
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"  Certainly,"  he  said,  "  the  disguise  is 
good.  I  should  not  have  penetrated  it. 
And  this  gentleman  ?  "  pointing  to  me. 

"  One  of  OUT  colleagues,"  explained  Batts 

Ihc  gentleman  and  I  exchanged  bows. 
\\'c  had  by  this  time  gained  the  side  street 
in  which  the  lodging-house  was  situate<l, 
and  Batts  wiped  his  forehead  with  a  red 
pocket-  handkerchief. 


"  Take  in  the  organ,"  said  the  foreigner 
to  her  curtly,  and  speaking  in  broken 
English.  "These  gentlemen  and  I  will 
talk  for  a  moment.     Leave  us." 

"With  your  permission  I  will  first 
change  my  clothes,"  said  Batts.  "  I  know 
my  way.  Do  me  the  favour  to  await  me 
here,  Sii'.  You  may  as  well  assist  me, 
Bertram." 

1  took  the  hint  and  accom^Kinied  Batts 


"  My  friend,  vihontr  you  art,  how  con 

"  Faugh  !  "  -he  exclaimed ;  "  to  tell  you 
the  truth,  I  have  had  enough  of  this 
masquerading,  and  shall  not  be  sorr}-  to  get 
into  civilised  clothes  again.  This,  if  I 
mistake  not,  is  the  house  ? " 

"  It  is,"  said  the  stranger,  as  we  once 
more  paused  before  the  door  of  the  squalid 
lodging,  and  our  companion  pushed  it 
open  unceremoniously.     "  Pray  enter." 

We  did  so,  and  were  confronted  by  the 
same  old  woman  as  had  welcomed  us 
before.  At  sight  of  her  lodger  she  seemed 
to  gather  assurance,  and  curtseyed  to  us 
with  a  clumsy  and  sullen  civility. 


•s  it  that  y,<u  ha-.t  st.iUn  my  organ  ?  " 

up  the  rickety  staircase  to  the  stuffy  attic, 
leaving  the  stranger  to  await  our  return 
below. 

"  Now,"  said  Batts,  whcTi  wo  were 
alone,  "  wir  need  not  waste  much  more 
time  in  playing  this  comedy  with  nur 
liorastrian  gentleman  downstairs.  He  is 
a  foolish  fellow  to  he  so  easilv  imposed 
upon,  yet  he  seems  (juite  unsuspicious  of 
our  real  characters.  Of  course,  chance 
has  favoured  us — again.  There  has  been 
nothing  in  our  conduct  to  which  a 
plausible  colouring  could  not  be  lent 
by  the  explanation    I    gave    him  of   it. 
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The  possession  of  the  note  seems, 
indeed,  to  carry  with  it  full  proof  of  the 
genuineness  of  our  professions.  For  the 
rest,  I  wish  only  to  elicit  one  or  two 
points  of  information  from  the  gentleman 
before  taking  our  leave  of  him,  and  then 
we  can  act  as  circumstances  demand." 

"The  least  word  might  betray  us  to 
liim,"  I  remarked. 

**  Then  that  least  word  must  not  be 
■spoken ! "  replied  Batts.  **  Trust,  my 
good  Bertram,  to  my  discretion." 

*'  It  is  of  the  reckless  description  ! "  I 
laughed. 

**  A  bold  game  is  often  the  safest,"  he 
rejoined,  putting  on  his  coat.  **  Now  I 
am  ready  ;  let  us  get  down  again." 

We  found  the  Emissary  of  Borastria  (for 
so  did  Batts  persist  in  identifying  the 
stranger)  pacing  the  dingy  little  room 
impatiently  as  we  re-entered  it. 

**  So,  gentlemen,"  he  exclaimed,  **  per- 
haps you  will  be  good  enough  now  to 
deliver  me  your  letter." 

"With  pleasure,"  said  Batts,  handing 
Jiim  the  sheet  of  note-paper  carefully 
folded,  as  though  it  had  been  in  the  first 
instance  innocent  of  the  shelter  of  an 
•envelope.     **  Permit  me." 

**  Thank  you,"  said  the  other,  unfolding 
the  letter  and  perusing  it  attentively. 

Batts  hummed  softly  to  himself  while 
he  (lid  so.  Presently  the  foreigner 
looked  up. 

"  That  is  well,"  he  observed  shortly. 

"  Very  well,"  agreed  Batts.  "  We  shall, 
no  doubt,  meet  in  Paris." 

**  But  we  shall  not  stay  there  long  !  " 

**  Certainly  not.  Not  long.  Of  course 
not.     The  Prince " 

"  Leaves  Svorn^k  on  Friday." 

"  Exactly.     And  so " 

**  It  may  happen  on  the  frontier." 

**  That  is  what  we  understood.  He  must 
not  reach  Paris,  in  fact." 

**The  details  have  yet  to  be  definitely 
arranged." 

"  In  Paris  }  " 

**  To-morrow." 

•*  Precisely.     And  Prince  Loris " 

**  Name  no  names,  Sir !  "  cried  the  other 
angrily. 

Batts  smiled. 


"A  lapsus  lingua.  We  will  take  our 
leave,  Sir,  for  the  present.  We  start,  you 
know,  by  the  night  mail  this  evening. 
Doubtless  you  will  join  our  party." 

**  Unless  I  leave  earlier,"  replied  the 
stranger.     "In  which  case " 

"  We  will  meet  to-morrow  in  Paris." 

"  Without  doubt." 

Batts  took  up  his  hat. 

**  And  so.  Monsieur,  au  revotrl  "  he  said 
with  a  bow. 

**  Au  revoify  gentlemen,  and  hon  voyageV* 
said  the  stranger,  returning  our  bows. 

A  minute  later  the  door  had  closed  upon 
us,  and  Batts  and  I  were  once  more  in  the 
street. 

"  An  admirable  conspirator  ! "  laughed 
Batts.  "  So  laconic,  artless,  serious,  and 
unsuspecting ! " 

"The  most  suspicious  are  the  most 
easily  deceived,"  I  said. 

"  A  fallacy,  my  good  Bertram !  "  said 
Batts.  "  As  a  rule  it  is  not  so  ;  but  in  the 
present  instance  luck  has  been  with  us. 
Pure  luck,  Bertram ;  nothing  but  luck !  " 
As  he  spoke  he  signed  to  a  passing 
hansom. 

"  What  do  you  propose  to  do  now  }  "  I 
demanded. 

"  Drive  to  the  Central  Telegraph  Office," 
he  replied.     "  Get  in,  Bertram." 

I  did  so ;  and  when  we  were  seated  siue 
by  side  in  the  hansom  Batts  volunteered  a 
further  explanation  of  his  motives. 

"My  first  inference,"  said  he,  "was 
obviously  correct.  There  is  evidently  a 
plot  on  foot  to  kidnap  his  Highness  Loris 
of  Rivania  as  he  crosses  the  frontier  on  his 
journey  to  Paris  on  Friday.  I  think  we  can 
safely  assume  that — or  something  like  it. 
Then  will  follow  the  coup  d'ilat  referred  to 
in  the  letter.     And  aprh ^' 

"  Yes  .>  " 

"  A  general  discharge  of  revolutioiiary 
squibs,  my  good  Bertram ;  a  regular 
political  pyrotechnic  display!  Possibly 
an  appeal  to  European  arbitration — good- 
ness knows  what  afterwards.  But,  fortu- 
nately, we  are  now  in  a  position  to 
damage  these  Balkan  fireworks  by  a 
judicious  douche  of  cold  water,  you 
and  I !  " 

"  Indeed !     How  ?  " 
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*'  By  means  of  the  telegraph,  Bertram." 

*'  Oh,  I  see !  You  purpose  to  wire 
information  to  the  Prince  ? " 

**  No,  my  good  Bertram,  not  to  the 
Prince." 

"  To  whom,  then  ?  " 

*'  Why,"  said  Batts,  who  was  evidently 
in  the  highest  good  humour,  "  to  the 
excellent  Szarvas,  of  course — that  grisly 
old  martinet  who  acts  as  the  Prince's  con- 
fidential adviser,  and  holds  both  the  Prince 
and  his  Government  in  leading  -  strings  ! 
To  Szarvas  and  no  other." 

**  Colonel  Szarvas  I  I  remember  seeing 
him  at  the  Savov  Hotel." 

"  Your  memory  serves  you.  Colonel 
Szarvas  is  not  a  man  easily  forgotten  once 
seen.     Luckily,  he  understands  P^nglish." 

'*  Why,  luckily  ?  " 

"  Because  a  telegram  in  English  will  be 
less  likely  to — miscarry  !  "  observed  Batts 
meaningly. 

**  Ah,  I  perceive." 

**  You  are  aware,  of  course,-  that  there 
is  a  strict  censorship  over  outgoing  tele- 
grams from  Svornik  and  Bliitz  ?  " 

**  I  was  not." 

**  Oh,  yes,  my  dear  fellow,  the  Govern- 
ment are  very  particular  on  that  point. 
Hence  the  difficulty  of  communication 
between  our  conspirators.  They  were 
compelled  to  resort  to  means  of  personal 
communication,  as  you  have  seen.  A 
telegram,  however,  from  London  will  not 
be  blocked." 

"  Especially  if  it  be  in  English  ?  " 

"Especially  if  it  be  in  English  !  Here 
we  arc." 

Batts  descended  at  the  post-office,  and 
1  followed  him.  Stepping  to  the  tele- 
graph-desk, he  wrote  hastily  for  a  minute 
or  two,  and  then  handed  me  the  following 
draft  of  his  telegram  to  read — 

**  To  Colonel  Szar\*as,  Svorndk,  Rivania. 
I  have  received,  authentic  proofs  that  there 
is  a  conspiracy  on  foot  to  kidnap  the 
Prince  and  overthrow  his  Government  on 


Friday  next — the  occasion  of  his  journey 
to  Paris.  I  lose  not  a  moment  in  tele- 
graphing to  inform  you  of  the  plot,  details 
of  which  I  will  wire  to  you  if  you  desire. 
Archibald  P.  Batts,  Savoy  Hotel." 

**You  have  said  enough  and  not  too 
much,"  I  observed,  handing  him  back  the 
telegraph-form. 

**  And  we  have  only  now,"  remarked  he,. 
*'  to  await  the  Colonel's  reply." 

The  telegram  was  instantly  despatched,, 
and  Batts  and  I  found  ourselves  at  length 
free  to  indulge  in  our  long-deferred  lunch.. 

*'  I  think,  indeed,  that  we  have  earned 
it,"  he  smiled,  as  we  sat  down  at  the 
table. 

It  was  past  four  o'clock  when  I  accom- 
panied Batts  back  to  his  hotel.  Scarcely 
had  we  entered  the  smoking-room  when  a 
messenger  approached  him  with  a  tele- 
gram. Batts  opened  it,  and  leisurely  ran 
his  eye  over  the  contents.  Then  he 
passed  it  to  me  with  a  laugh. 

**  So   much,"   said    he.    "  for   our    dis- 
interested efibrts  to  save  Rivania,  Bertram  ! 
It  seems  we  might  have  spared  ourselves, 
the  trouble,  after  all." 

For  this  was  the  telegram  that  I  read,, 
worded  in  English — 

**  Colonel  Szarvas  presents  his  compli- 
ments and  thanks  to  Mr.  Batts  for  the 
information  just  communicated  to  him. 
He  begs  to  inform  Mr.  Batts  that  the 
details  of  the  plot  referred  to  in  his- 
telegram  have  been  in  Colonel  Szarvas*s 
possession  for  some  time  past,  and  that 
every  movement  and  design  of  the  con- 
spirators is  already  watched  and  known  to 
the  Government  of  Rivania." 

**  I  think,"  said  Batts  quizzically,  **  that 
in  future,  Bertram,  we  may  safely  leave  the 
management  of  Rivanian  affairs  in  the 
hands  of  this  omniscient  old  warrior." 

"And,  my  dear  Batts,"  I  added,  "we 
will  meddle  no  more  with  Italian  organ- 
grinders." 
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Wy.  I'iillcil  our  boat  up  stream  s 
aftur  sunrise,  looking  Co  riKht 
left  for  a  (|uict  shallow  wiicre  wc  a 
run  Iicr  aground.  We  had  o 
field -glasses,  and  ntite-books  ;  hc  wi 
search  of  the    pitturi^Hqin.'.     Pushinj 


from  the  anchored  punt^an  extemporised 
landing-jetty — we  saw  old  (jeorgic  Bates 
eye  us  narrowly  as  hc  stood  in  his  Welling- 
tons cutting  cresses  for  the  Loudon 
market.  He  had  watched  u.s  load  our 
craft.  Cameras,  gipsy-keltic,  sundry  and 
nondescript  impedimenta —  nothing  had 
escaped  his  curious  notice.  Perchance 
hc  thought  us  demented.  If  such  was 
not  the  case  his  looks  belied  him. 

The  stream  ran  almost  parallel  with  the 
footpath  tlirough  the  meadows.     From  my 


seat  in  the  stern  1  could  see  the  inter- 
mittent  play  of  the  soft  south  wind  over  the 
long  grass,  and  hear  the  twitterings  of  the 
linnets' as  they  fluttered,  as  is  their  wont, 
from  field  to  field.  A  jolly  company  of 
blue  titmice  were  busv  in  the  pollards  as 
we  passed,  indifferent  whether 
head  or  tail  nas  uppermost. 
The  rainfall  had  been  scant 
for  many  days  and  the  water 
was  low  and  clear.  Resting 
on  our  oars,  we  could  see  the 
minnows,  as  Keats  once  saw 
them,  "slaying  their  wavy 
bodies  'gainst  the  stream  "  ; 
and  from  time  to  time  water- 
beetles  {Dr/iscus)  rose  to  the 
surface  and,  satisfied  what 
manner  of  men  we  were,  dived 
down  again  to  harry  smaller 
foes.  Presently  the  strcan) 
sHcpt  H-estward,  and  the  scene 
was  changed.  Low  -  lying 
meadows,  doited  with  marsh 
marigolds  and  meadow-sweet, 
were  beside  us  no  longer. 
Henceforth  the  stream  ran 
through  the  heart  of  the 
summer  woods — the  summer  woods  of 
Old  England. 

F.verj-  man  to  his  taste.  If  a  Spaniard, 
vou  will  boasl  of  the  scenery  among  the 
mountaii;s  of  Aragon  when  the  morning 
mist  is  brooding  over  the  higher  barrancos, 
or  of  the  falling  waters  whose  continual 
spray  refreshes  the  ferns  that  grace  the 
very  door  of  tliL-  posada.  If  an  Italian,  jou 
will  boast  of  the  Viaduct  of  La  Riccia,  of 
leafy  Catanzaro,  of  the  silver-grey  olive  on 
the  hillsides  of  Calabria,  of  the  inspiration 
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tellano. 


that  lurts  in  a  flask  of  Cai 
like  Mr.  Louis  Bccke,  jou  have  seen  the 
multitude  of  isles  lift  their  heads  like 
water-lilies  in  the  Southern  Seas,  you  will 
speak  of  the  call  and  clamour  of  the  sea- 
fowl,  and  of  the  unresting'  play  of  surf  upon 


sweet  will ;  and,  strolling  a  few  hundred 
yards,  secured  three  pictures  for  the  pur- 
poses of  this  article.  In  one,  the  oak  in 
the  foreground  is  a  credit  to  his  species ; 
in  another,  we  include  two  boys  who  do- 
not  object  to  wade  before  breakfast — and 
their  boots.  The  third  might  illus- 
trate a  work  on  the  everglades  of 
Florida  or  the  tributaries  of  the 
upper  Amazon.  A  botanist  might 
expose    the   fraud,  but  botanists- 

All  is  grist  that  comes  to  tbe- 
water-rat's  mill.  We  had  flung  a 
crust  of  particularly  obdurate  con- 
sistency out  among  the  rushes,  and 
soon  learnt  that  there  were  voles- 
in>  the  vicinity.  An  old  male, 
hardened  by  several  seasons  of 
unpunished  theft,  came  softly  to 
where  the  crust  had  fallen  and 
appropriated  the  jettisoned  morsel. 
\\'arily  he  looked  from  side  to 
sitle,   aflbrding    us   a    good     view 


the  reef.  Iteing  Englishmen, 
we  love  our  lOnglish  woods 
and  streams  .and  would  rather 
live  in  London  than  in  Rome. 
We  turned  our  boat's  nose 
into  the  first  convenient 
creek,  and  twisting  the 
painter  round  the  trunk  of 
a  willow  that  leaned  athwart 
the  shallow,  landed  to  pre- 
pare breakfast  and  to  take 
our  pleasure  m  the  pathless 
woods.  Nothing  can  ever 
impress  some  of  us  quite 
so  supremely  as  the  woods 
in  summer.  The  first  flush 
of  spring  has  been  sung 
by  a  thousand  |>oets ;  'tis 
strange  the  immature  leaflet  should 
e^okc  deeper  admiration  than  the  perfect 
leaf.  We  had  perfect  leaves  and  scenes 
enough  to-day;  it  was  diliicult  to  know 
when  to  spare  the  camera.  Suspending 
our  gip-sy-ketlle  over  an  irreproachable 
camfi-fire,  we    left    it    to    boil  at  its  own 


of  his  brown  person  and  furmidable 
teeth,  projecting  from  his  upper  jaw  like 
small  lusks  turned  downwards.  He 
shuflled  away  into  deeper  seclusion  for 
a  few  moments  ;  but  presently  re- 
appeared upon  a  hummock  of  float- 
ing,   hall-rotten    herbage    in    mid-stream.. 
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where  he  sat  upon  his  haunches  boldly 
enough,  turning  his  crust  from  side .  to 
side  of  his  mouth  with  truly  Epicurean 
relish..  Presumably  he  objected  to  be 
photographed,  for  as  ive  were  making 
stealthy  preparations  with  the  camera, 
he  suddenly  bowed  to  us  in  the  most 
ostentatious  manner,  and  took  to  the 
stream.  We  watched  his  brown  snout 
moving  slowly  towards  the  opposite  bank, 
the  nostrils  just  above  the  water.  For 
reasons  best  known  to  himself  he  had  left 
his  crust  upon 
the  hummock. 

"There  rolls 
the  deep,  where 
grew  the  tree," 
We  thought  of 
Ten  ny  son's 

sheltered  from 
the  noonday  heat 
by  a  superb 
beech,  we  dis- 
cussed the  past 
and  present  con- 
figuration of  the 
richly  wooded 
valley  through 
which  we  had 
M-andered.  When 
patriarch  Jacob 
No.  104.     September  1900 


spoke  of  the  "everlasting  hills"  he 
displayed  an  ignorance  of  geology 
very  pardonable  under  the  circum- 
stances. The  remark  that  the  fashion 
of  this  world  passes  away  is  as  true 
from  the  physiographical  as  from  the 
social  standpoint.  But  the  passings 
differ  greatly  in  duration.  The  his- 
torian regards  two  thousand  years 
ago  asancient  history;  'tis  the  yester- 
day of  geology.  We  may  reverse  the 
proposition  quoted,  and  say  that  the 
sea  once  rolled  where  this  beech  noiv 
grows ;  for  during  the  Eocene  period 
the  whole  of  south-eastern  England 
was  covered  by  the  ocean.  In  earlv 
prc-gtacial  days,  before  the  I^a  basin 
or  the  valley  of  the  Brent  had  assumed 
anything  like  their  present  form 
the  land  hereabouts  was  of  a  lower 
level  by  some  two  hundred  feet,  and 
mankind  was  not  yet  the  outcome  <Si 
whole  sons  of  biological  evolution. 
Mother  Earth  is  much  older  than  her 
children ;  but  the  mammoth  probably 
roamed  in  this  valley  thirty,  forty,  fift;- 
thousand  years  ago !  Fossil'  remains  of 
the  cave  lion,  elephant,  and  mammoth 
were  dug  from  Pleistocene  gravels  near 
this  neighbourhood  in  1884;  they  may  be 
seen  in  the  Jluseum  of  Geology  in  Jermyn 
Street,  Piccadilly.  Nearer  to  our  own 
epoch,  but  still  at  an  immeasurable  distance. 
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s  deer  and  oxen,  long  since  extinct, 
came  nightly  to  drink  of  the  lowland 
freshets  around  what  is  now  mighty 
London. 

It  was  warm  indeed  as  we  sauntered 
through  the  hazel  glades  in  the  afternoon. 
The  laughter  of  a  jay  rang  out  frequently 
from  the  higher  tree-tops  ;  he  was  careful 
to  keep  his  distance,  but  we  had  many  a 
glimpse  of  his  blue  wing  and  somewhat 
jerky,   hesitating  flight.      He  is  not  on 


speaking  terms  wilh  the  gamekeeper,  and 
his  carcase  is  frequently  hung  out  as  a 
fearful  warning  to  his  brethren  that  the 
wages  of  sin  is  death.  For  he  is  a  reputed 
egg-sucker  and  chick- destroyer ;  that  is 
the  head  and  front  of  his  offending. 
Crow-like  in  the  eyes  of  the  naturalist,  he 
is  classed  among  the  Corvidre.  The  jay 
builds  a  cun-shaped  nest  in  the  thickest 
of  the  wood,  and  lays  from  four  to  seven 
eggs,  densely  freckled  uith  light  brown. 
Nowadays  the  law  is  severe  on  us  who  go 
a-binls'  nesting ;  but  twenty  years  back 
we  robbed  many  a  jay's  nest  in  the  woods 
behind  the  lake  at  Stagenhoe-bolt()m. 
Wc  make  the  confession  lightly,  for  the 
kei-per's  son  was  privy  to  our  depredation. 
We  came  out  from  the  precincts  of  the 
jav  presently  and  found  ourselves  once 
wiirc  ))eside  the  stream,  fully  a  mile  from 


our  anchorage.  Whilst  retracing  onr 
steps  we  met  with  variety  of  scene  suffi- 
cient for  our  diversion.  Perhaps  the  most 
prominent  insects  upon  the  wing  were 
the  dragon -flies,  gaudiest  of  the  many 
gaudy  Neuroptera.  that  haunt  our 
inland  waters.  The  French  call  them 
Demoiselles,  but  the  pertinence  of  this 
nomenclature  is  not  quite  obvious.  The 
deportment  of  the  dragon-flies  is  at  no 
time  lady-like ;  they  combine  the  insolence 
of  the  titmice 
with  the  vin- 
dictiveness  of 
the  tiger-beetle. 
They  are 
cousins  to  the 
caddis  and 
second -cousins 
to  the  cicada. 
Their  gauze- 
like  wings  arc 
wonderfully  re- 
ticulated by  a 
fine  network  of 
nenures.  The 
antennae  are 
small,  the  eyes 
largeand  bright. 
Xo  inconsider- 
able portion  of 
the  dragon-fly's 
existence  is 
passed  in  chasing  butterflies  and  moths. 
The  males  behave  rudely  towards  their 
partners,  and  domestic  friction  is  oficn 
painfully  apparent.  The  voung  larva;  art- 
worth  a  week's  patient  study,  bolh  in 
their  native  haunts  and  under  the  micro- 
scope. The  lip  is  long,  and  is  armed 
with  pinccr-like  palps.  By  darting  these 
palps  forward,  thi'v  can  transfi.v  an  un- 
warj'  foe  who  has  perchance  tieemed  him- 
self .it  a  safe  distance.  They  breathe  with 
their  viscera !  Wu  hoped  to  photograph 
the  dragon-fly  upon  the  wing,  but  found 
it  impossible.  Ho  we  chose  a  spot  where 
we  had  seen  them  in  full  force,  and  securt'd 
its  likeness. 

Men  of  rare  parts  live  by  meadow  and 
stream  in  this  England  of  ours.  Some  uf 
them  have  looked  Dame  Nature  in  the 
face  fur  ihrccscore  years  and  ten  and  have 
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■not  been  ashamed.  Thiy  know  a  hawk 
from  a  hemshaw.  There  are  great  men 
among  them  too,  only,  as  Thoreau  puts  it, 
they  never  took  to  the  way  of  writing. 
They  are  learned  after  their  own  fashion, 
though  they  graduate  in  no  school  save 
that  of  experience.  Dante  or  Descartes 
Jie  not  in  their  province ;  but  they  know 
that  the  brooding  lapwing  will  employ 
■every  wile  and  shift  to  divert  your  atten- 
tion from  her  nest ;  that  the  meadow-pipit 
will  cover  her  eggs  tenaciously  even  until 
you  tread  upon  her  tail  feathers  \  that  the 
wren  will  not  suffer  her  privacy  to  be 
violated,  but  will  perchance  desert  her  nest 
if  you  take  one  egg  from  her  nini^  or  ten. 
We  encountered  such  a  man  as  we  neared 
our  boat,  and  had  some  talk  with  him  con- 
■ceniing  bats,  over  a  quiet  pipe.  He  had 
watched  them  well  and  read  about  them 
too.  A  few  bats  were  hawking  hither  and 
thither  as  we  were  preparing  to  pull  down 
the  stream  in  the  quietude  of  the  early 
-evening,  and  upon  that  hint  he  spake. 
Naturally  enough,  he  spoke  of  the  pipis- 
trelle  {Vesperugo pipistreUus)aslh«:  "liitter- 
mouse,"  but  he  understood  its  habits  well 
enough.  He  said  that  all  bats  {Chirop/era) 
fly  abroad  mostly  in  the  earlj'  morning  and 
at  eve,  but  may  occasionally  be  seen  dis- 
torting in    the   sunshine   at  midday.     In 


England  they  pass  the  winter  season  in  a 
torpid  condition,  suspended  from  some 
coign  of  vantage  by  their  hinder  claws. 
Sometimes  they  are  discovered  by  thb 
country  lads  in  bam,  belfry,  or  elsewhere, 
and  great  numbers  of  them  are  annually 
destroyed.  Several  species  are  not  denizens 
of  England,  but  visit  us  more  or  less 
frequently.  The  noctule,  or  great  bat,  is 
found  as  far  northward  as  Yorkshire.  He 
is  partial  to  cockchafers  and  the  precincts 
of  learning — 148  of  them  were  taken  in 
two  nights  from  the  eaves  of  Queen's 
College.  Cambridge.  This  is  "  gospel," 
and  the  fact  is  recorded  by  Pennant. 

There  was  but  little  light  in  the  sky 
when  we  parted  from  our  rustic  professur 
of  natural  history.  The  sun  had  gone 
down  in  a  blaze  of  golden  glory  behind 
the  wooded  ridge  far  to  our  left — the 
haunt  of  the  wood-pigeon  and  the  squirrel. 
Almost  unbroken  silence  brooded  over  us 
as  wo  pulled  for  home  ;  we  heard  but  few 
birds  save  the  ever-wakeful  sedge -warbler, 
and  a  nightingale  in  the  hollow  behind 
the  parsonage.  We  noticed,  late  in  the 
afternoon,  that  the  chaffinches  were  call- 
ing "weet,  wcet,"  instead  of  "fink,  fink." 
Let  us  get  to  our  desired  haven  speedily  ; 
for  that  change  in  ihe  call  of  the  chaflinch 
was  a  promise  of  rain. 


■f 


THE   "ARRIVING"  OF  JOHN 
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THE  event  resulted  througli  accident 
rather  than  design,  being  the  out- 
come of  an  ingenious  scheme  originated  by 
John  himself. 

His  introduction  of  the  subject  was 
somewhat  obscure. 

**  Two  miserable  local  rags,  and  nothing 
in  'em  but  gossip  and  advertisements  of 
fat  cattle,"  he  remarked,  with  the  pre- 
cision of  a  person  making  a  great  dis- 
covery ;  and  after  trying  for  a  moment  to 
work  out  the  connection,  I  gave  it  up. 

**  Uzve  brought  out  a  paper,*'  he  resumed, 
with  conscious  superiority  in  his  tone,  **  it 
would  catch  on  directly,  and  we  could 
price  it  at  sixpence." 

Then  his  meaning  gradually  dawned  on 
me.  A  hankering  after  notoriety,  com- 
bined with  impecuniosity,  has  always 
characterised  John. 

"  It  must  be  light  and  literary,  social, 
amusing,  but  not  too  personal." 

**  Smart ! "  I  interjected,  and  John 
looked  rather  annoyed  at  my  hitting  on 
the  exact  definition  of  his  project. 

'*  Shall  you  let  the  girls  into  it.^"  I 
asked. 

**\Vell — ^}'es — because  it  had  better  be 
kept  secret  until  we  're  ready  to  issue  the 
first  number,"  he  said  significantly. 

**  And  they  *11  let  out  just  enough  to 
make  {)eople  want  to  know  more,"  1 
concluded. 

We  held  a  committee  meeting  that 
evening.  There  were  just  the  four  of 
us — namely,  the  two  girls,  John,  and 
myself. 

The  former,  aged  twelve  and  fourteen, 
are  known  respectively  as  Bones  and  The 
Fat    One,     facts    which     render    further 


detail  superfluous ;   John,  as   the   papers 
say,  **  baffles  description." 

He  is  the  eldest  of  us  and  nearly  six- 
teen, with  a  little  body,  a  big  head,  and 
great  staring,  dreamy,  brown  eyes. 

Except  for  his  nose,  which  is  modified 
Roman,  the  rest  of  his  face  isn't  at  all  in 
keeping  with  them,  being  of  the  full-moon 
type,  with  a  mouth  large  enough  to  make 
the  fortune  of  a  professional  humorist, 
and  a  smile  that  reaches  nearly  round  his 
he^d. 

He  has  always  a  love-affair  in  hand  ;  at 
present  it 's  the  elde.st  Graham  girl.  She 
said  lately  that  John  **  was  just  at  the  age 
when  boys  say  nice  things  awkwardly "  ; 
but  I  found  out  for  myself  long  ago- 
that  he  's  awfully  soft  where  girls  are  con- 
cerned, specially  if  they're  at  all  good- 
looking. 

Before  her  it  was  Miss  Eliot,  the  girls' 
governess.  I  know  for  a  fact  she  snubbed 
him,  and  before  that 

This,    however,   is  not  a  biographical; 
psychological     sketch    of    John,    but    a 
brief    narration    of    the    manner    of    his 
**  arrival." 

He  undertook  from  the  outset  the  joint 
roles  of  editor  and  financial  manager^ 
though  at  that  time  there  weren't  any 
finances  to  manage. 

**  We  can  arrange  about  that  after- 
wards," John  said,  so  we  went  on  ta 
discuss  the  purely  literarj-  aspect  of  the 
aff*air. 

**  What  about  a  title  ?  "  Bones  asked. 

**  Sudbufy  Socitiv  would  do,"  The  Fat 
One  suggested  sagely,  **  and  we  could  put 
in  all  about  dances  and  at-homes,  and 
engagements ^" 
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"And  call  it  the  Sudbury  ScandaU 
monger^**  John  wound  up  contemptuously- 

"  You  seem  to  think  no  one  knows 
anything  about  papers  but  yourself,"  The 
Fat  One  rejoined  aggressively. 

Bones  and  I  looked  at  each  other  and 
sighed. 

"  If  they  're  going  to  start  haggling,"  I 
began 

"  Will  there  be  editorials  and  leaders  }  " 
Bones  asked  tactfully. 

"  By  Jove  !  The  Four-in^Hand  wouldn't 
be  a  bad  name  for  it,"  I  exclaimed,  struck 
with  the  affinity  between  leaders  and  four- 
in-hands. 

The  others  saw  it  too^  afterwards,  and 
John's  snort  was  exceptionally  irritating. 

"  Your  ignorance  would  be  sublime  if 
it  wasn't  ridiculous,"  he  said  loftily. 

**  Ahem  !  Shakspere  }  "  I  inquired 
sarcastically. 

'*  No— oh,  no !  John  Willard  Petherton," 
he  replied  languidly. 

**  Anyhow,  there  are  four  of  us — but  let's 
settle  the  name  last,"  The  Fat  One  broke 
in,  sandwiching  the  suggestion  between 
two  yawns ;  **  and  is  it  to  be  written, 
or  printed,  or  what — and  how  many 
copies  }  " 

**  Typed  at  one  of  the  offices  in  the 
town — that 's  where  the  expenses  will 
come  in,"  John  said  ;  **  though,  of  course, 
they'll  give  us  a  reduction  for  taking  a 
quantity." 

**  And  what  will  the  quantity  be  ?  "  The 
Fat  One  asked  interestedly,  hoping  to 
catch  John. 

**  We  shall  determine  the  probable 
circulation  by  canvassing,"  he  replied 
pedantically,  **  and  if  the  demand  exceeds 
the  supply,  so  much  the  better,  because  " — 
his  English  became  quite  ordinary  as  he 
warmed  to  his  subject — "  people  will  jolly 
well  go  for  the  second  number." 

"We  could  have  a  house-to-house 
visitation,  and  tout  for  advertisements 
at  the  same  time,"  I  suggested  ;  "  and  the 
money  for  those  would  pay  working 
expenses,  and  what  we  get  from  the 
actual  sales  would  be  c-1-e-a-r  profit !  " 

Pleasurable  anticipation,  and  the  indul- 
gent approval  of  a  great  man,  illuminated 
John's  countenance. 


"  Two  of  you  can  go  round  and  see^ 
people  to-morrow,"  he  said  placidly- 

"  /  can't  possibly.  I  'm  going  to  spend 
the  day  with  the  O'Murraghs,  so  don't 
come  to  themy^  The  Fat  One  said  hastily  ; 
^besides,  it  isn't  quite  the  thing  for  mr 
to — er — ^being  the  next  eldest.  Bones- 
and  Dickie  had  better  go." 

"  Oh,  indeed !  I  like  the  way  you  two- 
shift  the  responsibili^,"  I  said. 

"We  shan't  know  what  to  say,^  Bones i 
said  weakly. 

"  Oh,  we  '11  coach  you  beforehand," 
John  assured  us  encouragingly,  "  and  you 
can  take  round  a  sort  of  prospectus  of 
what  the  magazine  is  to  be." 

"And  what  is  the  magazine  to  be  .'^ "  I 
inquired- 

We  set  to  work,  after  that,  to  determine. 
Of  course,  The  Fat  One  wanted  to  do  a 
ladies'  page.  Bones  thought  "Answers 
to  Correspondents  "  would  be  in  her  line  ; 
naturally  I  wanted  to  do  sports  and  illus- 
trate everything  with  my  Kodak,  and 
John — need  it  be  said  ? — wanted  to  boss- 
the  whole  show. 

Finally  we  decided  to  devote  the  first 
four  pages  to  "Things  in  General" — of 
John's  selection. 

These  would  be  followed  by  three  pages 
of  sports,  and  a  page  of  "  Fancy  Photos  " — 
my  department.  Next,  a  short  stor}' — 
from  John's  pen ;  after  that  the  social 
element,  under  the  head  of  "  Classi- 
calities  " — The  Fat  One's  section  ;  then  an 
editorial — John  again ;  and  the  last  page 
would  be  reserved  for  Bones's  "  Answers 
to  Correspondents."  Until  queries  came 
in  we  said  she  should  fill  it  up  with 
anything  she  liked,  so  long  as  it  was  read- 
able. **  Characters  from  Handwriting  "  and 
"Etiquette"  we  decided  to  manage 
between  us. 

"  Father  would  be  good  for  a  quid — if 
he  took  on  the  idea,"  I  said  presently, 
reverting  to  the  financial  question. 

**  Better  keep  it  dark  here  till  we  can  burst 
on  them  with  the  first  number.  Besides, 
it  would  merely  mean  deductions  from 
pocket-money,  which  would  cripple  us 
later  on,"  rejoined  the  ever-prudent  John, 
who  gets  a  larger  sum  than  the  rest  of  us^ 
So  we  decided  to  work  it  from  the  outside* 
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II. 
Bones  and  I  commenced  operations  next 
morning  at  Oaklands,  old  Blakeley's  place, 
with  the  ostensible  object  of  inquiring  after 
his  gout. 

Besides  being  Bones's  godfather,  he 's  a 
J. P.,  and  several  other  things.  Some 
people  thinli  him  rather  formidable  in 
consequence,  but  he  only  wants  a  little 
management. 

"  It  looks  to  me,"  he  said  solemnly, 
afier  we  had  explained  ourselves,  and 
quoted  John,  from 
the  circular  he 
had  thoughtful  If 
provided,  "  liki' 
obtaining  monex 
by  false  pretences. 
How    can    I    bf 


thumb  and  fore- 
finger wandered 
towards  his  waist- 
coat-pocket,  and 
he  spoke  so 
slowly  that  you 
could  almost  hear 
every  letter 
separately— 
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"  Anyway,  you  're  candid,"  he  said, 
handing  over  a  sovereign,  and  we  left 
almost  immediately. 

Being  near  feeding-time,  we  decided 
to  go  on  into  the  town  for  lunch,  and 
look  up  the  other  people  on  our  list  on 
the  way  back. 

Both  the  baker  and  the  fishmonger  were 
immensely  struck  with  the  idea,  and, 
beudes  arranging  for  prepaid  advertise- 
ments, bespoke  several  copies  of  the  paper. 
They  advised  us  to  advertise  largel)'  our- 
selves, and  volun- 


'■that  yo 
circulation 
will  be  ex-ten- 
sive -  enough - 
to  -  make  -  it- 
worth-my- 
while-to-ad- 


"  We  can't  either,"  Bones  said  candidly. 

"  Crock ! "  I  mutLercd,  for  Bones's  edi- 
fication. "  Of  course  there  's  a  certain 
amount  of  risk,"  I  said  aloud,  "but  it's 
not  any  worse  than  mining  companies  or 
other  spaculations." 

"And-what-is-this-marvel-to-be-calledP" 
The  thumb  and  forefinger  were  inside  his 
pocket  by  the  time  he  had  asked. 

"Well,  we've  several  titles  to  choose 
from,  as  we  all  want  something  different, 
so  I  don't  expect  we  shall  decide  till  the 
Jay  we  go  to  press,"  I  answered. 


leered     to     stick 

handbills  in  their 

windows. 

"  I  didn't  think 

it  was    going  to 

be    such    a     big 

affair    as     this — 

did  you  ?  "  Bones 

E^(f,JU^  |M^ 

asked. 

"It    would    be 

"r^^^^^H 

rather  a  sell  if  the 

^  wSmI^H 

whole    thing    fell 

^Sf  v'  I^^B 

through,"    I    re- 

sponded. 

When   we    got 

home,     hoHcver, 

af.or     paying 

further  calls   and 

j^S^  -i 

realising     a     fair 

-"'  '•^^^ ., 

amount,  we  found 

„e^,.,-™w:.4.->)i„ 

that  John  was  still 

in  deadly  earnest. 

and  covered  with 

mn.f  ntarly  turned 

ink.      Kvidenily, 

air  S'Ty- 

therefore,  he  had 

been    working,   a 

thing    he    only 

does   under   com 

ulsion,    or   to   dull    thi; 

poignancy  of  an  exceptionally  heartless 
rejection. 

"  On  the  whole,  our  day's  work  has  been 
successful,"  he  said,  as  he  counted  over 
the  money. 

"  Our  day's  work — Bones's  ami  mine," 
I  retorted  sarcastically. 

'■  Wrong  as  usual,"  drawled  John. 
"  I've  done  a  story,  a  two-page  intro- 
duction of  ourselves  and  the  paper,  '  To 
Our  Readers,'  and  about  nineteen  para- 
j[iaphs  of  GeneialiUes."    With  the  calm 
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consciousness   of  achievement,   he    leant 
back  and  yawned. 

His  smug  complacency  irritated  the  rest 
of  us.  **  We  shoi^d  like  to  hear  some  of 
these  productions,"  I  suggested,  and  John 
took  about  fifteen  pages  of  foolscap  from 
a  drawer. 

"  And  I  \-e  thought  of  a  decent  title. 
How  do  you  like  the  Arena  ?"  he  asked. 

Personally,  I  couldn't  see  that  it  was  any 
better  than  the  Four-in-Hand, 

**  And  there  are  four  of  us,"  Bones  said, 
echoing  a  previous  assertion  with  a  haste 
which  simulated  originality. 

**  But  it  *s  perfectly  evident  who 's  going 
to  have  the  whip-hand,"  The  Fat  One 
interposed. 

John  looked  supremely  indifferent  during 
these  expressions  of  opinion,  but  at  the 
first  pause  he  commenced  the  **To  Our 
Readers,"  to  whom,  in  a  few  graceful 
phrases,  he  introduced  the  Arena  and  our- 
selves. 

Passing  straight  on  to  "  Things  in 
General,"  he  expounded  his  views  on  art, 
literature,  and  politics. 

**Are  those  'Generalities'.^"  I  asked 
suspiciously,  though  it  sounded  plausible 
enough. 

*•  Z//eralities,"  John  replied  serenely. 

He  declined  to  read  the  story  just  then, 
so  we  went  on  to  discuss  the  illustrations, 
which,  as  Art  Editor,  were  in  my  hands. 
The  mounting  and  arrangement,  I  found 
subsequently,  were  a  good  bit  of  bother, 
but  it  was  the  sports  columns  which  nearly 
turned  my  hair  grey. 

I  put  in  the  cycling  and  cricket  affairs 
of  every  club  1  knew  of,  and  the  names 
and  sobriquets  of  the  members;  all  fix- 
tures— those  I  wasn't  certain  about  I  fixed 
myself,  taking  a  certain  amount  of  literary 
license  for  granted  ;  but  the  whole  lot 
only  made  two  columns,  even  when  I 
added  female  croquet  meetings.  In  the 
end  I  had  to  fall  back  on  John,  and  he 
managed,  by  means  of  judicious  padding 
and  embroidery,  to  spread  the  raw  material 
over  three  pagies. 

It  was  the  same  with  The  Fat  One's 
Classicalities.  We  all  felt  instinctively 
that  the  style  was  wrong,  and  it  ended 
as    in    my  case— that  she   supplied    the 


pearls,  and  John  strung  them.  Bones  had 
really  the  easiest  berth,  as  she  filled  her 
page  with  selected  quotations. 

The  day  before  going  to  pre§|,  John 
read  us  his  story.  It  began  with  a  full- 
blown metaphorical  epigram. 

**  The  man  in  love  resembles  a  beggar 
with  indigestion.  Although  he  suffers 
acutely,  the  cause  is  not  of  a  regrettable 
nature." 

I  recognised  instantly  that  these  were 
John's  private  sentiments ;  also  that  the 
girl  in  the  story  was  the  third  Miss  Hinton, 
and  the  man  was  John. 

I  don't  think  he  knew  it  himself,  but  to 
me,  being  gifted  with  a  faculty  for  seeing 
things  I  'm  not  intended  to,  it  was  quite 
obvious  that  Arthur  Heidelburg  and  John 
Petherton  were  one  and  the  same. 

"  Love  Unavailing  "  was  the  title — it 's 
astonishing  how  much  John  knows  about 
love ;  but  you  can't  wonder  that  it 's 
unavailing,  considering  she  is  ten  years 
older,  and  regards  John  as  a  mere 
schoolboy. 


III. 

By  the  first  of  the  month,  the  date  of 
publication,  all  necessary  preparations 
were  completed.  We  had  the  shee-ts 
from  the  typist's,  and  made  up  the  copies 
of  the  paper  ourselves,  in  specially 
designed  covers  of  our  own  v/orkmanship. 

The  labour  and  expenditure  of  time 
was  enormous,  but  we  felt  amply  repaid 
when  we  returned  to  breakfast  on  the 
morning  of  the  first,  having  carried  out 
the  work  of  distribution  on  our  bicycles. 

After  that  we  knew  what  Fame  really  is. 
Everybody  discussed  us,  and  the  majority 
read  us ;  a  few  people  slated  us,  and  we 
were  posted  to  the  Colonies.  Our  two 
contemporaries  devoted  half  a  column  of 
valuable  space  to  criticism,  and  gave  it  as 
their  opinion  that  the  short  story  was 
positively  remarkable,  by  far  the  best 
item,  and  that  the  writer  gave  indication 
of  exceptional  genius.  (John  was  more 
sublime  than  ever  after  this.) 

The  dozen  copies  we  had  in  reserve 
sold  out  at  double  the  published  price,  and 
innumerable  orders  necessitated  the  issu€ 
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of  a  second  ediUon,  which  sold 
as  the  first. 

For  three  consecutive  days  I  experi- 
enced the  luxury  of  having  money  always  in 
my  pocket,  and  John  sent  for  illustrated 


rapidly     having  expended  so  much  intellect,  and 

nearly  all  the  pecuniary  proceeds,  left  us 

totally  unfit  to  cope  with  the  exigencies  of 

a  second  number. 

Moreover,  John  said  he  nas^hangedif 


prospectuses  of  motor-cars,  because  Aggie 
Bin  ton  said  she  loved  mot  in  g. 

But  success  was  our  downfall.  \\*hen 
all  of  us  were  cleaned  out,  we  began  to 
consider  seriously  the  question  of  the  next 
issue.  '- 

Naturally  we  were  anxious  that  the  good 
impression  created  by  the  first  number 
should  not  be  destroyed,  and  the  fact  of 


he  was  going  to  do  all  the  work  this 
lime, 

"  Why  have  a  second  number  at  all  ?  " 
he  asked.  We  looked  at  one  another  in 
blank  astonishment. 

"  Financially,  the  scheme  hasn't  been  a 
success,  when  you  consider  our  present 
assets — one  and  fivepence,"  I  observed. 

"  How  to  get  out  of  it  creditably,"  John 
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nesumed,  consciously  or  unconsciously 
giving  utterance  to  our  individual  and 
collective  thoughts. 

"It  can  be  managed  by  sending  out 
a  circular  to  subscribers,"  be  continued. 

"  Who  'II  draw  it  up,  though?  "  The  Fat 
One  asked  gloomily. 

"  And  what  the  dickens  excuse  can  we 
make  ?  It  won't  do  to  let  people  know 
we've  Hewed  the  £  s.  d.,  allljough  it's 
the  actual  fact,"  I  said  conclusively. 

"  Leave  it  to  me,"  John  responded 
loftily,  "and  if  anj  of  you  can  improve  it 

afterwards "      His  tone  implied  that 

the  world  would  come  to  an  end  in  the 
event  of  such  a  possibility  resulting. 

I  was  rather  of  the  same  opinion,  how- 
ever, after  reading  the  circular,  which  ran 
as  follows— 

"  It  is  with  extreme  regret  that  the  staff 
of  the  Arena  announce  to  subscribers  their 
inability  to  continue  publication  of  the 
paper,  owing  to  the  unavoidable  retire- 
meni  of  the  editor." 

[It  was  like  John's  conceit  to  put  it  down 
to  that,  because  he  knew  that  everj-body 
knew  he  was  the  "genius"  to  whom  our 
contemporaries  referred.] 


"  In  the  early  part  of  the  week  he  was 
seized  with  violent  pains  in  the  head, 
accompanied  by  almost  total  blindness  of 
the  left  eye.  The  local  physician  was 
instantly  summoned,  and  a  specialist  from 
London,  who  pronounced  him  to  be  suf- 
fering from  enlargement  of  the  brain 
["  swelled  head  "  would  have  been  a  more 
truthful  diagnosis  of  the  case],  which, 
pressing  upon  the  optic  nerve,  caused 
temporary  blindness.  Under  the  influence 
of  chloroform,  a  portion  of  the  brain  was 
removed,  and  may  now  be  seen  at  this 
office.  Admission,  sixpence ;  children, 
half-price." 

"  It  sounds  very  well,"  was  The  Fat 
One's  comment,  "  but  it  seems  to  me  that 
you  've  taken  ail  the  credit,  John ;  as  if  we 
couldn't  have  done  without  your  assistance- 
then,  and  can't  get  on  without  it  now," 

"  And  can  you  ?  "  John  asked  blandly. 
"  There 's  nothing  to  prevent  your  trying, 
you  know." 

We  didn't,  however,  and  this  was  the 
closing  incident  in  connection  with  our 
collective  entry  and  exit  from  the  (literar}-) 
Arena. 

John  has  stopped  there  ever  since — 
writing  love-stories. 
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WHICH  are  the  highest  inhabited 
houses  in  the  kingdom  r  It  is 
because  the  writer  of  this  article  thought 
that  the  subject  might  not  be  uninteresting 
to  the  readers  of  this  Magazine  that  he  has 
made  some  inquiries  into  the  subject,  and 
has  climbed  a  few  of  the  famous  heights 
that  will  be  mentioned  in  the  course  of 
this  account. 

I  may  as  well  state  at  once  that  the 
distinction  of  being  the  very  highest 
inhabited  place  in  Great  Britain  belongs, 
without  doubt,  to  the  huts  and  obsen'atory 
upon  Ben  Nevis.  These  stand  at  a  height  of 


something  over  four  thousand  feet,  and  are 
therefore  far  and  away  the  highest  inhabited 
spots  in  the  realm.  But  these  huts  arc 
not  inhabited  all  the  year  round,  I  believe. 
Winter's  siiows  very  often  lie  upon  Ben 
Nevis  until  well  into  .\ugust,  and  our  Illus- 
tration gives  a  good  idea  of  what  they  look 
like  upon  the  Scotch  mountain  even  in 
a  moderate  May  or  June.  Hence  the 
summer  dwellers,  scientific  or  otherwise, 
upon  Ben  Nevis  find  it  much  more  con- 
genial to  depart  from  the  anticipated 
storms  of  winter  well  before  they  arrive, 
and  to  descend  to  the  plains  below. 


*'it*f  ef  mr  ^joo /ul. 
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The  Obsen-aion-  was  built  nearly  twcntv 
years  ago  for  a.stronomical  and  scientific 
purjKises,  whith  it  has  admirably  fulfilled. 
With  iliew;,  hoH-ever,  in  this  article,  «e 
ha^e  little  to  do.  What  concerns  us  more 
is  that  there  are  huts  and  a  spot  called  by 
courtesy  the  Observaion-  Hotel,  upon  the 
summit  of  the  mountain,  in  which,  during 
a  fair  jiart  of  the  year  at  lea^t,  people 
ref;ularly  dwell,  and  which  thus  acquire 
the  claim  to  be  considered  the  highest 
inhabited  portion  of  the  Urilish  Isles. 

(Vjming  from  Scotland  to  England  and 
\Val»;s,  we  nattirally  call  to  mind  our 
highest  mountain  here,  and  ask,  "  Is  there 


"  a  long-felt  want."  I  personally  doubt, 
however  speaking  as  one  who  has 
climbed  Snowdon  on  foot  more  thao 
once),  whether  the  traveller  who  uses  the 
railway  will  get  half  as  much  benefit  in 
any  uay  from  this  method  of  climbing  as 
is  got  from  sheer  work  upoik  "  Shanks's 
pony," 

But  there  is  no  denying,  net'enheless, 
that  the  railway,  with  its  station  and  hots 
on  the  summit  of  Snowdon,  has  veriljr 
been  a  boon  in  many  ways.  It  has 
enabled  people  to  reach  the  spot  who 
would  not  otherwise  have  done  so.     It  has 


enabled  the  pedes 


any  inhabited  house  on  it  ?  "  Yes,  there 
are  the  Station  Huts,  as  they  arc-  called,  on 
^noivdon,  which  are  :u  regular  occupation 
during  the  months  from  May  to  <  >ctubi'r. 
Jit  all  events.  These  huts  are  the  outcome 
«if  the  mountain  railuay  which,  during  the 
pasi  two  or  ihri-c  years,  has  run  from  l.lan- 
beris  Stali.jn,  at  the  foot  i.f  Snowdon,  to  its 
huinuiit. 

There  had  been  forulongtime  apr.iji^,! 
f..r  the  coii^truclion  of  such  a  railway  to 
cimvi-j'  weak  or  weary  travellers  up  the 
Iiitig  arduiiUN  climb  necessary  tu  ihe  tourist 
wlio  wouki  see  Wales  from  the  ti>ii  of  its 
giant  mountain.  llul  the  project  hung 
fur  until  iK<)(>,  when,  the  Hill  having 
passed  I'arliainent  all  right,  this  rail- 
way   came    iiilo    use.    and   truly    su}>plied 


nan  to  obtain  eatables 
and  drinkables  there 
which,  once  upon  a 
lime,  were  entirely 
out  of  the  question. 
We  who  did  the  foot- 
climbing  recollect 
only  too  well  how 
much  we  wanted  food 
and  drink  after  the 
three  hours'  pulHng- 
up,  and  how  we  had 
to  keep  on  wanting 
till  we  got  down 
again  to  the  charming 
cottages  at  the  foo: 
of  the  hill,  where  the 
old  ladies  used  to 
make  the  most  de- 
licious tea  imaginable, 
or  so  we  thought ! 
Leaving  the  l«o  c.\ceptional  mountains 
mentioned,  whose  highest  houses,  have, 
after  all,  only  partly  fulfilled  the  necessary 
qualifications  for  the  claim  to  be  "  the 
highest  inhabited  houses  in  the  kingdom," 
since  they  are  not  occupied  all  the  year 
round,  let  us  c<imc  to  those  that  are.  and 
whose  claims,  iherefure,  are  better. 

Despite  all  ihc  queries  there  have  been 
at  different  times  and  by  various  persons, 
there  can  he  no  doubt  that  the  best  claim 
111  be  considered  the  highest  inhabited 
bouse  all  the  year  round  in  this  conntr}' 
has  been  proved  to  be  that  of  Rumney's 
House,  on  the  borders  of  Durham  and 
I'umherlund,  though  it  has  not  attained 
anything  like  the  celebrity  of  other  high 
houses.       Rumney's  House  has  certainly 
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the  foremost  place  atnong  the  highest 
inhabited  houses  in  England  and  Wales, 
for  people  live  there  all  the  year  round, 
and  it  stands  at  an  elevation  of  not  less 
tlian  1980  feet.  Except  for  its  height, 
however,  Rumney's  House  is  comparatively 
uninteresting  to  the  ordinary  traveller,  nor 
are  the  views  from  it  as  line  as  many  of 
those  from  its  rivals. 

After  Rumney's  House  comes   Grouse 
House,  which  stands  near  the  source  of 


the  little  river  Cover  ii 
shire,  a  photograph 
of  which  we  here 
give,  specially  taken 
for  this  article.  In- 
deed, it  is  question- 
able whether  Grouse 
House  has  ever  been 
photographed  be- 
fore ;  at  any  rate,  no 
other  photograph  of 
it  exists  within  the 
writer's  knowledge. 

Grouse  House  is 
about  a  furlong  from 
the  spot  which  is 
marked  in  the  Ord- 
nance Surrey  as 
being  1  jsofcet  above 
sea-level.  Its  own 
exact  altitude,  there- 
fore, may  be  let  down 


the  north  of  York- 


at  as  nearly  1700  feet 
as  possible.  Its  name 
of  Grouse  House 
shows  plainly  enough 
whence  it  received 
the  designation,  since 
it  stands  high  and 
drj'  on  the  bU'ak 
parts  of  the  Yorkshire 
moors,  where  the 
grouse  are  found  in 
large  numbers.  The 
structure  itself  really 

houses,  stone-built, 
and  of  no  architec- 
tural pretensions. 
Hut  they  are  well 
calculated  to  with- 
stand, without  flinch- 
ing, all  the  winter's  storms  of  this  region, 
and,  after  all,  that  is  the  most  important 
qualification  for  a  house  here.  The  views 
from  them  are  splentlid  in  extent,  and  when 
the  moors  are  covered  by  miles  of  purple 
heather,  the  scene  is  marvellously  gr^nJ. 

Another  noted  "  high  "  house  isCorrour 
Eoi^e,  in  Perthshire.  Undoubtedly  this 
is  the  highest  Scotch  house  inhabited 
during  every  month  of  the  year,  and  so- 
has  a  claim  to  be  at  the  very  forefront 
of  the  houses  mentioned  in  this  account. 


HIGHEST   L 
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There  is  a  house  which  is  higher  than 
this  latter  one  or  Grouse  House,  though 
not  as  high  as  Rumney's,  but,  as  It  has 
lately  been  dosed,  I  have  not  given  it  the 
premier  place  amongst  our  high  houses 
inhabited  all  the  year.  This  is  that  which 
was  known  as  the  Tan  Hill  Inn.  It 
stands,  according  to  the  Survey,  1723 
feet    above    sea- level.      Its     situation     is 


,  as  bleak  and  forbidding  as  any  to  be 
found  "in  this  country.  So  terrible  is 
the  weather  on  Tan  Hill  at  times  when 
other  places  in  the  valleys  are  rejoicing  in 
warm  lovely  days  that  water  has  often  been 
found  frozen  and  the  ground  white  with 
frost  as  early  as  the  middle  of  September  ! 
Snow-showers  are  frequent  in  June,  and 
some  have  been  recorded  in  August ! 

The  walls  of  the  inn  are  a  yard  thick, 
and  even  then  can  scarcely  resist  the 
terrific  gales  of  winter.  The  experiences 
of  a  few  winter  months  at  Tan  Hill 
generally  suffice  for  a  lifetime.  Lately, 
however,  this  inn  has  been  without  a 
license,  so  the  man  who  kept  it  so 
long  has  removed  to  more  conji;enial 
quarters.  Whether  a  new  license  will  be 
granted  or  not  seems  at  present  uncertain. 
But  in  anv  case  the  house  on  Tan  Hill,  in 
North  Yorkshire,  must  always  be  inter- 
estinif.  It  took  our  photographer,  who 
journi-'ycd   there   on   purpose   to  get  this 


picture  of  it,  quite  a  fortnight  before  ho 
could  find  a  day  suitable  for  climbing  up 
to  this  terrible  spot,  so  severe  was  the 
weather  there  last  May !  The  high-road 
passes  right  in  front  of  the  inn  itself,  but 
high-roads  on  some  of  these  Yorkshire 
moors  become  little  better  than  cattle- 
tracks  when  severe  weather  sets  in.  Only 
mountain -animals  can  stand  the  trials  ol 
it  at  all  successfully, 
or  those  folks  who, 
like  this  old  man 
lately  living  at  the 
inn,  have  become 
accustomed  to 
"  roughing"  it  in  all 
weathers. 

Apart  from  claims 
to  be  the  very  highest 
inhabited  house,  ihe 
palm  for  interest  and 
celebrity  must  bi; 
awarded  to  the  well- 
known  Cat  and 
Fiddle,  in  Derby- 
shire. What  traveller 
to  the  Peak  District 
does  not  know,  if 
only  by  repute,  the 
Cat  and  Fiddle?  It 
shares  with  the  Peacock  the  distinction 
of  being  the  best -known  public-house 
in  a  part  of  England  that  is  extremely 
familiar  not  only  to  dwellers  in  this  land. 
but  even  to  visitors  from  far  America  and 
.\ustralta.  Bu:iton  can  tell  you  all  aboyt 
this  mountain-inn,  i6qo  feet  above  sea- 
level,  for  during  the  season  the  drive  ol 
five  miles  to  it  from  the  town  is  one  of 
liuxton's  favourite  relaxations. 

And  what  a  view  jou  have  when  you  get 
there  !  Nothing  .stops  the  .\tlantic  breezes 
from  fanning  your  face ;  the  Merso)  on 
one  side,  the  hills  of  Wales,  and  miles  and 
miles  of  moorland  lie  before  your  ga/.e. 
You  may  have  been  broiling  down  in 
Buxton,  but  you  will  find  air  fresh  and 
cool  enough  upon  any  .\ugust  day  at  the 
Cat  and  Fiddle  !  It  is  a  squarely  built 
house  of  stone,  with  a  curious,  unusual 
porch,  admirably  adapted  for  keeping  out 
the  wintry  wind.  The  seat  in  front  of 
the  inn  looks  very  inviting  after  your  long 
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■drive  and  when  you  begin  to  feel  thirsty. 
The  sign  of  the  Cat  and  Fiddle  is  at  once 
a  wonderful  and  amazing  production, 
probably  of  some  local  artist.  It  may 
safely  be  said  that  no  such  cat  playing  a 
fiddle  was  ever  seen  on  earth,  and  if 
imagination  is  a  requisite  and  impor- 
tant quality  for  making  a  successful  artist, 
the  man  who  painted  this  sign  should  be 
iful  ii 


ever>-  way ! 

To  add  to  the  incongruity  of  the  whole 
■sign,  the  music  that  faces  the  musical 
specimen  of  the  feline  race  is  no  other 
than  that  of  "Home,  Sweet  Home," 
though  why  any  cat  should  feel  the  matter 
so  keenly  as  this,  seeing  that  there  is  no 
other  cat  within  reach  for  miles  to  "hoivl" 
with  at  nights  is  a  mysterj' !  liut  j-et  the 
Cat  and  Fiddle  is  certainly  the  most 
interesting  of  all  our  high  houses. 

The  Traveller's  Rest,  on  the  Kitkstonc 
Pass  in  the  Lake  District,  is  the  nearest 
rival  to  the  Cat  and  Fiddle  for  popularity. 
How  grateful  many  of  us  have  felt  after 
•  climbing  that  terrible  pass  to  tind  at  its 
top  this  welcome  hostelry,  where  we  could 
get  refreshment  of  all  kinds,  and  sit  down 


awhile  not  only  to  rest  but  to  admire  the 
most  wonderful  and  beautiful  scenery  in 
our  land  I  At  our  feet,  p>eeping  on  each 
side,  were  to  be  seen  the  lakes  and  woods 
of  one  of  earth's  paradises — blue  Winder- 
mere ;  far  Coniston  gleaming  in  the  sun  ; 
mighty  Helvellyn  ,  giant  Skiddaw;  pictur- 
esque Uljswater — all  of  them  we  know  so 
well,  and  their  remembrance  can  never 
fade  from  our  memories  while  life^ests. 

We  have  seen  it  for  some  time  while 
ascending  before  we  reach  it,  this  inn, 
well  called  the  Traveller's  Rest.  We 
have  climbed  the  wild  Kirkstone  Pass  for 
miles  upward,  and  when  at  length  we 
reach  the  white  -  plastered  houses,  we 
are  ready  to  partake  of  the  best  that  it  can 
offer  us.  The  coach  from  Ambleside  to 
Patterdale  we  shall  perhaps  find  at  the  door, 
and  the  passengers  are  all  admiring  the 
views  or  discussing  the  refreshments  while 
the  four  steeds  take  a  few  minutes'  well- 
earned  rest  after  their  climb  of  1476  feet. 

Rough  and  ready  seems  the  architecture 
of  Ihe  Traveller's  Rest,  but  it  has  been 
built  to-  suit  the  needs  of  the  people  who 
live  there  and  of  the   tourists  who  visit 
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Lakeland.  Hence  the  queer  conglonier* 
ation  of  bricks,  stone,  and  mortar  suits  the 
purpose  well,  though  it  lacks  all  regularity 
of  model  or  style.  Of  all  ihose  high 
houses  on  our  noted  hills  there  are  few 
that  are  equal  to  supplying  the  "  inner 
man  "  so  well  as  this  one  on  the  summit 
of  the  Kirkstone  Pass,  and  none,  except 
it  be  the  Cat  and  Fiddle,  is  even  so  nearly 
familiar  to  thousands  of  travellers. 

It  may  be  interesting  to  state  here  what 
is  not  generally  known — that  of  villages. 
perhaps  the  highest  in  the  sense  we  have 
spoken  of  is  that  of  Princetown,  in 
Devonshire,  One  paper  last  year  rather 
absurdly  claimed  for  the  Duchy  Hotel 
at  Princetown  that  it  was  the  highest  inn 
in  England  ;  but  the  reader  of  this  article 
will  be  soon  in  a  position  to  put  that 
matter  right  when  he  is  told  also  that 
the  height  of  the  Duchy  Hotel  is  only 
1 370  feet  above  the  level  of  the  sea. 

Yet  there  can  be  little  doubt,  if  any,  that 
the  village  itself  is  entitled  to  claim  the 
honour  of  being  the  highest  village  we 
have,  and,  indeed,  our  second  ODC  comes 
much  short  of  it. 


RegardiDg  the  '"highest'  houses"  in 
this  country,  in  another  sense — that  of  the 
ones  that  stand  highest  above  the  street 
below  —  the  honour  must  be  conferred 
upon  the  buildings  near  St,  James's  Park, 
in  London,  known  as  Queen  Anne's 
-Mansions,  whose  highest  point  is  185  feet 
above  the  roadway.  These  flats  rise  above 
the  Metropolis  to  the  extent  of  no  less 
than  thirteen  storeys,  which  are  ali  cleariy 
traceable  in  the  picture  here  given,  and 
are  a  never-failing  source  of  wonder  to 
"country  cousins"  from  such  small  (.') 
places  as  Leeds  and  Manchester,  where 
the  authorities  confine  building-heights 
within  reasonable  limits,  instead  of  allow- 
ing the  streets  to  be  defaced  by  mon- 
strosities of  the  kind  we  see  in  many  of 
these  high  London  flats.  Another  high 
group  of  houses  is  Hyde  Park  Court,  at 
Kensington,  where  ten  storeys  arc  visible 
and  two  hundred  private  rooms  can  be 
seen.  Edinburgh  also  can  claim  some  tall 
houses  that  take  much  beating,  in  its 
district  known  as  the  ■'  Old  Town,"  and 
perhaps  after  London  it  can  show  the 
highest  houses  of  the  class  referred  to. 
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By    WALTER    E.    GROGAN 

* 

WEAKNESS  is  inherent  in  humanity. 
Every  great  man  has  had  his 
frailty.  Love  is  my  weakness.  When  I 
was  six  years  old  I  fell  desperately  in  love 
with  my  cousin  Priscilla,  who  was  forty — 
she  might  have  been  forty-one,  she  cer- 
tainly was  forty.  She  was  not  a  beauty. 
She  had  had  rather  pretty  fingers,  I  was 
told,  but  a  too  devoted  admiration  of  the 
harp  had  robbed  her  of  her  one  charm. 
It  was  therefore  not  her  beauty  which 
attracted  my  youthful  imagination,  it  was 
her  sex.  From  the  time  I  surreptitiously 
kissed  the  hem  of  her  dress,  and  was 
nearly  blinded  for  life  by  her  suddenly 
stepping  backwards,  1  have  been  one  of 
the  most  devoted  admirers  of  the  Creator's 
latest  work,  and  best. 

Since  that  first  dedication  of  myself  to 
the  service  of  woman,  I  have  loved — no, 
why  should  I  limit  myself  to  a  numeral  ? — 
all  women  are  divine  and  made  to  be 
loved — I  have  loved  them  all.  There  are 
some  whose  faces  rise  up  ver)'  readily, 
laughing  faces  mostly,  although  there  are 
some  which  are  sad  and  haunt  me.  It  is 
curious  that  these  faces  are  mostly  born  in 
tobacco-smoke.  I  put  my  slippered  feet 
on  the  fender ;  I  take  up  my  browned  and 
faithful  briar,  I  fill  it  with  the  caressing 
touch  of  a  lover,  I  kindle  it  with  flame, 
and  then,  out  of  the  curling  smoke,  the 
faces  of  the  women  I  have  loved  dawn  and 
pass  in  silence.  The  women  I  have  loved  } 
No,  the  women  I  love  still,  the  women 
who  are  sacred  to  me,  the  women  who 
can  never  grow  jealous  of  each  other,  the 
heroines  of  dreams  which  never  grew 
beyond  the  beauty  of  dreams. 
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They  are  pleasant  dreams.  I  Ipok  for- 
ward to  them  and  court  them.  There  is 
no  one  to  rebuke  me.  No  one  woman 
has  claimed  mv  devotion — I  remain  the 
lover  of  all.  Sometimes  the  faces  grow  a 
little  misty,  and  the  room  looks  very  large 
and  empty,  and  my  heart  is  a  little  troubled 
that  my  life  must  run  to  its  end  alone. 
Then  1  stir  the  embers  and  puff  at  my  old 
friend,  and  tell  myself  I  c.:n  never  be  alone 
while  I  have  such  memories  as  these. 
When  my  married  friends  are  cynical  and 
harassed  I  am  glad  that  1  never  stepped 
over  the  borderland,  and  from  the  poetry 
of  love  descended  that  easy  step  which 
separates  it  from  the  prose  of  matrimony. 
Now  I  have  memories  of  brave  women 
and  good,  women  who  have  met  life  with 
a  smile,  women  who  have  trodden  earth 
whilst  breathing  Heaven,  women  who  have 
lent  existence  a  delicate,  intoxicating  per- 
fume. They  are  all  mine  when  I  draw  the 
curtains  and  light  my  pipe.  They  smile 
at  me,  they  coquette,  they  cheer.  Some 
of  them  are  happy  wives  now,  middle- 
aged,  with  large  families.  Yet  with  me 
they  never  grow  older ;  the  bloom  remains 
upon  the  peach  of  their  cheeks  for  ever. 
In  that  old  bureau  which  stands  opposite 
my  chair  I  have  albums  with  many  photo- 
graphs, and  even  a  few  locks  of  hair  tied 
with  coloured  ribbons.  But  I  have  no 
need  for  them.  The  faces  I  knew  are 
clearer  to  me  as  they  peer  out  of  the  blue 
cloudlets  than  seen  through  the  cold  white 
and  black  of  photographs.  I  have  the 
realities  always  with  me.  Those  are  the 
dead  faces,  without  warmth,  or  light,  or 
colour. 
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As  1  sit  and  muse  the  face  of  a  girl — a 
young  girl,  not  more  than  fourteen — smiles 
at  me.  It  is  a  merry  face,  small,  piquant, 
exasperating.  Short  dark  -  brown  curls 
cluster  over  a  shapely  head,  a  dainty 
aquiline  nose  looks  inquisitively  from  an 
oval  face,  the  ejes  are  dart  and  shining, 
half  daring,  half  afraid ;  a  mouth,  curi'ed 
like  a  baby's,  pouts  invitingly ;  a  rounded 
chin,  rather  prominent,  suggests  will ; 
little  ears,  low  set,  are  almost  covered  with 


but  one  or  two  favoured  chums  the  others 
made  no  undue  overtures,  I  was  virtu^ly 
head  of  the  school.  I  say  virtually 
because  there  was  another  boy  above 
me  in  the  form ;  but  1  was  captain  of 
the  cricket  team,  and  had  an  average  of 
over  nineteen,  and  Smith  was  not  even  in 
the  eleven. 

It  was  a  week  before  the  end  of  tho 
term,  I  had  carried  out  my  bat  for 
twenty-five.      I  felt  very  elated,  and  chose 


curious  thai  Ikise  fa 


curis,  which  is  tantalising ;  and  the  skin  is 
like  cream,  with  a  bright  flush  on  cither 
check. 

She  is  Mignon—  I  forget  her  other 
name.  Indeed,  I  doubt  whether  I  ever 
knew  it. 

It  was  my  last  term  at  the  Rev,  William 
Longshaw's  select  Academy.  After  llie 
vacation  I  was  to  proceed  to  Eton.  In  the 
halo  of  this  prospective  glori-  shed  upon 
me  I  affected  a  seclusion  which  was  taken 
personally  by  the  rest  of  the  school.  They 
did  not  resent  it  openly — my  eminence  was 
too  oppressively  felt ;  but  if  I  shunned  all 


mostly  born  /. 


to  ignore  the  fact  that  1  had  been  let  off 
four  times  by  a  conciliator)-  and  slippery- 
fingered  field.  The  evening  was  warm, 
verj'  warm  in  the  class-room,  and  I 
wandered  out  into  the  playing  -  field 
aloiie.  On  the  side  opposite  our  school 
was  another  school,  a  school  for  young 
ladies,   kept   by  three    old    maids,  named 
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of  Miss  Angelica,  and  the  Misses  Trimp- 
let's  young  ladies  were  permitted  now 
and  then  to  grace  onr  matches  with  their 
presence.  They  sat  in  rows  on  garden- 
seats  at  their  end  of  the  field,  while  the 
Rev.  William  kept  his  pupils  very  carefully 
round  the  scoring-tent,  which  was  as  far 
away  as  possible. 

For  some  weeks  I  had  been  madly  in 
love  with  Mignon.  I  had  worshipped 
afar  off  in  church,  I  had  managed  stolen 
interviews,  with  the  red-brick  wall  playing 
propriety  between 
us.  To  the  dis- 
gust of  the  whole 
eleveft,  I  per- 
sisted in  going 
into  the  long  field 
as  long  on  and 
Jong  leg,  so  that 
I  might  be  near 
her,  which,  as  I 
was  the  recog- 
nised point,  was 
exasperating  to 
those  who  cared 
more  for  winning 
a  match  than  a 
maiden's  smiles. 

Now  I  had 
come  to  bid  fare- 
welt.  Inexorable 
fete  in  the  shape 
of  her  guardian 
had  determined 
she  should  leave 
six  days  before  the 
breaking  -  up.  I 
heard  of  this  through  the  medium  of  a  short 
note  which  1  had  fielded  with  a  big  hit  to 
leg.  They  ran  four,  1  remember,  as  the 
note  took  some  time  in  finding  its  way 
inside  my  shirt. 

1  grew  sentimental  as  1  crossed  the 
deserted  field.  I  felt  that  life  was  unneces- 
sarily cruel.  I  looked  up  at  the  stars,  and 
wished  I  could  rhyme  as  well  as  llaker. 
I  felt  full  of  poetry,  but  it  would  not 
come  out. 

Under  the  brick  wall  I  stood  still  and 
whistled. 

Over  the  wall  dawned  a  face — the  same 
lace  that  I  see  now  in  the  smoke.    The 


tread  of  the  years  has  worn  no  ruts  in  it. 
It  is  still  young  and  full  and  smooth. 

"  You  are  there,  Mignon  .■' "  I  said. 
Directly  I  had  uttered  the  words  I  felt 
that  they  did  not  convey  the  passionate 
devotion  I  intended  that  they  should. 

"Of  course,"  she  answered  shortly.  It 
was  embanassing. 

"  You  are  going  away  ?  " 
"To-morrow — I  told  you    in  my  note. 
You  can  read,  I  believe." 

"  Of  course  !  "  I  felt  ofTended.  "  This 
is  our  last  meet- 
ing," ,1  said  with 
dignity. 

She  melted. 

"I    suppose  SI). 

Oh,     Dick.     I'm 

It 'sail  that  horrid 
Unclcjou.  I  shall 
have  to  i;o  to  his 
house    and    ruad 
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all  about  markots, 
lead  and  silver 
and  corn,  and 
they  say  such  ab- 
surd ihing-i,  like 
'  Cotton  is  dull.' 
Cotton  is  really 
white,  vou  know." 
"Yes."  I  said. 
I  did  not  know  what  else  to  say.  I  felt 
that  I  was  at  a  crisis  in  my  career,  and 
the  circumstances  demanded  tloqucme, 
but  I  could  think  of  nothing. 

"Do  vou  know   I  shall  get  into  a  jolly 
row  if  1  'm  caught .' " 
"Will  you  .3" 

"  Yt's  ;  but  I  don't  mind.  The  dragons 
arc  out,  and  there  is  only  Frenchy.  No 
one  minds  Frenchy." 

"Of  course  not,"  I  assented. 
"  Will  you  miss  me  mucli  .'  " 
"  Yes,  awfully  I     You  are  such  a  jolly 
girl — no  silly  nonsense." 

"  There  is  Mabel,"  she  said  tentatively. 
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"  She  has  freckles — I  hate  freckles." 

"  Do  you  ?  I  am  glad  you  do.  I  can't 
freckle.  I  think  freckles  are  a  sign  of 
weakness  of  character,"  she  added. 

I  considered  for  a  moment.  My  sister 
freckled,  and  her  character  was  hardly 
weak.     I  was  rather  afraid  of  her. 

"  Perhaps  so,"  I  conceded. 

"  Do  you  love  me  very  much  ? "  she 
asked  in  a  whisper. 

"Rather!"  I  said  valiantly.  **I  don't 
care  tuppence  about  going  to  Eton." 
This  was  hardly  the  truth,  but  I  had 
learnt  the  wisdom  of  coquetting  with 
truth  when  talking  to  one  of  the  other  sex. 

**  Don't  you,  really  ?  You  will  soon 
forget  me  there." 

**  Never  !  "  I  asserted.  **  Look  here, 
Mignon,  does  any  fellow  annoy  you  ?  " 

'*  No."     She  shook  her  curls. 

**  Because  if  there  is  1  will  lick  him  for 
you." 

"  No — no  one.  Young  Jones  made  a 
face  at  me,  but  I  forgive  him.  I  am  going 
away,  and'  I  don't  want  to  bear  malice 
towards  anvone." 

**  Oh,  young  Jones  !  He 's  only  a  kid. 
I  '11  lick  him  for  you  to-morrow.  Is  there 
no  one  else — not  even  the  butcher-boy  ?  '* 
I  grew  entreating. 

"  No,  there  is  no  one." 

- 1  am  beastly  sorry.  I  should  like  to 
lick  someone  for  you — I  should  really. 
I  shall  have  nothing  to  do  when  you  are 
gone." 

**  It 's  very  nice  of  you,  Dick." 

I  flushed.  I  always  did  when  she  called 
me  by  my  Christian  name. 

**  It 's  awfully  jolly  out  here,"  I  said. 

**  I  don't  think  you  ought  to  find  any- 
th'ng  jolly  just  now.  It  is  our  last  meet- 
ing. We  may  never  meet  again  this  side 
of  the  grave." 

I  was  duly  impressed  with  the  last 
sentence — it  sounded  grand  and  tragic. 

"  I  meant  that  it  was  jolly  seeing  you 
and  being  near  you  instead  of  in  a  rotten, 
stuffy  class-room." 

"  Oh !  "  I  looked  up  at  her.  It  was 
getting  quite  dusk,  and  her  eyes  shone 
very  brightly. 

"  I  say,  you  look  awfully  pretty.  I  wish 
my  sister's  hair  curled." 


"Won't  it  ?**  she  asked,  tossing  her  curls. 

"  No — rather  not.  She  tries  to  do  the 
dodge  with  paper.  Last  time  I  was  home 
she  did  it  with  tongs  over  the  gas.  I 
stopped  up  the  gas  with  soap  when  she 
was  going  to  a  hop.  There  was  an  awful 
shine.     It  was  good  fun." 

**  Mine  curls  naturally."  She  ran  her 
fingers  through  her  hair  with  a  pretty- 
attempt  at  making  it  straight.  It  flew 
back  into  curls  directly  it  was  released. 

"  There  !  "  she  cried. 

**  I  wish  this  rotten  wall  wasn't  so  high." 

"  Why  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  Because— because  I  should  like  to- 
touch  your  hand." 

*'  But  you  can  just  reach,"  she  said, 
leaning  over. 

"  Yes,  I  know,"  I  said  disconsolately. 

"You  don't  try."  She  leant  a  little 
further  and  thrust  her  hand  towards  me. 
It  was  small  and  brown  and  soft  and 
dimpled.  I  could  easily  have  reached  it. 
I  shook  my  head. 

"  Mignon,"  I  said,  "I  want  to— to — --" 
I  hesitated.  1  felt  that  what  I  was  going  to 
say  was  somehow  derogator}'  to  my  ap- 
proaching estate  as  a  public-school  man. 

"  Well  ?"  she  said.  Something  in  the 
smile  of  her  eyes  and  the  way  in  which 
she  let  her  hand  hang  temptingly  down 
told  me  she  knew. 

"To  kiss  it,  you  know."  I  flushed,  and 
she  laughed. 

"  Won't  the  mortar  come  out  ? "  she 
asked. 

"  I  never  thought   of  that."      I    pulled 
out  my  clasp-knife.     The  mortar  was  hard 
and  compact.      I  had  a  few  minutes  silent, 
struggle,  and  emerged  dusty  but  victorious. 

"How  dirty  you  are  !  " 

"Very  well."  I  stuck  my  hands  in  my 
trousers  pockety  attd  strolled  off"  whistling. 
I  fancy  it  was  a  little  out  of  tune. 

"  Dick ! " 

I  turned  quickly.  She  was  looking  at- 
me  and  smiling.     I  went  back. 

"Don't  let  us  quarrel.  It  is  our  last 
evening." 

"  I  don't  want  to  quarrel,  but  no  man 
can  stand  being  told  he  is  dirty.     Besides, 
I  did  it  for  you.     It's  not  so  jolly  easy- 
scraping  at  this  old  mortar — some  fellows. 
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couldn't  have  done  it.  It's  blunted  this 
knife  all  to  bits ;  I  might  just  as  well  chuck 
it  away."  I  was  aggrieved,  and  was  not 
going  to  give  in  too  easily. 

"I  am  very  sorry;  I  didn't  mean  it." 


"  And  never  forget  me  ?  And,  oh. 
Hill  lose  your  appetite  and  become  ■ 
for  love  of  me  ?  " 

"  Yes,"    I    answered    dubiously, 
seemed  to  be  exacting  a  great  deal. 


*'  Oh,  all  serene,"  I  answered  mag- 
nanimously. 

"  You  arc  sure  your  hands  arc  quite 
clean.'"  she  demanded  anxiously. 

"  Rather  I  "  I  rubbed  them  vigorously 
on  my  jacket. 

"  And  you  will  always  love  me  .-'  " 

"  Always  "^-emphatically. 


■hi  cn.tet  U-am. 

".\iui  come   and    stay  under  this 
when  I  am  gone,  and  think  of  me  }" 

"Of  course!"  I  made  an  inward  | 
viso  that  this  agreement  should  not  st 
good  if  it  rained  or  Jones  wanted  m> 
put  the  gloves  on  with  him. 

"  Then     you     may    do     it,"    she 
breathlessly. 
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I  clambered  up  the  wall  with  the  help 
of  the  rough  footholds  I  had  dug.  When 
I  was  sufficiently  high  I  put  my  left  arm 
over  the  top,  and  hung  on  whilst  I  caught 
her  hand  in  my  right  and  kissed  it.  Some- 
how it  was  not  so  rapturous  as  I  expected, 
and  the  strain  on  my  left  shoulder  was 
awful. 

"  Oh,  Dick,  Dick !  "  she  murmured 
with  an  excited  giggle.  Almost  as  she 
spoke  a  voice  came  from  the  other  side 
of  the  wall — the  Misses  Trimplet's  side.  It 
was  a  deep  contralto,  with  staccato  accents. 

'*  Miss  Mignon  !  "  it  exclaimed. 

It  was  the  voice  of  Miss  Angelica.  She 
had  returned  unexpectedly.     I  dropped. 

Mignon  gave  a  little  shiver. 

**  Miss  Angelica  !  "  she  gasped.  I  lay 
at  the  bottom  of  the  wall,  wondering  what 
was  the  proper  course  for  a  man  in  such 
a  case. 

"  What  are  you  doing  up  there,  child  ?  " 
Mignon  visibly  stiffened.  "  And  who  was 
that  with  whom  you  were  talking  ? "  The 
voice  was  very  staccato. 

**  I  am  not  a  child.  Miss  Angelica  ;  and 
It  was  Dick." 

**  And  who  is  Dick  ?  " 

"  He  is  at  the  Rev.  William's." 

"  That  is  not  a  respectful  way  in  which 
to  speak  of  the  Rev^.  Mr.  Longshaw.  So  it 
was  one  of  his  little  boys  ?  " 

I  could  not  keep  silent  under  such  an 
insult.    I  rose  up  and  addressed  the  wall. 

**  Madam,  *T  said,  *'  I  am  not  a  little  boy. 
I  am  captain  of  the  eleven,  and  I  go  lo 
Eton  next  term.  I  love  Mignon,  and  she 
loves  me.  I  came  to  see  her  to-night 
because  it  is  the  last  time  we  may  ever 
have." 

There  was  a  pause.  I  looked  at  Mignon. 
She  seemed  rather  to  enjoy  the  interruption. 
1  thought  it  showed  a  want  of  appreciation 
for  my  position. 

**  This  is  very  foolish."  There  was  a 
perceptible  waning  of  the  staccato — I  felt 
relieved.  '*  You  are  both  too  young  to — 
to  understand  what  you  are  saying.  Miss 
Mignon,  you  will  go  in." 

Mignon  looked  crestfallen.  There  was 
something  hurting  to  her  dignity  in  being 
so  summarily  dismissed.     No  heroine  in  a 


tragic  situation  appreciates  being  quietly 

ushered  off  the  stage. 

**  You  will  not  be  so  cruel "  she  began, 

with  a  sob  that  really  was  done    quite 

naturally. 

"  You  are  very  absurd,  Miss  Mignon ! 
Go  in." 

To  my  surprise  Mignon  got  down  from 
the  wall  very  meekly.  She  looked  at  me 
once,  and  dropped  a  rose  she  had  been 
wearing,  but  it  fell  on  the  other  side. 

I  heard  her  footsteps  on  the  gravel  of 
the  walk  as  she  went  towards  the  house. 

Then  I  grew  bold. 

"  Miss  Trimplet,"  I  said,  **  1  must  tell 
you  that  I  alone  am  to  blame  in  the 
matter."  I  felt  very  heroic,  for  the  wall 
between  us  lent  me  a  comfortable  sense 
of  security.  "  I — I  persuaded  Mignon  to 
see  me  this  evening.  If  anyone  is  to  be 
punished  let  it  be  me  ;  it — it  is  not  fair  to 
punish  the  girl.  The  woman  is  always  the 
weaker  vessel  in  these  affairs." 

*'  I  do  not  think  you  are  exactly  the 
person  to  judge  as  to  what  is  fair."  The 
voice  was  distinctly  biting. 

"  But,  Miss  Trimplet,  you  won't  punish 
Mignon  ?  She  really  was  not  to  blame. 
Besides,  we  shall  never  see  each  other 
again — never  !  " 

There  was  a  long  pause  then. 

**  No,  I  uill  not  punish  her." 

I  said,  "  Thank  you."  I  could  think  of 
nothing  else.  I  was  turning  to  go  when  I 
remembered  the  rose. 

**  Miss  Trimplet,  Mignon  dropped  a 
rose.  It  was  meant  for  me,  but  it  fell  on 
your  side.  A  girl  never  can  throw  straight. 
Do  you  mind  letting  me  have  it  ?  " 

There  was  such  a  long  pause  that  I 
thought  she  had  followed  Mignon  indoors. 
Then  the  rose  was  thrown  over  the  wall 
and  fell  at  my  feet. 

**  Good-night,  Dick."  The  low  contralto 
voice  was  sweet,  and  the  staccato  had  quite 
gone. 

"  Good  -  night,"  I  said,  and  turned 
across  the  misty  field,  putting  the  rose  in 
the  jacket  pocket  on  my  left  side. 

The  rose,  dried  and  withered,  is  in  the 
third  drawer  on  the  left  side  of  the  bureaa 
over  there.     I  never  saw  Mignon  again. 
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THE  most  famous  vine  in  Engrland  is 
undoubtedly  that  at  Hampton  Court 
Palace,  and  although  one  continually  sees 
paragraphs  in  various  newspapers  which 
try  to  discount  the  statement  that  it  is  the 


spread  quite  over  all  the  ceiling  area  of 
the  vine-house,  which  is  2100  scjuare  feet. 
The  immense  stem  measures  3  J  ft,  in 
girth,  and  divides  into  three  huge  limbs, 
these  being  over  90  ft.,  8z  ft.,  and  80  ft. 


largest  or  most  prolific  single  vine  in  this 

loni,-.      A    curious   fact    is   that,    from    an 

country  by  pretending,'  to  give  an  account 

examination    made   of   part   iif  the    roots 

of  some  other  less-known  vine  which  has 

several  rears  ago,  it  was  found  that  there 

surpassed  it  in  one  or  both  respects,  such 

were  also  three  main  root- branches,  two 

statements  may  generally  W  dismissed  as 

of  which  turned  out   under  the  gardens. 

either    unreliable   or.    ai    anv    rate.  "  not 

while  the  third  went  directlv  down  towards 

proven." 

the  river-bed.     Whether  it  had  reached  it 

The   Hampton   Court   vine   has  a    life 

or  not  was  not  solved. 

record    of  over    130   years,    since    it    «as 

The    grapes,    which    are    of  the    kind 

planted  as  far  back  as  1768.     Its  branches 

known     among     connoisseurs     as    Black 

S3' 

Hamboros,  are  ot 
beautiful  flavour, 
and  are  kept  ex- 
clusive!) for  royal 
use,  bunches  being 
sent  everj'  day  to 
Windsor,  or 
wherever  her 
Majesty  may  be. 
There  is  now  a 
rule  with  the  gard- 
eners who  attend 
to  the  vine  that 
U  shall  not  be 
allowed     to     bear 

bunches  of  grapes 

although  there 
are  about  3000 
bunches  form,  the 
rest  are  always  cut  m  tf'; 

away,    and'   the  " 

number  slated  only  allowed  to  come  to 
maturity.  This  keeps  up  ihe  quality  to 
the  best  pitch,  and  does  nut  allow  the  vine 
to    be   ovei 
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great  danger  of 
such  from  its  being 
permitted  to  bear 
zooo  bunches  an- 
nually at  the  end 
of  last  century. 

The  I  I  00 
bunches  weigh,  on 
an  average,  an 
aggregate  of  600 
lb., and  very  tempt- 
ing they  look  to 
the  thousands  ot 
persons  who  visit 
the  vine  -  house 
during  the  period 


ofn 


s  the 


clusters  hang  in 
regular  lines  from 
the  vine  above. 
No  wonder    thai. 


i  the  I 


has 


heard  more  than 
;  little  lad  say — and  big  ones,  too,  for 
t  matter  —  "they  just    do   make   your 


liR.U-ES.    LORD   BUTE'!.   VINEVAKD. 
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undoubtedly,  the  notable  "  vineyard "  of 
the  Marquis  of  Bute,  at  his  place,  Castell 
Coch,  in  South  Wales.  This  vineyard  is 
remarkable  in  that  it  is  the  only  one 
known  to  exist  in  this  country.  It  was 
planted  in  the  j'ear  1875,  close  under  the 
shadow  of  the  castle,  on  the  left,  in  a 
position  about  as  sheltered  as  it  well  could 
be  from  all  cold  winds,  and  from  its  first 
planting  has  flourished  with  vigour.     The 


owing  to  favourable  summers  an 
causes,  the  yield  -has  been  so  j 
to  be  worth  up  to  j^jooo.  Muct 
wine  got  from  the  grapes  is  kept  f 
years,  and  then  it  fetches  excellent 
Thus  a  vintage  from  this  vine,  o 
years  standing,  has  been  actually 
for  115  shillings  a  dozen,  « 
be  acknowledged,  a  capita 
;   who    wish  to    see    the    \ 


vines  are  planted  in  rows,  tied  to  stakes  in 
some  cases,  and  they  bear  fruit  verj'  well. 
More  than  one  experiment  was  made  as  to 
the  best  kind  of  vine  to  suit  the  soil  and 
climate,  and  finally  it  was  found  that  the 
kind  known  as  "Gamay  Noir"  succeeded 
better  than  others,  so  that  now  all  the  vines 
are  of  this  \arieiy. 

The  produce  of  this  vineyard  has  varied 
much.  There  have  been  years  when  not 
one  bunch  could  be  gathered  from  the 
whole  of  the  plantation,  and  there  have 
been     years — such     as     in     1893 — when, 


looking  its  best  should  visit  Casli 
in  the  middle  of  the  summer ; 
course,  the  time  for  gathering  th 
produce  is  in  the  autumn,  about  the 
or   third    week    in  October,     just 


ield     of 


grapes 


c>I 


quantity  from  the  causes  stated,  s 
also  varied  in  quality.  .\nd,  indi 
vineyards  in  England,  were  many  c 
must  always  have  to  contend  aga 
serious  inequalities  and  vagaries 
climate  from  jear  to  year.  What 
expected  when  one  summer  is  as 
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a  lime-kiln,"  and  the  following  one  as 
wet  as  it  can  well  be ;  when  one  month 
has  every  day  as  hot  as  in  Africa,  and  the 
next  one  reminds  you  of  being  at  Spitz- 
.  bergen  in  December  ? 

To  many  persons  who  walk  daily  along 
the  Strand  and  Fleet  Street,  let  alone 
to  the  other  hundreds  of  thousands  of 
Londoners,  it  will  be  news  that  there  is 


and  ripe  as  need  be  wished.  There  are 
two  vines  growing,  separated  by  a  fig- 
tree  ;  and  last  year  that  vine  seen  in  the 
picture  brought  to  maturity  no  less  thaa 
fifty  bunches  of  grapes,  the  best  of  these 
being  found  on  that  part  of  it  which  was 
under  the  window  of  the  second  floor, 
about  the  middle  of  the  photograph. 
Before  the  new  buildings  were  erected 


a  vine  (jrowing  in  the  vcr)'  heart  of  the 
busiest  city  in  the  world,  in  the  oi)en  air, 
in  the  centre  of  smoke,  dirt,  and  business, 
a  vine  which  bears  bunches  of  ripe  grapes 
every  year  that  would  put  the  efforts  of 
vines  cultivated  under  glass  at  manygentlc- 
men's  scats  to  utter  shame.  Hut  such  is  the 
case,  K 

U't  the  visitor  or  busy  City  man  take  a 
walk  in  September  or  October  in  New 
Square,  Lincoln's  Inn,  and  observe  the 
vines  growing  on  the  house-walls  there.  He 
will  see  clusters  of  beautiful  grapes,  juicy 


in  this  district  there  used  to  be  so  many 
vines  about  here  that  the  place  might  have 
been  almost  reckoned  as  a  vineyard ;  but 
after  New  Sijuare  was  formed  only  three 
survived^namely,  these  two,  and  a  third 
which  is  in  a  kite  ben- garden  near.  Many 
of  those  who  know  the  Lincoln's  Inn 
vines  well  have  a  tradition  that  the  routs 
of  them  have  tunnelled  a  passage  quite 
under  the  road,  and  into  the  gardens  in  the 
middle  of  the  famous  square.and  this  is  very 
probable.  Anyhow,  one  will  have  to  go  a 
long  way  to  find  a  \ine  in  England  on  any 
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outside  wall  which  bears  such  fruit,  in 
quantity  and  quality,  as  does  this  one  in 
the  very  heart  of  the  busiest  city  of  the 
world.  Outside  vines  are  not  uncommon 
in  southern  towns,  and  several  may  be  seen 
on  house-walls  at  such  towns  as  Twicken- 
ham and  Kingston,  in  the  Thames  Valley, 
but  their  fruit  never  really  matures.  One 
sees  small  green,  unripe  grapes,  and  that  is 
as  far  as  they  get. 

What  is  known  amongst  authorities  of 
vine-culture  in  this  country  as  the  "White 
Vine,"  at  Harewood,  near  Leeds,  deserves 
mention  in  such  an  article  as  this.  The 
"While  Vine"  is  in  the  vineries  of  the 
Earl  of  Harewood,  at  his  far-famed  York- 
shire seat,  Harewood  House,  whete  it  has 
been  an  object  of  interest  for  many  years  to 
visitors  and  others  interested  in  vines.  Its 
fruit  is  of  a  very  light  green  colour,  hence 
ite  name,  and  the  bunches  of  grapes  are 
larger  and  finer  than  are  those  on  most  of 
the  vines  hitherto  mentioned  here ;  but 
they  are  fewer  in  number,  fur  the  clusters, 
when  they  first  appear,  are  rigidly  cut 
down,  so  as  to  allow  of  the  small  number 
left  getting  as  fine  and  large  as  possible. 

Thus  the  first  thing  tiiat  strikes  the 
visitor  to  the  vinery  at  Harewood  is  the 
fact  of  the  small  quantity  of  bunches  of 


grapes  comp>ared  to  that  at  Hampton 
Court  or  Fontainebleau.  But  when  he 
comes  to  notice  the  size  and  quality  of 
what  bunches  there  are,  he  is  more  than 
satisfied. 

It  may  not  be  out  of  place  here  to 
mention  that  the  most  renowned  vine 
across  the  Channel,  in  the  sunny  land  of 
France,  is  that  at  Fontainebleau  Palace, 
and  we  may  give  just  a  fact  or  two  about  it, 
so  as  to  compare  it  with  those  mentioned 
in  our  own  country. 

The  Fontainebleau  vine  produced  last 
year  5360  bunches  of  grapes,  and  these 
weighed  13+0  kilogrammes.  They  were 
sold  by  auction  for  1287  francs,  or  about 
^i>5  6s.  These  figures  were  below 
ivhat  has  been  the  average  for  some 
years  previously,  for  last  year — why,  is 
not  exatrtly  known — there  was  much  less 
fruit  on  the  vine,  nor  «ps  that  of  such 
good  quality. 

When  one  takes  into  account  the  strange 
vagaries  of  the  English  climate,  and  the 
disadvantages  under  which  vines  are  grown 
in  this  country  compared  with  other  neigh- 
bouring ones,  it  will  be  seen  that  we  have 
some  reason  to  be  proud  of  what  per- 
fection some  of  our  own  vines  have 
attained  here.  W.  A.  G. 


MISS   JESSICA'S    TEA-PARTY. 


By  McDOUGALL  SCOTT. 


"TESSICA,    pray    tranquillise    yourself, 

I  and  have  due  regard  to  those  feel- 
ings  of  self-respect  that  should 
•characterise  the  behaviour  of  a  spinster 
of  your  mature  age.'*  And  Miss  Rebecca 
drew  herself  severely  together  and  arranged 
the  curtained  bonnet  more  firmly  on  her 
head,  as  her  sister  f)icked  up  the  frag- 
ments of  a  broken  pink  and  white  cup 
•  from  the  carpet. 

**  Major  Debenham's  letter  should  cause 
nothing  more  than  that  feeling  of  seemly 
pleasure  usually  entertained  by  those  who 
hear  that  an  old  acquaintance  is  again 
about  to  dwell  in  their  midst  and  solicits 
their  good  fellowship.  I  cannot  conceive 
what  excitable  feelings  should  thus  move 
you,  to  the  detriment  of  our  company  tea- 
set.  Major  Debenham  has  written  to  ask 
you  to  begin  the  miniature  of  himself 
that  was  to  have  been  done  before  he 
left  for  India,  and  to  regard  that  letter 
as  a  self-invitation  to  take  tea  with  us 
savours,  if  I  may  say  it,  hardly  of  that 
decorum  and  maidenly  reserve  that  our 
dear  mother  so  carefully  trained  us  in  from 
childhood." 

'*  But,  Rebecca,  I  *m  sure  if  our  dear 
mother  were  with  us,  she  would  encour- 
age a  little  ordinary  civility,"  pleaded  the 
younger  sister. 

**  True,  Jessica ;  but  our  mother  was 
married,  which  much  alters  the  case. 
Therefore,  I  should  be  glad  to  see  the 
pink  and  white  service  placed  again  in 
the  store-room  before  I  leave.  As  I  said, 
I  have  to  go  out  this  afternoon  to  pay 
some  calls,  and  if  you  are  anxious  to  show 
hospitality  to  Major  Debenham,  I  pray 
that  you  will  use  the  common  tea-set." 


^liss  Jessica,  with  trembling  fingers, 
replaced  the  cups  and  saucers  on  the  tray 
and  left  the  room. 

While  she  was  gone.  Miss  Rebecca 
smoothed  out  her  black  corded  silk,  and 
going  to  the  glass,  she  arranged  the  small 
fall  beneath  her  bonnet.  She  looked 
admiringly  on  the  black  silk  and  was 
proud  of  it.  It  had  been  given  her,  in  the 
form  of  funeral  hat-bands,  by  her  father, 
late  vicar  of  Bradcombe,  many  years  since, 
and,  except  on  calling  days,  lay  between 
layers  of  camphor  and  paper  in  the  big 
bureau. 

"  Why  does  Jessica  remain  so  young  ?  " 
she  wondered.  "  She  is  old  enough  to 
control  her  emotions  more,  and  what  our 
dear  father  would  say  I  *m  sure  I  don't 
know." 

The  door  opened,  and  her  sister 
returned. 

*'  Good-bye,  Jessica,"  she  said,  and 
rustled  towards  the  door.  She  looked 
back  at  the  small  drawing-room,  at  its  pale 
dimity  curtains  and  worsted-work  chairs, 
all  carefully  covered  with  cambric  covers. 
Certainly  the  pink  and  white  tea-service 
would  look  most  genteel  in  such  sur- 
roundings. 

'*  Perhaps,  Jessica,  on  second  thoughts, 
it  would  be  wiser  to  set  out  the  pink  and 
white ;  there  would  be  no  cause  to  use  it 
unless  Major  Debenham  stays  late,  and 
otherwise  he  might  imagine  we  had  no 
refined  utensils  in  the  house.  But  I  beg 
that  you  will  use  due  caution." 

"  Yes,  Rebecca.  It  *s  just  as  you  wish, 
I  *m  sure." 

And  Miss  Rebecca  Barton  trod  stiflfly 
out  of  the  room,  the  very  conception  of 
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immaculate  primness  and  gentility,  leaving 
her  sister  in  rather  an  upset  and  nervous 
frame  of  mind. 

Presently  she  took  a  letter  out  of  her 
pocket  almost  furtively — she  was  very 
timid  of  annoying  her  sister.     It  ran — 

**  Dear  Miss  Jessica."  [**  Miss  Jessica 
Barton,  it  should  have  been,"  said  her 
sister.]  "It  is  long  since  I  have  seen 
you — nearly  twenty  years  since  we  were 
boy  and  girl  together — but  I  trust  that  I 
may  take  again  my  old  place  in  your  and 
your  sister's  friendship.  I  have  taken  the 
Grange,  as  my  health  will  no  longer  stand 
an  Indian  climate,  so  I  am  to  settle  in 
England  again.  May  I  at  last  begin  my 
promised  sittings  for  my  miniature — alas  ! 
your  brush  will  find  much  silver  among 
the  gold — by  coming  to  see  you  to-morrow 
afternoon  ?  I  shall  come  round  if  I  hear 
nothing,  on  the  chance  of  seeing  you  and 
renewing  our  old  friendship. — I  am  yours 
very  sincerely,  Edward  Debenham." 

This  letter  had  vastly  annoyed  the  elder 
sister,  whose  ideas  on  epistolary  writing 
were,  like  herself,  prim  and  formal,  espe- 
cially were  there  a  male  in  the  question. 

To  Miss  Jessica,  however,  it  had  brought 
back  a  host  of  happy  memories  of  a  hand- 
some young  man,  whose  new  uniform  she 
had  herself  helped  in  putting  the  finishing 
-touches  to,  with  trembling  fingers  and 
eyes  too  blurred  with  tears  to  see  the 
hooks  and  eyes  in  the  military  collar.  So 
she  looked  forward  almost  with  excitement 
to  seeing  the  writer  again.  But  then  Miss 
Jessica  judged  the  world  from  a  different 
standpoint  from  her  sister,  and  her  kind 
little  heart  revolted  from  swallowing  the 
stoical  pill  prescribed  for  her. 

She  sat  long  musing,  to  be  startled  by 
a  ring  at  the  little  tinkling  bell  in  the 
passage. 

**  Oh  dear,  I  believe  that 's  Edward— 
I  mean  Major  Debcnham  " — she  blushed 
to  herself  at  the  slip — **and  I  have  not  so 
much  as  set  the  tea-table,  and  Rebecca 
would  be  so  dreadfully  put  out  were  Jane 
to  touch  them.  Where  can  Jane  be  ? 
Why  does  she  not  answer  the  bell  ? " 

Tinkle,  tinkle  again- 


"Dear,  dear,  I  must  go  myself.  Jane 
must  be  out,  and  Major  Debenham  will 
imagine  we  are  from  home." 

And  she  hastened  nervously  into  the 
long  hall. 

**  Ah,  Miss  Jessica,  this  is  good  indeed 
to  be  greeted  by  you  yourself — it 's  quite 
like  old  times.  How  are  you  ?  How 
are  you  ? "  The  Major  was  a  bluff, 
kindly  little  man,  rather  rotund,  but  with 
honest  blue  eyes  that  now  sparkled  with 
delight. 

**  Oh,  Major  Debenham,  I  'm  sure  all 
are  glad  to  see  you  again.  Everyone  is 
talking  about  your  return.  My  sister  is 
most  pleased."     (Oh,  Miss  Jessica ! ) 

**  You  don't  say  that  you  are,  though," 
returned  the  Major. 

She  did  not  answer ;  she  could  not 
express  the  feelings  that  made  her  very 
glad  her  sister  had  chosen  that  day  to  pay 
her  calls. 

"  Is  Miss  Rebecca  out  ?  "  continued  he. 

"  Yes,  Major  ;  my  sister  desired  that  I 
should  tender  you  her  apologies,  and 
begged  me  to  state  she  had  very  pressing 
duties  in  the  village." 

**  Well,  it  won't  make  any  difference  to 
the  miniature,  will  it  ?  " 

**  Dear  no  ;  but  I  'm  sorry  she  is  not  here 
to  welcome  you."  [Dear  Miss  Jessica, 
what  mendacity  !  Does  not  the  maiden 
soul  within  you  blush?]  **And  I  must 
apologise  for  myself  for  not  having  pre- 
pared tea.  Jane  is  out,  I  think.  So,  if 
you  will  excuse  me,  I  will  do  it  myself  at 
once." 

Miss  Jessica  was  by  this  time  seated  in 
her  chair  in  the  drawing-room,  and  was 
shuffling  mysteriously  with  her  feet. 
Truth  be  told,  she  had  exposed  a  piece  of 
the  unfortunate  teacup  still  lying  under 
the  chair,  and  what  would  the  Major  think 
if  he  saw  it  ? 

**  But  what  about  the  light.  Miss 
Jessica  ?  " 

**  Oh  dear,  oh  dear,  I  had  forgotten 
again.     What  can  be  done  ?  " 

"  Let  me  help  you  get  the  tea — the 
picture  can  wait  well  enough.  Come 
along.  Miss  Jessica,  I  'm  quite  an  old 
housekeeper." 
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So  together  they  went  and  rummaged  in 
the  titchen,  tlie  larder,  the  pantry,  and 
store-room.  The  Major  cut  large,  thick 
slices  of  bread-and-butter,  and  peered 
into  every  comer  for  the  jam.  He  set  the 
kettle  on  the  hob,  and  clattered  about 
among  the  cups  and  saucers,  leaving  Miss 
Jessica  seated  open-eyed  and  wondering 
what  her  sister 
would   say   if  she 


The  Major 
began  to  take  a 
service  down  from 
the  dresser  and 
arrange  them  on 
the  tray. 

"Oh,  Major, 
Major,  not  those. 
U-t  me  gut  some 
others  from  the 
pantry,"  exclaimed 
the  lady — and  she 
hurried  aHay. 

■'  What  !  those 
■dainty  little  things? 
No,  Miss  Jessica, 
we    will    take     in 


for 


give 


lold 


,    but 
Jldicr 
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children,  to  miss  me.  No,  I  have  not 
married  yet,  and  here 's  my  old  head 
nearly  bald,  and  what  hair  there  is  left 
is  grey."  He  had  not  noticed  a  little 
scream  Miss  Jessica  had  given  ;  she  could 
not  have  told  you  why  she  SL.'eamed.  But 
he  did  notice  a  crash  of  china,  and  see 
po9r  Miss  Jessica  mopping  up  a  pool 
of  tea  in  her  lap 
with  a  minute 
pocket-handker- 
chief, as  it  dripped 
slowly  over  her 
dress    on    to    the 

"Oh  dear,  oh 
dear,  what  shall 
I  do  ?  That  is 
the  second  to- 
day. What  will 
Rebecca  say  ?  " 


'•  Nei 


nind. 


let  me  wipe  it  up 

and  pick  up  the 
pieces,"  said  the 
soldier,  placing  his 
red  silk  handker- 
chief on  the  floor, 
and     following    it 


elf    on 


al.mg.  ril 


substaiiiial." 

"  Really,  Major, 
but  I  fear  you  will 
think  us  tjuite  uu- 
poiite." 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it. 
Come  along,   I  '11 
take  in  the  things  ; 
and    now    all     the    work  's    done    we  "11 
have  a  good   long  talk." 

White  they  were  seated  over  tea.  -Miss 
Jessica  in  her  chair,  the  Major  on  the  sofa 
■opposite,  with  a  large  piece  of  cake  in  one 
hand  and  his  cup  in  the  other  (Miss  Jessica 
was  slill  nibbling  manfully  at  her  first  large 
slice  of  bread-and-butter),  was  dramatic- 
ally telling  of  an  exciting  escape  he  had 
had  out  shooting. 

"  Not  that  it  would  have  mattered 
■much,"  he  was  saying,  '■  if  the  brute  had 
got  me,  since  1  have  no  relations,  wife  or 


knees, 
mend  the 

yoi 


"1  '11 

:up  for 


thf  things 


Now  the  Major 
had  set  his  own 
cup  on  a  ridiculous 
little  table  close 
by,  and  while  dis- 
playing his  hand- 
kerchief on  the  floor  he  managed  to  get 
his  legs  entangled  with  the  legs  of  the 
table.  The  table  was  ricketty,  and  the 
Major,  panting  with  his  exertions,  struggled 
to  rise,  and  over  it  went,  carr>ing  cup  ami 
cake  with  it. 

"  .\nother  one,"  moaned  the  poor  lady. 
"  Never  mind,"  quoth   the  Major;  "sit 
on  the  sofa  with  me,  and  we  will  drink  out 
of  the  slop-basin  !  " 

What  had  come  to  Miss  Jessica  .'  \\*hai 
demon  of  impropriety  had  possessed  her  ? 
She  felt  not  exactly  demoralised,  but  she 
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was    really  very  glad  her  sister  v/as   out, 
though  she  dreaded  her  return. 

"See  here,  Miss  Jessica,  here's  a  tea- 
leaf.  That  means  a  stranger  is  going  to 
viait  you."  And  the  Major  picked  it  out 
and  placed  it  on  the  back  of  one  red  fist, 
and  clapped  the  other  on  the  top  of  it, 
"Once — twice — thrice!     That  means  the 


coming  on  a 
Tuesday.  To- 
day is  Tues- 
day. Now,  is 
it  a  lady  or 
a  gentleman  ? 
Once!— that's 
a  gentleman. 
Now,  is  he  to 
bring    sorrow 

for  'sorrow, 
twice  for 
mirth,  thrice 
for  a  wedding, 
and  four  limes 
for  a  birth, 
you  know." 

\\'hat  could 
be  coming  to 
s  Jessica.' 
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Her 


she  V 


sitting  alone 
on  her  own 
sofa  with  a 
man,  drinking 
tea  with   him 

out      of     the  7S^  j/ajor  iyh  s,-at^.!  .m  t/u- 

same       slop-  of  cake  in  on,.-  hand  a 

basin,     and 

finally  taking  a  deep  interest  in  fortune- 
telling  by  tea-leaves  that  hardly  seem 
respectable. 

"Once,  tuice,  thrice."  clapped  the 
Major.     "  By  Jove,  a  marriage." 

"  How  curious ! "  murmured  Miss  Jessica. 

"  Yes,  isn't  it .-' "  said  the  Major. 

"  What  can  it  mean  ?  We  are  both  so 
old."     O  shr'.des  of  Jliss  Rebecca  ! 


"  I'm  forty-three,"  quoth  the  Major. 
"  And  I— well,  Rebecca's  fifty-two,  and 
I  'm  ten  years  younger  ;.that  makes  forty- 
two,"  said  Miss  Jessica,  counting  on  her 
fingers. 

"  And  a  very  good  age,  too.    One  knows 

then    more    about    the    emotions   of    life 

than  at  twenty.     Miss  Jessica,  tell  an  old 

friend  —  were 

you    ever     in 

love  }  " 


did,    be- 
se  I  think 


when  Rebec 
will  retui 
Edward .- " 
•'  W  h  a 
does  it  matt 


turned  at  half- 
past   six    that 


,./-.  ,./i/>^s,l 


id  his  Clip  in  Ihe  other. 


even- 
ing, she  drew 
herself  up  very 
stiffly    in    the 
l«.-5e  pkce      dra«ing-r 


doorwa 


had  crept  in 
very  quietly.  The  room  was  nearly 
dark,  but  she  perceived  an  overturned 
table,  a  broken  cup  on  the  floor,  her- 
sister  sitting  on  the  sofa  with  the  Major's 
arm  about  her  waist.  Miss  Rebecca 
turned  sharply  upstairs,  set  her  foot  firmly 
on  the  ground.  "I  always  said  Jessica 
was  a  fool,  but  how  shall  1  manage 
without  her?" 


-ftS^^I^.V.'J— 
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By  WILFRED  MARK  WEBB. 


^^ 


meaning  of  i 
trade  emblems  has  gone  on  side  by  side  witli  ihi 
past  many  piersons  cimld  not  rc-ail,  and  goodi 


they  can  now  in  the  shop-window 
the  sugar-loaf  of  the  grocer  (Ii"ijt.  14^ 
helped  both  ciisionior  and  tradesman 
at  the  same  time.  In  the  same  «ay 
to-day  the  gilt  ham  of  the  co»ked- 
meat  vendor  ^I"ig-  3^  shining  above 
the  pavement  can  be  distinguished 
long  before  the  shop-front  is  visible 
or  the  facia  read.  The  brush- 
surmounted  lamp  of  the  sweep  .still 
catches  the  eye  of  the  housewife: 
and  the  rod  and  fish  ijuickens  the 
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HE  proverb,  hailing  from  Roman  times,  thae 
"  good  wine  needs  no  bush,"  finds  some  measure 
of  contradiction  at  the  present  day.  Though  no 
longer  distingui.shcd  as  a  class  by  pole  and  bunch 
of  evergreens,  our  inns  and  taverns  are  now  the 
only  houses  of  business  generally  provided  with 
unconventional  signs.  Indeed,  it  is  hard  for  us 
to  associate,  saj',  the  .sign  of  "  the  yellow  Spread 
Eagle,"  mentioned  in  Fig.  1,  with  anyone  but  a 
publican;    yet  it  belonged,  as  will  be  seen,  to  a 

Again,  anybody  unacquainted  Hith  the  former 
popularity  of  signs  might  well  imagine  that  the 
books  of  the  seventeenth  century  were  all  sold  at 
public -houses,  for  the  publishers  did  business  at 
such  signs  as  the  "  Feathers,"  jn  Lombard  Street, 
the  "  While  Hart,"  in  Fleet  Street,  or  the  "  Cros- 
Keys,"  in  Comhill  (Fig.  2.)  When,  as  often 
was  done,  an  engraving  was  reproduced  on  the 
title-page  or  elsewhere  in  the  book,  representing 
the^ign,  this  became,  to  all  intents  and  purposes, 
a  trad^-mark,  such  as  those  which  arc  common 
at  the  jiresent  day. 

On  turning  10  signs  which  still  survive,  one 
finds  that  most  of  them  mav  be  recognised  as 
belonging  to  particular  trades,  and  that  the 
obvious.  The  decay  of 
of  education.  In  years 
>een  to  such  advantage  as 
le  of  the  confectioner,  or 


ce  the 
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step  of  the  angler  wishful   to  renew  his 
tackle. 

Here  and  there,  too,  over  the  door  of  a 
locksmith  hangsa  massive kej-,  so  ponderous 


has  often  been  laughingly  suggested  that 
the  device  signifies  "  two  to  one  against 
the  pledge  being  redeemed,"  and  as  a 
century  ago  the  spheres  were  painted  blue, 
allusion 


indeed  that  one  has  been  known  to  break 
the  paving-stone  upon  which  it  fell.  A 
gigantic  hat  proclaims  the  hatter,  a  golden 
dustpan  the  ironmonger,  and  almost 
universally  the  watchmaker  is  known  by 
his  useful  clock.  III  Great  Portland 
Street  a  gilt  figure  of  Father  Time  with 
wings  and  scythe  takes  the  place  of  the 
timepiece  aad  speaks  of  other  days.  The 
golden  fleece  of  the  mercer  still  lingers 
here  and  there  (Fig.  4). 

The    signs,    however,    associated    with 
specific     trades,     that 
require  some  explana- 
tion, are  more  worthy 


ve loped    into 

the      Royal 

Exchange    of    Sir  Thomas   Gresham,    ot 

which  more  will  be  said  later  on. 

Many  of  the  Lombards  hailed  from  the 
possessions  Of  the  Dukesiof  Medici,  whose 
coat    of    arms    contained    five    blue   balb 


of  i 


ntion.     The 
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great  earth  erii  jars 
of  the  Italian  ware- 
houseman (Fig.  5), 
usually  painted  red, 
and  reminding  one  of 
those    in    which     the  " '       '  '  --.'j'" 

Forty  Thieves  were 
hidden,  originally  held  ''"■■  ^-i"*"  "■■  ^' 

oil.      Indeed,    I.ucca 
oil     was     formerly     imported     into     this 
country  in  them. 

Pawnbrokers   make   a   custom    of    dis- 
playing three    golden    balls    (Fig.  6).     It 


rrloted  tbt  y.  NiiMfm,  it  the  Xli^i-dmn  In  Linh  bUfsm  i 
<t.M,  tt  <hs  Cnft-k/fl  ia  Ctnbilli    V. 3>^,  «  the  M i- 


(bezants  azure),  three  of  which  were  used 
as  a  sign  by  their  subjects  who  migrated 
to  this  country. 

There   is   an    inn    with    the  sign    of    a 
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single  blue  ball  at  Countisbury,  North 
Devon,  but  this  is  taken  from  the  arms  of 
the  Earls  of  Devon,  which  contain  three. 
A  good  carving  of  the  "  coat "  is  to  be  seen 
on  a  panel  in  the  church.  This  reptc- 
s  not,  however,  originally  in 
iiilding,  having  .been    brought  from 


red  one,  and  others,  blue  or  black,  have  also 
been  added.  A  brass  soap-basin,  in  which 
the  blood  was  caught,  used  years  ago 
to  be  suspended  with  the  rest. 

At  one  time  the  law  provided  chat 
both  barbers  and  surgeons  proper  should 
shoiv  a  blue-and-H-hite  pole,  but  that  the 
latter  should  add  a  gallipot  and  a  red  flag 
as  distinguishing  marks.  In  this  wc  may 
see  a  possible  origin  for  the  one  adver- 
tisement—  to  wit,  a  red  lamp,  which 
doctors'    traditions    ar 


<lsewhere  quite  recently    bj  a  residtnt  of 
Glenthome. 

Quite  as  interesting  is  iht  origin  of  the 
barber';'  pole  (Kig-  7  this  dates  from 
the  time  when  barbers  practise  i  some 
amount  of  surgerv,  an!  [cople  btlie\c  1  in 
bleeding.  The  pole  «as  place!  m  the 
patient's  hand,  the  effort  of  holding  it  pro 
moting  the  flow  of  blood.  When  not  in 
use  it  was  hung  outside  the  shop  with  the 
bandages  twisted  round  it.  At  the  present 
time  these  are  represented  by  the  while 
spiral  band,  the  blood  being  denoted  by  a 


There  is  a  barln.T  in  Johannesburg  who, 
failing  to  obtain  a  pole  easily,  has  so  far 
stuck  to  his  guns  as  to  hang  out  a  four- 
sided  piece  of  wood. 

Tobacconists  are  well  provided  with 
signs.  The  life-sized  Scotsman,  emblem- 
atical of  snuff,  still  lingers  here  and  there 
(Kig.  H\  The  figure  always  recalls 
Sheridan's  wager  that  he  would  remove  a 
certain  one.  Provided  with  a  large  over- 
coat, he  set  lo  work,  and  having  enveloped 
the  image  in  it,  called  a  cab,  into 
which,  with  the  driver's  assistance, 
he  helped  "  his  friend."  who.  he  ex- 
plained, had  been  "  imbibing  a  little  loo 
Ircclf." 
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The  example  at  ii8,  Tottenham  Court 
Road,  recently  figured  in  the  Mafeldng 
celebrations. 

The  black  boy  vith  his  red  skirts  seems 
dying  out,  but  the  roll  of  pigtail' tobacco 
is  still  largely  used.  The  bands  of  gold 
with  which  it  is  now  customarily  embel- 
lished rather  tend  to  obscure  its  'mdaning. 
On  the  western  side  of  Hampstead  Road  an 
old-fashioned  one  remains  suspended  over 
a  shop,  while  another  is  represented  in 
bas-relief  on  the  door-post.  A  sculptured 
sign  must  be  mentioned  over  the  entrance 
to  the  offices  of  the  L^iiiy  's  Pklorial.  The 
shop  was  formerly  long  occupied  by  a 
tobacconist,  and  the  sign  shows  the  con- 
ventionalised roll  of  twist  against  a  barrel. 


The  crest  of  the  Tobacco-Hpe  Makers 

Company,  which  was  incorporated  so  long 

ago  as  1663,  was  the  upper  part  of  a  black 

man,   or,  in   heraldic  parlance,  a  demi- 

Moor,   and  the  "  supporters  "  were  also 

negroes.    It 

was    a   verj- 

general 

thing   for  a 

tradesman 

or    crafts- 

m  a  n     to 

adopt  some 

part  of  the 

coat-of-arms 

of  his  com- 


such  as  are  still  used  in  tobacconists'  shops 
for  scats.  SumiiinR  on  the  kirrcl  is  a  cat, 
and  lastly  a  negro  is  st-en,  representing  the 
black  boy  alreaily  mentioned.  How  this 
figure  came  to  be  adopted  is  this  wise : 


Just  as, 
already 
noled.   the         '"'„'.  7.1,"' .J^"", 

bush      or  lli.,tnvni  AT  THi  Kunno- 

bunch    of  ,„s.u«s. 

\\\  was  the 

general  attribute  of  the  inn,  so  a  bunch  of 

golden  grapes  denoted  a  wine-seller,  and 

even  now,  as  at  the  Coach  and  Horses,  od 

Kew  (ireen,  may  appear  over  the  more 

specialised  sign. 

There  an;  some  objects  customariif 
exhibited  in  shop-windows  belonging  to 
members  of  the  same  trade  that  may  well 
be  mentioned  here  —  the  hairdresser"* 
wax  lady,  wlio  ofieu  revolves  in  an  irri- 
tating manner,  the  giant  clam-shells  of  the 
oyster-dealer,  and  the  gorgeous  orna- 
mental carboys  of  coloured  water,  dear  to 
the  lu-art  of  the  apotliecarj-.  The  cow  and 
calf,  like  the  sign  of  the  goat  in  old 
Hereulaneum,  still  grace    many  a   dairy* 
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man's  window,  and  the  plaster- of- Paris 
horse  siili  stands  in  that  of  the  corn- 
dealer. 

Up  to  the  present  we  have  turned  our 

attention  to  class  symbols,  as  it 
were,  and  have  examined  them 
in  some  detail.  It  now  beho\es 
us  to  consider  the  special  signb 
chosen,  like  those  of  mns,  b) 
individual  tradesmen,  ati  in- 
dicated above  when  speaking  of 
booksellers.  These  signs,  iihith 
form,  perhaps,  the  most  attrae 
tive  part  of  the  subject,  are 
relics  of  a  time  when  it  was  the 
custom  of  the  members  of  uni 
trade  to  settle  down  in  oni. 
quarter  of  a  town  or  city,  as  is  *' 

still  done  in  the  East.  Traces 
of  this  may  be  seen  in  London  in  the 
case  of  the  banks  In  Lombard  Street. 
the  physicians  in  Harley  Street,  and 
the  booksellers  in  Holywell  Street, 
which  last  is,  however,  doomed. 
Though  the  original  signs  of  this  de- 
scription are  rapidly  disappearing,  careful 
search  will  reveal  quite  a  numbet  in 
London  which  still  remain  in  place. 
Others  have  found  a  home  in  the  Guild- 
hall Museum,  while  others,  again,  are 
cherished  bv  the  firms  to  which  they 
respectively  belong  That  the  same  sign 
should  have  been  in  use  for  hundreds  of 
years  even,  is  not  so  surprising  a  thing 
when    one    recollects  that  it  was    by  the 


Among  the  banks  are  several  interest- 
ingcases.  Martin'sBankrctainsthe  "Grass- 
hopper," the  crest  and  sign  of  Sir  Thomas 
Gresham,  who  carried  on  business  at  the 


house  now  and  long  occupied  by  the  bank. 
There  is  an  old  story  current  that  the 
husband  of  Mistress  Jane  Shore  dwelt 
on  the  very  same  spot  in  I46 1 .  The 
Grasshopper,  an  emblem  of  good  luck, 
also  surmounts  the  present  Royal 
Kxchange  (Fig.  9),  the  original  build- 
ings having  tieen  erected  by  Sir  Thomas 
Gresham  and  dubbed  "  Royal  "  by  Queen 
Bess  when  she  visited  them. 

Messrs.  Hoare  have  a  gill  "  Leather 
Bottle"  over  their  door  in  Fleet  Street, 
and  print  a  representation  of  one  on  their 
cheques  (Fig.  10;.  Gosling's  Bank  hard 
by  (now  a  branch  of  Barclay's),  though 
lately  rebuilt,  still  has  the  "  Three 
Squirrels"  on  the 
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Fl,..  IC-THh   "l.fAIHbK    KoilLb"  M   Hi 

sign  that  a  business  was  remembered,  and 
to  retain  his  father's  or  forerunner's 
customers  it  was  necessary  for  the  man 
who  followed  to  keep  to  the  same  sign. 


bably  where  the  1 
It  is  worthy  of  nol 
of  Chambers  at  1 
has     three    squirrels 


(Fig.  ,,).  In 
eonnoction  with 
this  it  may  be 
said  that  in  the 
vear  1684  James 
Chambers  kept 
a  goldsmith's 
shop  at  the 
"Three  Squir- 
rels," near  St. 
D  u  ns  tan's 
Church,  pro- 
nk  now  stands, 
that  one  family 
e  present  time 
as     its     "  arms." 
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Child's  banking  firm  is  the  oldest  in 
London.  The  founder,  in  Charles  the 
First's  reign,  started  it  at  the  shop  of  his 
father-in-law,  who  was  a  goldsmith  at  the 
sign  of  the  Marigold.  A  representation 
of  the  quaint  idea  is  still  to  be  seen  over 
the  bank  entrance.  The  shop,  which  has 
given  way  to  the  modern  hank,  was  built 
on  the  site  of  the  tavern  dear  to  Ben 
jonson,  called  the  Devil  and  St.  Dunstan, 
familiarly  known  as  the  "  Devil,"  and  at 
which  the  dramatist  founded  his  Apollo 
Club. 

While  speaking  of  banks  it  may  be 
worth  while  to  mention  the  derivation  of 
the  name  of  Rothschild.  Over  No.  148, 
Juden  Gasse.  or  Jew's  Alley,  where  the 
founder  of  the  family  lived   in    I-'rankfort, 


was  a  red  shield  [rolh  schilJ)  which  he 
used  as  a  sign,  and  which  has  come  to  be 
the  name  of  his  millionaire  descendants. 
The  big  fire  insurance  companies  have 
retained  their  signs,  and  have  used  them 
to  mark  the  buildings  they  have  insured. 
Originally  these  marks  wore  to  guide  the 
company's  private  firemen  or  watermen, 
who  wore  similar  badges.  Fig.  11,  Atlas. 
with  the  world  on  his  shoulders,  was 
formerly  the  sign  of  mapmakers.  The 
insurance  company  of  that  name  adopted 
it  in  1806,  The  Phcenix  was  a  special 
favourite  with  apothecaries,  and  appro- 
priately became  the  sign  of  the  present 
company  in  1781.  The  Sun  was  the  sign 
of  A\')'nkyn  de  A\'orde,  the  early  printer 
of  Fleet  Street,  in  1+97  ;  and  the  Sun  in 
Splendour  was  the  badge  of  Richard  II. 


It  became  the  emblem  of  the  Sun  Insurance 
Company  in  1710,  and  is  on  the  front  of 
its  offices  in  Threadneedle  Street.  In 
King  Street,  Covent  (iarden,  may  be  seen 
the  Portcullis  and  Prince  of  Wales's 
Feathers   of  another   Company. 

The  sign  of  the  oldest  existing  office, 
the  "  Hand-in-Hand,"  is  remarkable  as 
being  one  often  adopted  by  the  marriage- 
mongers  in  Fleet  Street,  with  an  inscription. 
"  Marriages  Performed  Within."  Pennant 
vividly  describes  the  profligate  old  parson 
walking  before  his  shop  in  a  "'tatlered 
plaid  night-gown,"  and  "  ready  to  couple 
you  for  a  dram  of  gin  or  a  roll  of  tobacco." 
Of  the  signs   of  private    individuals    but 
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few  remain.  The  "Half  Moon,"  at  36,  Holy- 
well Street,  is  still  in  place  at  the  time  of 
writing  (Fig.  13),  but  will  soon  be  gone. 


The"Bo)'  and  Panyer."in  a  passage  leading 
out  of  Paternoster  Row,  may  have  been 
B  baker's  sign.  A  sign,  once  that  of 
Nicholas  Hare,  a  grocer,  is  to  be  seen 
between  Nos.  79  and  80, 
High  Street,  Shoreditch. 
It  consists  of  a  hare  and  suu 
Kulptured  in  stone,  and  dated 
1676.  This  may  be  taken  as 
an  example  of  a  very  numer- 
ous series  of  signs  which 
formed  a  rebus  on  the  name 
of  their  owner. 

Klessrs.  Davison,  Newman, 
ind  Co.,  whose  firm  dates 
back  to  the  year  1650,  when 
Aey  left  No.  44,  Fenchurch 
Street  for  No.  57,  took  with 
them  their  original  sign  of 
the  "  Crown  and  Three 
Sugar  Loaves "  (Fig.  14). 
The  latter  were  once  em- 
blematical of  the  grocer,  and 
occasionally  survive   as   the 


sif^n  of  an  inn,  as  at  Castle  Hedingham, 
in  Essex. 

The  interesting  figure  of  a  naval  officer 
taking  an  obsenation,  which  was  once  in 
Leadenhall  Street,  and  appeared  at  the 
Naval  Exhibition,  may  be  seen  in  the 
Minories. 

Another  sign,  now  confined  to  public- 
houses,  is  "  Guy,  Ear!  of  Warwick."  Acarvin  J 
(Fig.  15)  exists  at  the  comer  of  Warwick 
Lane  and  Newgate  Street.  There  is  a  "  Dog 
and  Pot"  at  Messrs.  J.  W.  Cunningham  and 
Co.'s,  of  iq6,  Blackfriars  Road.  "The 
Pill"  (Fig.  16),  in  the  Guildhall  Museum, 
came  ■from  Messrs.  Sutton  and  Co.'s  ware- 
house in  Bow  Churchyard,  while  (Fig.  17) 
the  "Cock"  is  owned  by  Messrs.  Foster, 
Porter, and  Co.  Finally  the  "Lion"  holding 
the  City  Arms  (Fig.  18)  is  to  be  seen  over 
a  goldsmith's  at  341,  Strand,  and  the  "Bell" 
(Fig.  19)  came  from  67,  Knight  rider  Street, 
near  the  celebrated  ir..T  of  the  same  sign 
from  which  the  only  existing  letter  written 
to  Shakspere  was  indited  by  Richard 
Quyney  in  the  year  1 598. 

Inn  signs,  though  often  now  simpl/ 
written,  give  us  a  very  good  idea  of  the 
emblems  once  generally  adopted.  If, 
however,  any  special  feature  be  looked 
for  in  the  signs  of  these  housi-s  of 
refreshment,  it  will  be  found  in  the 
number  of  Somebody's  Arms  or  Some- 
thing's Heads  which  occur  among  thein. 
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In  the  Middle  Ages  travellers  were 
lodged  by  the  great  landowners,  whose 
coats -of- arms  hung  in  front  of  their 
houses.  Big  people  were  treated  as 
guests;  the  lower  orders  fated  with  the 
servants.  House-stewards  had  powertomake 
charges  for  certain  things.  When  travellers 
became  numerous,  separate  buildings  were 
maintained  for  their  accommodation,  also 


given  rise  to  many  of  our  most  familiar 
inn  signs.  The  White  Hart  came  from 
Richard  II,,  the  Red  Lion  from  John 
of  Gaunt,  while  the  White  Boar  of 
Richard  III.  was  at  his  death  painted  to 
do  duty  for  the  Blue  Boar  of  the  Earls  of 
Oxford. 

A  few  interesting  instances  only  can  be 
touched  upon.  The  Green  Man  has  been 
derived  from  the  wild  men  of  old  pageants. 
These  possibly  sprang  from  the  morris 
dancers,  or  Jacks- in  -  the-Gre 
with  black  faces,  used  to  parade  the  streets 
on  May  Day.  The  sweeps  long  kept  up 
the  custom,  and  one  was  seen  on  May  3. 
in  the  present  year,  near  Blackfriars,  in 
the  familiar  cage,  dressed  with  green  and 
ipanied  by  his  fellows,  also  decked 
some  extent.    The  Maiden's  Head 


bearing  the  coat-of-arms  of  the  owner. 
Old  servants  setting  up  as  innkeepers  have 
kept  up  the  custom  since  by  choosing  their 
masters'  arms  for  a  sign,  or  hosts  have  set 
up  those  of  some  illustrious  and  habitual 
guest. 

The  head  of  an  animal  or  person  forms 
a  large  number  of  crests,  and  its  adoption 
as  a  sign  springs  from  the  same  reasons. 
Private  badges  of  kings  and  nobles,  which 
were  not  hereditary  emblems,   have  also 


(Fig,  10)  comes  from  the  arms  of  the 
mpany. 
The  Adam  and  Eve  likewise  came  from 
those  of  the  Fruiterers'  Company  (Fig- 1 1 ). 
while  the  Elephant  and  Castle  forms 
the  crest  of  the  Cullers'  Company, 
as  well  as  of  the  old  African  Company. 
Here  we  might  mention  the  remarkable 
coupling  of  objects  that  have  little  or  no 
connection.  The  adojuion  of  a  second 
sign  explains  some,  the  taking  of  two 
devices  from  armorial  bearingsled  to  others, 
and  corruptions  have  given  us  more.  The 
Fly  and  Bullock  was  originally  the  Flying 
Bullock,  from  the  orest  and    supporters 
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of  the  Butchers'  Company  (Fig.  ii).  St. 
George  and  the  _yragon,  needs  no  explan- 
ation. The  old  sign  wc  represent  (Fig. 
»3),  now  in  the  Guildhall  Museum,  came 
from  a  famous  old  galleried  inn  at  St, 
Snow  Hill,  .\mong  many  other  signs 
preserved  in  the  same  museum  is  the 
Goose  and  Gridiron  (Fig,  14).     The  name 


Thanks  are  due  to  the  Librarian  of  the 
Guildhall  for  several  acts  of  courtesy, 
including  permission  to  reproduce  some 
drawings    in  his  charge  (Figs.  11,  15,  17, 


was  chosen  to  ridicule  the  old  music-house 
previously  standing  on  the  same  spot,  being 
a  parody  on  the  Swan  and  Harp,  a  sign 
commonly  adopted  by  such  institutions. 

Another  name  must  be  singled  out — 
the  famous  Bull  and  Mouth,  One  of  the 
representations — of  which  there  were  two  at 
the  Queen's  Hotel,  St.  Mart in's-le- Grand- 
is  shown  In  Fig.  15.  The  title  is  evidently 
a  corruption,  but  whether  it  comes  from 
Boulogne  Mouth  (Harbour)  or  from  Bowl 
and  Mouth  we  must  leave  undecided. 


18,  10)  by  the  late  C.  R.  B.  Barr>-.  Other 
of  our  Illustrations  are  due  to  the  kindness 
of  the  City  Companies  and  to  the  owners 
of  the  various  signs.  Figs.  3,4,  5,  6,  7, 
ij,  14,  16,  19,  n  and  25,  were  specially 
drawn  for  this  article  by  Mr.  W.  J.  Webb. 


CANT    AND    HUMBUG. 

By   DR.   MAX  NORDAU. 

TRAXSLATED   FROM   THE   GERMAN  BY  CAPEL    POWNALL. 


OUR  train  liad  just  steamed  out  of 
Ostend  Station,  and  the  compart- 
ment in  which  I  had  taken  my  seat 
contained  its  full  complement  of  six 
passengers,  who,  with  the  exception  of 
myself,  were  unmistakable  scions  of  the 
Anglo-Saxon  race. 

Almost  immediately  a  general  conver- 
sation commenced,  and  the  high-pitched 
voices  and  strong  nasal  twang  of  the 
speakers  soon  disclosed  to  me  the  country 
of  their  origm. 

One  of  the  passengers,  a  stout  gentle- 
man in  a  travelling-suit  of  tweed,  having 
arranged  his  numerous  bags,  rugs,  and 
other  baggage  in  the  rack  with  very  little 
regard  for  the  belongings  of  his  fellow- 
travellers,  ensconced  himself  comfortably 
in  one  of  the  corner-seats  beside  the 
window,  and,  after  a  rapid  glance  at  the 
other  occupants  of  the  compartment, 
seemed  to  become  absorbed  in  a  contem- 
plation of  the  monotonous  landscape,  and 
made  no  attempt  to  join  in  the  conver- 
sation. Several  remarks  addressed  in- 
directly^  to  him  by  the  other  passengers 
he  ignored  so  completely  that  no  one 
would  have  believed  that  he  either  spoke 
or  understood  English,  if  one  of  the 
Americans  had  not  produced  his  cigar- 
case,  which  action  was  immediately 
responsible  for  the  following  protest  from 
the  gentleman  in  the  corner,  delivered  in 
the  best  London  English,  with  consider- 
able emphasis — 

**  I  object  to  you  smoking.  Sir.  I  am 
not  aware  that  this  is  a  smoking- 
carriage  !  " 

The  superiority  and  reserve  of  the 
Englishman  were  evidently  not  much 
to    the    liking    of    the    Americans,    who 


began  to  exchange  sarcastic  remarks 
about  the  constrained  and  unfriendly 
manners  of  the  Britishers,  their  inability 
to  3*ssociate  with  strangers,  and  their 
painful  formality  in  all  religious,  political, 
and  social  affairs  ;  all  of  which  the 
Englishman  ignored  as  completely  as  he 
had  their  previous  attempts  to  draw  him 
into  conversation. 

*'  i  heard  a  story  just  before  I  left 
London  which  portrays  the  Britisher  more 
faithfully  than  a  whole  library  of  books 
could,"  said  one  of  the  Yankees,  who  had 
been  more  outspoken  than  the  rest  in  his 
criticisms. 

**  Come  on !  let  us  hear  it !  "  cried  the 
others,  regarding  the  Englishman  disdain* 
fully,  who  sat  in  his  corner  as  imperturbably 
as  before,  apparently  engrossed  in  the 
distant  prospect  of  a  windmill,  whose 
ungainly  outline  stood  up  sharply  against 
the  gloomy  horizon. 

"  I  must  inform  you  first  of  all  that-my 
story  is  perfectly  true,  and  that  I  only 
heard  it  yesterday  evening  in  London  from 
my  friend  Mr.  Brown,  who  took  an  active 
part  in  it. 

*'  Two  years  ago  Mr.  Brown  was 
compelled  to  undertake  a  journey  on 
business  to  Chili,  and  having  booked  his 
passage  on  one  of  the  steamers  of  the 
Pacific  Steam  Navigation  Company  sail- 
ing from  Liverpool,  arrived  safely  at 
Montevideo,  where  several  new  pas- 
sengers came  on  board.  Shortly  after 
passing  Punta  Arenas  they  ran  into  a 
furious  storm.  After  the  tremendous  seas 
had  swept  the  two  funnels  overboard,  both 
rudder  and  screw-propeller  were  hopelessly 
damaged,  and  the  ship  became  a  complete 
wreck,  at  the  mercy  of  the  wind  and  sea ; 
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and  after  drifting  for  several  hours,  ran  on 
a  reef  and  commenced  to  settle  down.  The 
captain,  .who  had  preserved  his  presence 
of  mind  all  this  time,  now  gave  orders  for 
the  boats  to  be  lowered,  and  remained  on 
board  until  the  last  sailor  had  left  the  ship. 
**The  boats,  however,  were  unable  to 
fight  their  way  through  the  furious  surf 
which  raged  round  the  ship ;  one  after 
another  they  capsized  and  sank,  and  the 
roar  of  the  storm  soon  swallowed  up  the 
shrieks  of  the  drowning  men,  and  the 
boats  drifted  off,  keel  upwards,  in  various 
directions,  while  distorted  faces  and 
clenched  hands  appeared  at  intervals 
above  the  foaming  surface  of  the  sea, 
and  then  vanished  for  ever.  The  boat  in 
which  Mr.  Brown  was  shared  the  fate  of 
the  remaining  ones,  but  both  he  and 
another  passenger  were  fortunate  enough 
to  retain  their  hold  of  the  gunwale, 
and  succeeded,  after  great  exertions,  in 
clambering  up  and  seating  themselves 
astride  on  the  keel  of  the  overturned 
craft.  They  remained  in  this  terrible 
position,  crouching  one  behind  the  other, 
for  several  hours,  until  the  sea,  which  in 
the  meantime  had  abated,  cast  them  up 
finally  on  the  flat  sandy  shores  of  one  of 
the  small  islands  so  numerous  in  those 
latitudes.  Although  death  no  longer 
stared  them  in  the  face,  Mr.  Brown 
could  not  help  perceiving  that  their 
situation  was  a  very  precarious  one.  He 
was  not  a  literary  man,  and  the  thought 
that  he  might  eventually  have  the  pleasure 
of  posing  as  a  nineteenth-century  Robin- 
son Crusoe,  and  chronicling  his  adventures 
on  a  deserted  island,  afforded  him  scant 
consolation  for  the  heavy  pecuniary  losses 
which  he  would  incur  if  he  could  not 
reach  Valparaiso  at  the  appointed  time. 
In  the  meantime,  he  endeavoured  to  make 
himself  as  comfortable  as  circumstances 
would  permit.  After  he  had  rested  for 
a  short  time,  he  started  on  an  excursion 
through  the  island,  which  could  not  have 
been  more  than  three  miles  in  circum- 
ference, and  soon  discovered  that  if  it 
was  uninhabited,  it  at  any  rate  con- 
tained a  fair  number  of  a  certain  kind  of 
fruit-tree,  birds'  -  nests,  and  shell  -  fish, 
together  with  a  spring  of  fresh  water — 


sufficient  to  keep  body  and  soul  together 
for  a  considerable  period  of  time.  He 
t'len,  without  any  further  delay,  erected  a 
temporary  shelter  of  branches  and  moss  for 
himself  at  the  foot  of  a  large  tree,  and  re- 
signed himself  to  the  necessity  of  livingthus 
until  some  lucky  chance  might  free  him 
from  his  unpleasant  situation.  His  com- 
panion in  misfortune  had  acted  in  pre- 
cisely the  same  way,  for  he  had  also 
thoroughly  reconnoitred  the  island,  finally 
taking  up  his  abode  in  a  small  cave 
on  the  shore,  where  he  made  himself 
as  comfortable  as  circumstances  would 
permit." 

**  But  it  would  have  been  more  natural 
if  they  had  dwelt  together,''  remarked  one 
of  the  party. 

'*  It  is  not  very  difficult  to  see,  Brother 
Josh,  that  you  have  been  only  a  week  in 
Europe  and  are  completely  ignorant  of 
English  ways.  How  could  Mr.  Brown 
speak  to  his  companion  in  misfortune, 
associate  with  him,  or  even  dwell  in  the 
same  cave,  if  they  had  not  been  properly 
introduced  to  one  another  ?  " 

The  Americans  laughed  heartily,  while 
the  Englishman  seemed  more  absorbed 
than  ever  in  the  surrounding  country. 

**  Several  weeks,"  continued  the  speaker, 
"  passed  away  in  this  comfortless  solitude. 
Every  morning  the  two  castaways  left  their 
retreat,  and  repaired  to  the  only  stream  of 
any  size  in  the  island,  where  they  washed 
themselves,  and,  after  exchanging  a  cold 
glance,  commenced  their  search  for  eggs, 
shell-fish,  roots,  and  anything  edible  they 
might  come  across,  in  order  to  provide 
themselves  with  food  for  the  day;  and  this 
task  being  finished  —  each,  of  course, 
ignoring  the  presence  of  the  other — they 
used  to  climb  up  to  the  summit  of  a  rocky 
promontory,  which  ran  out  into  the  sea, 
and  lie  there  hour  after  hour  anxiously 
scanning  the  horizon  in  the  hope  of 
detecting  a  ship.  This  continued  for 
nearly  three  months,  until  one  morning 
Mr.  Brown,  shortly  after  he  had  taken  up 
his  station,  imagined  that  he  could  dis- 
cern a  dark  spot  on  the  extreme  horizon, 
which  seemed  to  be  steadily  moving 
towards  the  island.  He  sprang  up  as  if 
he  had  received  an  electric  shock,  and. 
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shading  his  eyes,  stared  and  stared  until 
there  could  no  longer  be  any  doubt  that 
what  he  saw  was  the  trail  of  smoke  from  a 
steamer.  His  companion,  noticing  the 
hasty  movement  of  Mr.  Brown,  turned  his 
glance  in  the  same  direction,  and  a  gentle 
*  Oh !  *  denoted  that  he  also  had  espied 
the  vessel. 

**  They  both  hurriedly  drew  off  their  coats 
and  shirts,  and  commenced  to  wave  them 
frantically  with  both  hands.  They  might, 
however,  have  spared  themselves  this 
exertion,  as  the  steamer  was  already  head- 
ing straight  for  the  island,  and,  as  they 
afterwards  ascertained,  had  been  sent 
especially  to  cruise  among  the  group  of 
islands  in  search  of  possible  survivors 
from  the  wreck  ;  for  some  of  the  sailors 
at  the  time  of  that  catastrophe  had 
succeeded  in  righting  one  of  the  capsized 
boats,  and,  after  enduring  great  privations, 
in  reaching  the  mainland,  where  they 
brought  the  intelligence  of  the  disaster. 
As  soon  as  it  could  be  arranged,  a  ship 
was  dispatched  to  the  scene  of  the  wreck, 
and  this  was  the  craft  which  Mr.  Brown 
and  his  comrade  had  sighted  on  the 
morning  I  am  speaking  of. 

**  After  two  hours  of  painful  suspense  the 
steamer  had  approached  close  enough  to 
lower  a  boat  in  order  to  take  off  the  two 
involuntary  islanders.  They  rushed  down 
in  frantic  haste  to  the  little  patch  of  yellow 
sand  where  the  boat  had  touched,  and  a 
few  minutes  later  were  seated  comfortably 
in  the  stern  on  their  way  back  to  the 
steamer.  They  were  received  at  the  gang- 
way by  the  captain,  who  bowed  politely, 
gave  them  a  hearty  hand  -  shake,  and 
invited  them  to  follow  him  to  his  cabin. 
Here  he  requested  them  to  enter  their 
names  and  addresses  in  a  book  which  he 
laid  before  them  for  that  purpose.  The 
man  who  had  been  Mr.  Brown's  silent 
companion  on  the  island  followed  this 
invitation  first,  as  he  happened  to  be 
standing  closer  to  the  table.  After  he 
had  written  down  the  required  information, 
he  handed  the  pen  to  Mr.  Brown,  who 
cast  his  eye  mechanically  over  the  previous 
entry  before  he  commenced  to  write  him- 
self. His  attention,  however,  seemed  to 
be  suddenly  attracted,  and  after  regarding 


the  book  more  closely,  a  look  of  astonish- 
ment crossed  his  face.  *  Mr.  William 
Lloyd  Jones,  of  Valparaiso  ! '  he  exclaimed 
excitedly.  *  Mr.  W.  L.  Jones,  of  Val- 
paraiso !  *  and  turning  round,  he  addressed 
his  partner  in  naisfortune — 

"*Are  you  Mr.  W.  L.  Jones,  of  Val- 
paraiso ? ' 

"*  Yes,*  replied  the  other,  regarding  his 
interrogator  with  anything  but  approval. 

**  *  Oh,  in  that  case,*  and  Mr.  Brown 
inserted  his  hand  into  the  breast-pocket  of 
his  coat  and  drew  out  a  letter — *  in  that 
case,  I  have  a  letter  of  introduction  to  you 
from  our  mutual  friend,  Mr.  Smith,  of 
London '  ;  and  so  saying,  he  handed  his 
*  introduction  *  to  Mr.  Jones,  somewhat 
faded,  it  is  true,  from  contact  with  the  sea- 
water,  but  still  fairly  legible. 

**  Mr.  Jones  unfolded  the  epistle  method- 
ically and  slowly,  read  it  attentively  from 
beginning  to  end,  and  when  he  arrived  at 
the  signature  of  his  friend  Smith,  the 
stern — not  to  say  displeased — look  on  his 
face  vani&hed  immediately,  and  extending 
his  hand  in  a  most  affable  manner  to 
Brown,  he  exclaimed — 

**  *  I  am  delighted  to  have  the  pleasure  of 
making  your  acquaintance.* 

**  *  If  only  I  had  been  in  a  position  to 
present  my  introduction  while  we  were  on 
the  island!  *  replied  Brown  regretfully. 

'*  *  A  great  pity,*  remarked  Jones.  *  We 
might  have  spent  many  agreeable  hours 
together.' 

'*  The  captain,  who  was  also  an  English- 
man, had  listened,  without  uttering  a  word, 
to  the  foregoing  conversation,  and  grasp- 
ing the  situation,  was  immediately  con- 
vinced that  he  was  in  the  presence  of  real 
gentlemen. 

*'  Brown  and  Jones  now  became  the 
closest  friends,  and  at  the  present  moment, 
although  one  lives  in  Valparaiso,  and  the 
other  in  London,  still  maintain  a  regular 
correspondence.'* 

As  the  relator  drew  close  to  the  end  of 
che  story,  the  other  Americans,  who  realised 
keenly  the  satire  implied  therein,  burst  into 
loud  laughter,  which  lasted  for  several 
minutes.  At  length,  when  the  merriment  of 
the  American  party  had  exhausted  itself,  and 
silence  was  again  restored,  we  noticed,  to 
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our  astonishment,  a  smile  flit  across  the 
face  of  the  Englishman,  who  had  been 
sitting,  up  till  now,  quietly  in  his  comer 
with  an  expression  of  complete  indifference 
on  his  immovable  features ;  and  he  then 
addressed  the  gentleman  who  was  respon- 
sible for  the  above  story — 

"  Sir,  I  must  congratulate  you  on  your 
excellent  anecdote,  and  also  on  your 
acquaintance  with  such  a  distinguished 
personage  as  Mr.  Brown.  Perhaps  you 
will  permit  me,  in  my  turn,  to  narrate  to 
you  the  experiences  of  a  friend  of  mine  in 
the  United  States,  perhaps  not  of  such  an 
interesting  nature,  but  the  authenticity  of 
which  I  can  absolutely  guarantee." 

"  Hear !  hear !  "  resounded  from  all 
sides ;  the  Yankees  settled  themselves 
again  comfortably  in  their  seats,  and  with- 
out further  delay  the  Englishman  com- 
menced his  tale — 

**  M.  Durand,  one  of  my  most  intimate 
friends  in  Paris,  who  is  a  Major  in  the 
French  Cuirassiers,  was  dispatched  by  his 
Government,  during  the  recent  Franco- 
German  War,  to  America  to  purchase 
horses  for  the  army.  It  was  in  the  latter 
half  of  October  1870  when  he  arrived  at  a 
small  town  in  Texas,  renowned  only  for 
the  fact  that  it  possessed  a  spacious  but 
very  roughly  constructed  circus,  in  which 
Mexican  bull  -  fighters  occasionally  per- 
formed. M.  Durand,  who  had  arrived 
late  in  the  afternoon,  took  up  his  abode 
in  the  only  hotel  which  the  place  boasted 
of.  After  he  had  finished  his  dinner,  he 
retired  into  a  compartment  which  answered 
the  purpose  of  a  smoking  -  room,  and 
having  ordered  a  bottle  of  wine  to  be 
placed  on  a  small  table  within  arm's 
reach,  he  seated  himself  in  a  comfortable 
chair  before  the  blazing  fire,  and  prepared 
to  spend  a  snug,  if  lonely  evening.  He 
was  thoroughly  worn  out  after  his  long 
railway  journey,  and  lay  there  with  out- 
stretched legs,  gazing  dreamily  at  the 
glowing  coals,  until  the  sudden  opening 
of  the  door,  and  the  entrance  of  a  stranger, 
roused  him  out  of  his  reverie.  This  was 
no  less  than  Mr.  Jonathan  Oilking,  one 
of  the  most  prominent  notabilities  in  that 
neighbourhood  ;  a  man  as  much  respected 
among    the    surrounding   gentry   for    his 


extraordinary  affability  and  refinement  as 
for  his  great  wealth.  As  soon  as  he  had 
entered  the  room,  Mr.  Oilking  marched 
straight  up  to  the  fireplace  without  utter- 
ing a  word  of  greeting,  or  attempting  to 
remove  his  broad-brimmed  felt  hat,  and, 
pushing  the  Major's  chair  together  with 
its  astonished  occupant  to  one  side,  took 
up  his  station  with  his  back  to  the  fire, 
completely  monopolising  its  warmth,  and 
commenced  to  stare  coolly  straight  in  the 
Major's  face.  Durand  war  inclined  for  a 
moment  to  seize  the  intruder  by  the  throat, 
but,  managing  to  control  his  passion,  he 
consoled  himself  with  the  thought  that 
when  you  are  in  Rome  you  must  do  as  the 
Romans  do,  and,  shrugging  his  shoulders, 
contented  himself  with  regarding  the  ceil- 
ing instead  of  the  bright  flames. 

"  Mr.  Oilking  warmed  himself  for  a  short 
time  with  apparent  satisfaction,  and  then 
his  glance  chanced  to  alight  on  the  bottle 
of  claret  which  stood  at  the  Major's  elbow. 
With  inimitable  coolness  he  stretched  out 
his  long  arm,  and  grasping  the  bottle, 
poured  himself  out  a  glass,  which  he 
tossed  off"  at  one  gulp,  and  then  replaced 
it  on  the  table,  smacking  his  lips  with  great 
relish. 

**  Durand  had  murder  in  his  heart,  but 
still  managed  to  retain  his  composure, 
and  continued  to  regard  the  wall  and 
ceiling  more  attentively  than  ever.  Oil- 
king  returned  to  his  position  against  the 
mantelpiece,  and  remained  motionless  for 
some  time,  the  only  sign  that  life  still 
existed  in  his  long,  lean  body  being  an 
occasional  expectoration,  which  he  directed 
noisily  and  with  great  accuracy  at  a 
certain  spot  in  a  far  corner  of  the  room. 
At  last  he  broke  the  dead  silence  by 
turning  round  to  Durand  and  addressing 
him — 

"  'Stranger,  I  guess  you  are  the  French 
officer  who  wants  to  deal  in  horses ! ' 

"  Durand  pretended  not  to  hear,  and 
stared  steadily  through  the  window  at 
the  dreary  landscape  outside.  Oilking 
then  laid  his  hand  on  the  Major's  shoulder, 
and  giving  him  a  slight  shake,  repeated  his 
question.  This  was  beyond  all  endurance. 
Durand  sprang  up  and  roared  out  in  very 
imperfect  English — 
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**  *  You  are  a  clown  and  a  barbarian  ! ' 

**  Jonathan  drew  himself  up  and  answered 
mildly — 

**  *  Stranger,  I  reckon  if  you  repeat  that 
you  will  quit  this  room  through  the 
window.' 

"  *  You  must  give  me  satisfaction/ 
stormed  Durand,  *  for  the  gross  insults 
you  have  offered  me  this  evening.' 

*'  *  If  that  is  all,'  remarked  Oilking,  as 
cool  as  ever,  *  I  reckon  you  can  start 
right  in.  Here  is  a  bowie-knife  and  a 
revolver ' — and  so  saying,  he  drew  these 
weapons  from  his  belt  and  laid  them  oi: 
the  table  ;  *  if  you  have  your  shooting- 
iron  and  knife  handy,  you  can  take  your 
choice  whether  I  shall  show  daylight 
through  you,  or  rip  your  stomach  up.  The 
room  is  comfortable,  and  we  can  fix  the 
matter  nicely  here.' 

**  Durand,  in  the  meantime,  had  become 
somewhat  calmer,  and  replied — 

**  *  You  will  excuse  me,  but  it  is  not 
customary  in  my  country  to  fight  locked 
up  in  a  room  without  any  witnesses.  I 
will  endeavour  to  find  two  seconds  and 
send  them  to  you ;  you  can  then  arrange 
the  terms  of  the  duel  together ;  and  when 
this  has  been  done  I  am  at  your  disposal.' 

"He  then  left  the  room  and  went  straight 
to  the  proprietor  of  the  hotel,  whom  he 
took  into  his  confidence,  requesting  him 
at  the  same  time  to  act  as  his  second,  and 
to  see  if  he  could  find  anyone  willing  to 
^ct  in  the  same  capacity  for  Mr.  Oilfcing. 
The  host  was  of  the  opinion  that  seconds 
were  quite  a  superfluous  luxury  in  a  duel ; 
but  as  the  Major  seemed  to  lay  a  good 
deal  of  importance  on  this  detail,  he 
would  do  his  best  to  satisfy  him.  The 
head  waiter,  in  fact,  could  be  utilised  for 
this  purpose,  and  for  this  additional  call 
on  the  resources  of  the  hotel  he  would 
undertake  not  to  charge  more  than  five 
dollars  in  the  bill.  Although  Durand  had 
only  been  a  short  time  in  America,  he 
had  had  some  experience  of  Yankee 
peculiarities,  and  the  final  stipulation  of 
the  hotel-proprietor  did  not  astonish  him 
as  much  as  it  might  have  done  a  complete 
stranger ;  so  he  urged  the  host  to  find  the 
head  waiter,  and  to  go,  in  company  with 
him,  to  Mr.  Oilking  as  soon  as  possible, 


to  arrange  the  terms  of  the  duel.  He 
then  retired  to  his  room  to  await  the 
result  of  the  conference.  In  about  an 
hour's  time,  the  host  appeared  again  and 
informed  him  abruptly  that  the  duel  could 
under  no  circumstances  take  place  for 
two  days,  that  Oilking  had  chosen 
revolvers  as  the  weapons,  and  that  he — 
the  host — would  inform  Durand  in  good 
time  of  the  place  appointed  for  the 
combat.  Durand  went  quietly  to  bed  and 
slept  excellently. 

"  He  remained  in  his  room  the  whole 
of  the  next  day,  writing  letters.  Towards 
the  middle  of  the  day  he  went  down- 
stairs to  speak  to  the  hotel  -  proprietor, 
but  was  informed  that  his  second  had  left 
the  town  on  the  previous  evening,  and 
would  not  be  back  until  late  at  night.  As 
a  matter  of  fact,  the  proprietor  returned 
during  the  course  of  the  afternoon,  accom- 
panied by  a  troop  of  visitors,  and  the 
streets,  which  were  usually  so  quiet  at 
this  time  of  the  day,  were  alive  with  traffic-r 
so  much  so  that  the  IMajor,  who  slept  by 
no  means  so  soundly  as  on  the  previous 
night,  was  much  disturbed  by  the  rumbling 
of  heavy  vehicles  and  the  loud  conversation 
of  people  who  gathered  in  knots. 

'*At  length  the  eventful  morning  arrived. 
Durand  rose  early.  About  nine  o'clock 
the  hotel-proprietor  and  the  head  waiter 
entered  his  room  and  addressed  hira 
unceremoniousir — 

** '  Major,  are  ^ou -ready  ?  ' 

**  '  Yes.' 

"  '  Then  come  along.* 

"The  two  then  led  the  way  downstairs, 
Durand  following;  and  after  they  had 
passed  through  several  by-streets,  they 
arrived  at  a  large  square,  in  the  middle 
of  which  the  circus  stood.  The  seconds 
marched  up  to  a  small  door  on  one  side  of 
the  building,  opened  it,  and  stepped  into  a 
dark,  narrow  passage,  into  which  Durand 
rather  hesitatingly  followed  them.  The 
two  seconds  must  have  noticed  this,  for 
they  each  seized  an  arm  of  the  astonished 
officer,  and  hurried  rapidly  forward  through 
the  gloom,  until  they  reached  another 
door,  which  they  immediately  flung  open, 
and  emerged  into  the  arena  of  the  circus. 
The  seats  and  benches  were  thronged  with 
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hundreds  of  spectators,  who  burst  into 
thundering  applause  on  the  appearance 
of  Durand  and  his  companion.  Durand 
stood  rooted  to  the  spot  in  utter  bewilder- 
ment. 

"'What  is  the  meaning  of  this  insane 
proceeding  ? '  he  stammered,  turning 
round  to  the  host,  who  paid  not  the  least 
attention  to  the  question,  but  called  out  at 
the  top  of  his  voice — 

"'Gentlemen,  I  have  the  honour  to 
introduce  to  you  the  valiant  and  celebrated 
Major  of  the  French  Cuirassiers,  M. 
Durand,  who  is  the  sole  survivor  of  the 
glorious  cavalry  charge  at  Reichshoffen. 
He  will  shortly  have  the  honour  of  ex- 
changing shots  with  a  respected  citizen 
of  this  town,  Mr.  Jonathan  Oilking.' 

**  The  applause  broke  out  afresh,  and  in 
the  same  minute  a  door  opened  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  arena  to  that  from 
which  Durand  had  advanced,  and  Jonathan 
stjilked  in,  clad  in  the  costume  of  a  Red 
Indian,  accompanied  by  two  friends.  At 
last  Durand  guessed  what  all  this  signi- 
fied. Half  choking  with  rage  and  excite- 
ment, he  gave  the  hotel-proprietor,  who 
was  standing  at  his  side,  a  violent  blow  in 
the  chest,  and  rushed  with  the  speed  of 
lightning  to  the  door  through  which  he 
had  entered,  and  disappeared  through  it 
a  second  later.  You  can  easily  guess 
now,  gentlemen,  what  had  occurred  on 
the  two  preceding  days.  The  appearance 
of  the  hotel  -  proprietor  with  Durand's 
message  furnished  Oilking  with  a  brilliant 
idea,  and  both  agreeing  that  it  was  an 
excellent  opportunity  to  do  a  stroke  of 
business,  they  lost  no  time  in  dispatching 
a  gang  of  workmen  to  patch  up  and 
repair,  as  well  as  they  could  by  torch- 
light, the  ricketty  benches  in  the  circus. 
They  themselves  took  the  train  over  to  a 
l^^e  town,  a  few  miles  distant,  which  was 
called  Rome  '  or  Paris — I  really  cannot 
recollect  which — and  as  soon  as  they  liad 
arrived  went  to  the  offices  of  the  two 
local  papers  and  made  arrangements 
for  the  insertion  on  the  following  day 
of  flaring  advertisements,  in  which  the 
public  were  invited,  for  the  moderate 
charge  of  two  dollars  per  head,  to 
witness  a  combat  in  which  the  *  renowned 


and  valiant  Major  Durand  of  Paris' 
would  play  a  prominent  part.  Gigantic 
posters  to  the  same  effect  were  also 
ordered  to  be  printed.  They  succeeded 
so  well  in  their  endeavours  that  one  paper 
published  a  leading  article  on  the  charge 
at  Reichshoffen,  and  the  other  a  lengthy 
paragraph  describing  in  glowing  terms  the 
heroism  displayed  by  the  Major  during  that 
battle,  and  even  went  as  far  as  to  express 
the  wish  that  Durand  would  appear  in  the 
uniform  which  he  wore  on  that  historic 
occasion.  Arrangements  were  made  to  run 
special  trains  over  from  Rome — or  Paris — 
on  the  following  day  to  the  small  town  where 
the  unsuspecting  Major  was  stopping,  and 
hours  before  the  appointed  time  for  the 
combat  every  seat  in  the  circus  had  been 
disposed  of. 

**  Durand  departed  as  quickly  as  he  could 
from  the  neighbourhood,  and  declined  to 
have  anything  more  to  do  with  the 
purchase  of  horses  in  Texas.  Oilking 
and  the  hotel-proprietor,  however,  had 
anything  but  a  pleasant  time  after  the 
sudden  disappearance  of  Durand  from  the 
arena.  Some  of  the  spectators  laughed, 
some  grumbled,  others  demanded  their 
money  back,  and  one  section  even  insisted 
that  a  duel  should  take  place  at  all  hazards, 
and  suggested  that  the  hotel-proprietor 
would  make  a  passable  substitute  for 
Durand ;  in  fact,  a  tremendous  uproar 
arose,  and  I  have  heard  from  reliable 
sources  that  the  special  correspondents 
who  had  hurried  over  from  all  the  sur- 
rounding towns  were  enabled  to  fill  the 
columns  of  their  respective  journals  next 
day  with  graphic  accounts  of  the  shooting 
and  stabbing  which  ensued." 

Almost  as  the  Englishman  completed 
his  story,  the  train  commenced  to  slacken 
speed,  and  the  guard,  clambering  along  the 
footboards  of  the  carriages,  inserted  his 
head  throtfsj:}!  the  window,  bawling  out 
**  Bruxelles."  The  Americans,  who  had 
arrived  at  their  destination,  streamed  out 
of  tlie  compartment,  each  exchanging, 
however,  in  turn,  a  hearty  handshake**vvith 
the  Englishman,  and  calling  back  good- 
humouredly  to  him  as  they  stood  on 
the  platform  :  **  Well  parried,  Cousin 
Britisher ! " 
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OF  all  the  famous  swords  known  to  us 
in  history's  page,  two  stand  out 
most  prominently  in  our  country's  story 
First  of  all  is  the  immortal  "Excalibur" 
of  King  Arthur  ,  and  second  comes 
**  Skrep,"  the  magic  sword  of  Ofta,  the 
Saxon.  These  are  the  two  most  renowned 
weapons  of  early  English  history. 

Probably  the  tale  of  "  Skrep "  should 
come  first  in  point  of  time.  "  Skrep " 
was  covered  with  magic  runes  on  its  blade, 
just  as  so  many  swords  of  Arabs  are  to- 
day. The  King  of  Sweden,  so  the  story 
goes,  had  demanded  .of  Wermund,  King  of 
Denmark,  that  he  should  give  up  some 
land,  but  Offa,  the  son  of  Wermund, 
resisted  the  claim,  and  fought  for  his 
father.  Offa  was  supposed  to  be  weak 
mentally,  but  physically  was  such  a  giant 
that,  with  the  force  of  his  blows,  he  broke 
in  two  every  sword  that  he  handled.  Then 
Wermund  recollected  that  he  had  heard 
of  a  magic  sword  called  **  Skrep,"  which 
was  buried,  and  he  caused  search  to  be 
made  for  it.  It  was  found,  but  was  so 
rusty  and  fragile  that  OfTa  was  afraid  to 
use  it  for  a  long  time  lest  it  should  break 
at  once.  In  his  duel  with  the  King  of 
Sweden's  champion,  however,  he  was 
persuaded  to  try  **  Skrep,"  and  so  effective 
was  the  magic  sword  that  it  cut  his 
antagonist  clean  into  two  pieces  at  the 
very  first  stroke  made  by  Offa.  Thus  the 
legend  of  "  Skrep." 

While  our  Anglo  -  Saxon  forefathers 
told  the  famous  tale  of  Offa's  magic  sword, 
the  Celtic  race  never  failed  to  recount  the 
marvellous  stories  of  King  Arthur's  even 
more  celebrated  weapon,  **  Excalibur." 
This  sword  has  been  the  theme  of  story 
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and  song  right  down  our  country's  history, 
from  the  early  Breton  legends  to  the 
charming  account  of  Sir  Thomas  Malory 
in  1469,  and  thence  onwards  through 
Percy's  "Reliques" — with  their  tales  of 
the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table — until 
our  own  days,  when  its  greatest  and  most 
immortal  extoller  has  arisen  in  the  person 
of  the  late  Lord  Tennyson,  with  his  beau- 
tiful '*  Idylls  of  the  King." 

"Excalibur"  was  a  sword  of  fate  and 
prophecy  Apart  from  the  wonderful 
deeds  it  performed,  to  recount  which  we 
have  not  space  here,  it  gained  eternal 
renown  from  its  mysterious  disappearance, 
which  presaged  King  Arthur's  death. 
Malory  tells  this  in  a  delightful  chapter 
of  his  quaint  book.  The  King  had  wished 
to  know  what  was  about  to  happen,  and 
so  gave  **  Excalibur  "  to  Sir  Bedevere,  his 
knight,  with  instructions  to  advance  and 
throw  the  sword  into  a  pool  of  water  not 
far  away,  and  watch  what  would  appear. 
The  knight  took  the  weapon  and  went, 
but  on  the  way,  as  he  looked  at  the 
splendid  pommel  and  haft,  which  were  all 
encrusted  with  wonderful  precious  gems, 
and  as  he  saw  the  shining  blade  of  match- 
less steel,  he  was  tempted  to  keep  the 
sword  by  hiding  it,  and  to  tell  Arthur  a  lie. 

So  he  hid  "Excalibur"  under  a  tree^ 
and  when  he  returned  and  said  he  had 
thrown  the  sword  into  the  water,  Arthur 
asked  him  what  he  saw  then.  Sir  Bede- 
vere replied  that  he  had  seen  nothing  but 
waves.  The  King  then  accused  him  of 
lying,  and  ordered  him  to  go  again  and 
not  to  fail  to  throw  the  sword  in.  He 
went,  but  when  he  looked  at  **  Excalibur,'* 
as  it  lay  in  his  hands,  his  heart  rebelled 
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app^ar^d  tor  cicr 
from  RiorUl  km  ihc 
nojrt  icondcrfnl  sword 
of  ancient  'l^s. 
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the  Garter,  and   was  offered   to  Windsor 

Castle.  Si.  George's  Chapel,  for  the  repose 

of  his  soul.     Thence  it  passed — how  is  rot 

so  clear  as  it  might  be — into  the  hands  of 

the  Corporation  of  York  in  the  year  stated, 

and    with    them    it    has 

been  ever  since.    Luckily,  _  —, 

although     one     or     two 

famous  swords  that  used 

to  be  its  companions  in 

that  city  have  been    lost 

or  sold,  this  old  relic  has 

survived,    and    is    yet   in 

evidence.    By  ihe  courtesy 

of  the    Lord    Mayor  and 

Corporation  of  York,  the 

photograph  here  shown  of 

[he    sword    was    specially 

taken  fur  this  article. 

Bristol  must  claim  to 
have  the  sword  which, 
slill  existing,  ranks  next 
to  York's  "  Sword  o( 
Sigismund"  as  being  the 
oldest  of  famous  swords 
in  England.  This  is  the 
"  Lent "  Sword,  which 
curi.jus  title  it  derives 
from  the  fact  that  it  is 
still  carried  before  the 
Judges  at  the  Lent  assizes 
in  the  city.  Bristol  has 
four  Slate  swords,  but 
this  one  is  by  far  the 
most  interesting.  It  has 
a  straight  two  ■  edged 
blade,  nearly  forty  inches 
long,  with  a  guard  and 
pommel  of  silver  gih,  the 
grip  being  wrapped  with 
siUer  wire.  Two  shields 
figure  upon  it,  one  having 
the  royal  arms,  and  the 
other    the    cross    of    St.  thk  ■■  lkm  " 

George     and     the     date  kbistul  ci 

1583.  But  this  date  is 
not  to  be  taken  as  the  date  of  the 
sword's  manufacture,  for  it  is  known  to 
have  been  made  about  the  rear  1+5°- 
How  Bristol  got  it,  however,  is  not  known. 
But  the  edge  of  the  pommel  contains  an 
inscription  which  states  that  the  sword  was 


repaired  in  1581,  during  the  mayoralty  of 
Thomas  Aldworth.  The  scabbard  is  of 
black  velvet  covering,  with  silver- gilt 
decoration,  and  on  the  back  of  it  are 
inscribed  four  verses  from  Romans  xiii., 
beginning,  "  Let  every 
soul  be  subject  unto  the 
higher  powers" — a  worthy 
and  suitable  motto  for  a 
sword,  truly! 

There  is  yet  in  exist- 
ence an  old  print,  taken 
from  "  Ricart's  Calendar," 
showing  the  sword-bearer 
of  Bristol,  bearing  this 
sword,  in  the  reign  of 
Edward  IV.  He  has  on 
his  "cap  of  maintenance," 
which  was  made  of  grey 
squirrel's  fur,  whh  rolled 
brim  and  loose  crimson 
velvet  crown.  .\  unique 
picture,  this,  and  one 
which  we  have  to  thank 
the  Bristol  City  Treasurer 
for  so  kindly  allowing  us 
to  use  here,  with  the 
photograph  of  the  "Lent" 
S«ord. 

After  Bristol,  it  would 
seem  thai  Exeter  has  the 
oldest  celebrated  sword. 
This  is  a  specially  in- 
teresting weapon  in  that 
it  actually  belonged  to  an 
English  fighting  monarch, 
and  so  may  have  probably 
done  duty  in  one  or  more 
of  the  fierce  battles  of 
our  coiinir>-  in  those  far- 
off  days  when  the  King 
himself  fought  in  the  van 
of  his  brave  followers 
ivom.  ..h-  IHE  a'i'l  subjects.  Henry  VH. 
i-i.HAiiiiN,  visited    Exeter    after    his 

suppression  of  the  notori- 
ous IVrkin  Warbeck.  and  so  pleased  was 
he  uiili  the  loyalty  of  the  Hxonians,  and 
with  the  splendid  recepii()n  they  j,-ave 
to  him,  that  he  unbuckled  the  sword  off 
his  side,  and  presented  it  to  them  there 
and  then,  with  a  proviso  thai  it  was  to  be 


borne  before  the  llayi 
ceremonial    occasions, 
still     carried 
out.    With  it 
the  Kingalso 
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made  for  it  in  1654.  The 
blade  of  the  famous  sword 
of  Exeter  is  37!  in,  in  length, 
the  pommel  is  silver  gilt,  and 
the  scabbard  is  beautifully 
adorned  with  crimson  velvet. 
Though  there  is  no  actual 
record  of  the  fact,  jet.  as  the 
sword  was  given  to  the  city 
directly  after  Henry  had 
driven  Perkin  Warbeck  off  the 
field  of  battle,  it  is  most  pro- 
bable that  this  was  the  very 
sword  he  used  on  that  his- 
toric (lay. 

There  are  two  Slate  swords 
used  by  the  City  of  I,ondon's 
Chief  ..Magistrate  which  can- 
not fail  to  be  interesting  in 
any  account  of  our  famous 
swords.  They  are  both  car- 
ried in  civic  processions,  as 
is  also  the  mace  shown  here 
in  the  photograph  with  them. 
This  mace  is  so  extremely 
heavy,  being  of  solid  silver, 
richly  gilt,  that  it  would  be 
practically  impossible  for  anv 
ordinary  man  to  carr>-  it  far 
in  a  walking  procession;  its 
bearer,  therefore,  always  rides 

with  it  when  preceding  the  Lord  Mavor. 

.\s   to    I  he    swords    themselves,    that    on 


r  ot  the  c 
which    i» 


gave 


"cap 


of  mainten- 
ance," such 
as  usually  at 
that  period 
was  worn  by 
the  sword- 
bearer,  and 
Exeter  vet 
retains  this 
also.  It  is 
of  velvet 
wrought  with 
gold,  and  is 
kept  under  a 
glass     cover. 
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the  right  of  the  photograph  is  the  cele- 
brated "Pearl"  Sword,  so  called  from 
its  rare  decorative  work  and  beautiful 
adornments  on  the  hilt  and  scabbard.  The 
prevailing  colour  of  the  latter  is  a  pretty 
pale  pink,  inlaid  with  pearls,  whose  designs 
are  extremely  charming.     This  sword  has 


idea  of  the  real  beauty  of  the  weapon, 
lacking,  as  it  naturally  does,  the  charm 
of  ever  -  varj'ing  colours  and  the  glitter 
of  gold  and  jewels. 

It  is  strange  that  London's  famous 
swords,  as  kept  by  its  Corporation,  are  so 
comparatively  recent  compared  with  some 


been  in  possession  of  the  Corporation  for      of  those  still    retained    by   other  munici- 
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about  two  centuries,  and  is  kept  in  the 
treasure- house  of  the  Lord  Maior  of 
London,  at  the  Mansion  House,  together 
with  the  rest  of  the  insignia  and  plate  of 
the  City.  The  sword  on  the  left  of  the 
photograph  is  always  used  when  only 
one  is  required,  as  it  is  the  State 
sword  presented  to  the  City  by  Queen 
Elizabeth.  The  lovely  scabbard,  with  its 
alternate  decoration  of  velvet  and  gold 
device,  is  finely  shown  in  the  picture  ;  but 
the  latter  conveys  only  a  very  inefficient 


paliiics.    But,  of  course,  in  their  i 
worth  and  in  their  beauty  they  arc  second 
to  none. 

Leaving  municipal  swords,  which  may 
be  said  to  come  abou.  half-way  or  so 
between  the  ancient  weapons  of  the  Skrep 
and  Excalibur  type,  and  the  latest  famous 
swords  of  to-day,  let  us  look  at  the  cele- 
brated modem  sword  presented  two  years 
or  so  ago  by  the  great  artist.  I'mfessor 
Herkomer,  to  the  National  Eisteddfod  of 
Wales.      This    sword   is  not  marked   by 


SM- 
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splendid  decorative  work, 
supposed  from  the  professic 
but  is  rather  a  strong  example  of  a 

design, 
which     is     t«o  -  handed,     protected     by 
large    twisting    handguard; 
great  length  of  the  sword — quite  six  feet. 
Here  in  its  scabbard,  its  blade  is  not,  of 
course,  visible ;     but  its  edge  is  double. 


typifj  ■'  War."     Pro- 
kindly  lent  me,  for 
this  article,  the  photograph  of  the  sword. 

The  Welsh  Eisteddfod  is  naturally  very 
proud  of  the  present  thus  made  to  it  by  the 
greatest  of  our  artists  of  to-day,  and  the 
sword  makes  a  notable  show  at  each 
succeeding  festival. 

The  two  next  photographs  sho 
prove  most  interesting  to  all  Englishmen, 
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as  they  show  the  swords  usually  wom 
by  two  of  Britain's  greatest  Generals  and 
two  of  her  greatest  sailors  of  the  past.  On 
one  photograph  is  seen  the  sword  of  Oliver 
Cromwell.  lis  long  straight  blade,  sharp- 
ened for  action,  and  its  strong  hand-grasp, 
seem  to  be  mute  evidence  of  the  famous 
Protector's  own  character,  even  these  many 
years  after  his  time.  There  couhi  be  no 
hesitation,  no  half- measures,  about  the 
man  who  used  such  a  weapon  as  that. 
Whether  he 
were  right  or 
wrong  in  his 
opinions  and 
actions,  he 
might  hf  re- 
lied upon  to 
do    his    work 


( )n  the 
photo- 


ihi'  gallant 
Wolfe  at 
<^U(.-hec.     the 


under  Muut- 
calm  kneu-  s() 
well.  Notice 
the  great 
difference 
between  this 
weapon  and 
Cromwell's. 
Wolfe's  sword 
was  short  and 
small,    almost 

large  straight 
dagger  After 
bung  taken 
from  tht  side 
of  lh<  dead 
hironslKla* 
on  thi  jilains 
of    Abraham, 


it  was  reverently 

treasured,  and 
finally  returned 
to  his  mother 
in  her  little 
Kentish  village 
home.  At  her 
death  she  left  it 
to  Wolfe's  hfe- 
long  friend  and 
former  school- 
fellow, the  Hon. 
(jeorgc  Warde, 
Colonel  of  the 
4th  Dragoon 
Guards  ;  and, 
being  inherited 
by  that  gentle- 
man's nephew, 
it  was  finally 
lent  to  the 
Museum  of  the 
United  Service 
Institution,  in 
Whitehall, 

The  other 
picture  shows 
the    swords    of 


sailors 


-Neisc 


and  Captain 
Cook.  The  fine 
sword  of  Kug- 
land's  greatest 
Admiral  is  that 
which    he  wore 


for  both  use  and 
ornament.     There  a 


several  of  Nelson's 

but   probably  this 

xample    and   as    in- 


tcre.sting  in  hs   history  as   any  of  them. 
tooks  snord  ma\    rightli    be  set    beside 
that    of    his    almost 
for  fame  upon  tin,    sia 
fame  of  a  different  kind 
\orkshireman    «ho    first 
Britons,  and  explored  to 
great  Southern  land  which 


lebraled 


xtent,  the 
Australia, 
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must  alwavs  he  a  n-niarkable  fiijfure  in  the 
history  of  liis  liinus. 

Anil  thon  wc  give  an   Ilhistration  of  tht' 


SWOkl)   OF   TIITOi)   SAUllJ. 

swonl  of  ihc  famous  'rip])0()  Sahib,  the 
Sultan  of  Mysori',  wlio  was  kilU'd  at 
tlie  sici^'t'  of  St'ringapatam,  jusl  ovrr 
a  ct'nturv  aij:o.  This 
curved  swonl  is  a 
remarkabh'  one,  its 
hilt  beini^  richlv 
strewn  with  emeralds 
atul  rubies  enough 
to  mak(^  an  ordinary 
j)erson  wealthy  for  a 
lifetime.  It  may  \x 
seen  in  the  museum 
befort'inentioni'd,  and 
for  i)ermis>i(.)n  to 
photograph  it  and 
the  olluT.«>  here  we 
are  much  indebted  to 
thf  eourtt;<»us  secre- 
tary. 

As    a    contrast     to  ;;-i 

.'-I 
these    several    swords  \\\ 

already        mrnlioneil,  i 

aneii'Ut,        municipal,  { 

ccK'bratt'd  <»wing  to 
fornii-r  owui-rshi])  c»r 
giver,  let  us  in  con- 
clusion look  at  one 
of  the  most  recent 
of  famous  s\\i)rds, 
the  weajM>n  i»resenteil 
bv  a  L'raieful  and 
admirin^j     L»>imty     to 


to    him    at   a 

meeting      in 

in       Eebruar)' 

amidst     many 

of     goodwill 


>\\  ■  -ivh       <  •!  hi  .N.  ii 

• .  I  M  A  A 1    ^ :  .N  A :  < 


one  of  our  successful  (lenerals.  This 
last  sword  we  shall  sj)eak  of  was  a  gift 
to    Sir   Archibald    Hunter    bv   the    manv 

proud    admirers    and 
.    _  ..  ._  _        coimtrvmen  of  his  in 

T 

I  his  native  county  ot 
I  Ayrshire,  after  the 
close  of  the  laie 
P^gyptian  War  by  the 
successful  battles  of 
Atbara  and  (Jmdur- 
man.  It  was  pre- 
sented 
public 

•     -    — •         Avr, 

1899, 

tokens 
and  pride  bv  his  fellow-Avrshiremen. 

The    sword,   which    was   made    bv   the 
celebrated   firm  of  Messrs.  Wilkinson,  in 

Pall  Mall,  is  richly 
covered,     as     far     as 

fits  scabbard  and  hilt 
are  concerned,  with 
I  goltl  decorative 
work  —  pure  gold  ol 
22  carats.  It  is  a 
sword  to  be  used 
as  well  as  to  wear. 
Its    blade-steel    is   of 

^the  highest  quality, 
and  if  the  sword 
lacks  the  gems  and 
stones  of  some  pre- 
sentation swords,  it 
is  |>erhaps  more  satis- 
factory to  Sir  Archi- 
bald to  know  that 
the  sword  is  not  a 
plaything  only.  How 
excellent  are  all  its 
parts  and  manufac- 
ture may  be  gauged 
from  till*  fact  that  it 
cost  over  ^250.  A 
fair  price  for  a  swi»rd 
«»f  to-ilay,  when  a 
gooil  cavalry  -  svv«»rd 
can  be  bought  for  tlftv 


\i         I'Kl   >l   N  i  1   I-        I" 

nil.  \i  !•   ill  N  1 1  K 
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illings. — G.  A.  W. 


.THE         PASSING      OF     ARTHUR 


MYTHICAL  MEN,  TALES,  AND  MONSTERS. 


By   H.  S.  C  EVERARD. 


THE  whole  subject  of  serpent  lore,  as 
known  to  the  ancients,  is  well  set 
forth  in  the  **  Pharsaligt"  by  Lucan,  who 
describes  ever}'  sort., ®f  horror  in  the 
sensational  style  of  the  penny  dreadful  ; 
indeed,  to  those  whose  tastes  that 
way  lie,  the  proceedings  of  the  Thes- 
salian  witch  Erichtho  may  confidently 
be  recommended  for  gruesome  reading. 
The  wretched  Murrus  pierces  a  basilisk 
with  his  spear,  but  swift  as  thought  the 
deadly  venom  flies  along  the  weapon  and 
fastens  on  his  hand,  which  he  instantly 
hews  off  with  the  Other  hand  as  his  sole 
chance  of  safety.  The  **  Seps,"  with  its 
barbed  tooth,  turns  the  body  of  Sabellius 
into  a  mass  of  living  putrefaction  ;  and  as 
for  the  **jaculus/'  that  killed  another  of 
Cato's  unfortunate  soldiers  by  hurling  itself 
at  him  from  the  bough  of  a  tree  :  "  it  was 
then  understood  how  slowly  flies  the  stone 
from  the  sling,  how  sluggishly  whizzes  the 
Scythian  arrow."  Describing  the  terrible 
march  of  the  remnant  of  Pompey's  forces 
under  Cato,  and  the  horrors  of  the  Libyan 
desert,  their  first  gleam  of  fortune  shone 
upon  them  when  they  arrived  among  the 
Psylli,  who  appear  to  have  been  a  j)hilan- 
thropic  race,  eminently  skilled  in  ambu- 
lance work  and  first  aid  to  the  wounded. 
Living  in  a  country  swarming  with  the 
most  deadly  snakes,  these  men,  never- 
theless, were  poison-proof;  nay,  more,  a 
snake,  if  it  bit  a  native,  could  not  survive — 

The  man  recovered  of  the  bile. 
The  snake  it  was  that  die<I. 

From  earliest  infancy  the  young  Psyllian 
enjoved  this  immunity,  the  existence  of 
which  was  held  to  l)e  an  unfailing  test  of 
leu:itimacv,  for  newlv  born  babes  were 
exposed  in  places  where  these  ophidia  did 


congregate ;  if  the  infants  remained  un- 
touched by  them,  well  and  good  ;  if  not — 
the  sad  inference  was  obvious.  When  Cato's 
harassed  troops  arrived,  the  first  proceeding 
on  the  part  of  the  amiable  natives  was  to 
exorcise  all    the  reptiles  within  the  pre- 
cincts of  the  camp  and  trenches,   which 
they  accomplished  by  means   of  suitable 
charms  and  incantations.     This  done,  they 
lit    fires    of     pungent     herbs,     tamarisk, 
larch,  and  southernwood,  as  a  preventive 
measure,  to  keep  the  camp  safe  at  night. 
If  any   happened   to   be  bitten,  notwith- 
standing these  precautions,  their  **  pallid 
wounds  "  were  anointed  with  saliva,  and 
the  poison  extracted  by   suction;  palates 
of  such    refined  delicacy    had    they   that 
by  the    mere    taste   of    the   poison    they 
could  name  the  snake  by  which  the  wound 
had  been  inflicted.     It    is   comforting  to 
learn  that,  relieved  by  this  aid,  the  Roman 
youth  could  then  wander  far  and  wide  into 
the  glowing  fields.     The  Psylli,  according 
to  Herodotus,  came  to  a  sad  end,  at  least 
the  greater  part  of  them,   for  a  remnant 
survived  till  Pliny*s  day.     The  south  wind, 
that  **  Dux  inquii'ti  turbidus  Adria:'^  had 
blown   for  a  long  time,  and  occasioned  a 
water-famine ;    so  with  one  consent    they 
made    war   upon   the   south  wind  ,   but  it 
rose  up  in  its  wrath  and  buried  them  under 
heaps  of  sand,  whereupon  another  nation 
divided  their  substance.  A  singular  instance 
of  gratitude   for   favours  conferred  by  the 
wind  is  reported  by  /Elian;  the  "  Northren 
winde"  brought  disaster  on  an  expedition 
of  Dionysius   against  the  Thurians,    who, 
to  show  tlieir  appreciation,  gave  it  a  house 
to    dwell    in,    and    conferred   upon   it  the 
freedom  of  their  city.     Pausanias  says  the 
same  of  the  Megalopolitans.     It  has  been 
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sunKi'sifJ  that  the  snake  -  charmers  of 
Harl>ar\-  mav  bo  the  modem  rcpreseniatives 
of  the'  I'sylli- 

The  -Efjiiiani  were,  as  the  name  implies, 
iif  the  satyr  species,  half  man,  half  goat. 
Their  local  habitation  was  IMount  Atlas, 
*heri'  they  held  diabolical  orgies  by  night. 
While  by  ilay  no  vestigo  of  any  mortal  was 
evtT  to  b'.'  seen,  when  ilarkncss  arrived 
lires  innumerable  were  lit  upon  the  moun- 
tain, which  "  resounilcth  with  the  noysc  of 
hautboies,   pipes   and   fifes,    and    ringeth 


Herodotus  calls  this  tribe  Atarantians,  and 
Leo  .\fricanus  mentions  that  the  BomtJUS 
have  no  names  for  one  another,  lieing  dis- 
tinguished only  by  their  personal  apjienr- 
ance;  tall,  as  the  case  might  be,  or  "old, 
short  and  fat,"  to  quote  the  terms  in  which 
the  turnpike  -  keeper  apostrophised  the 
retreating  chaise  which  contained  Messrs. 
W'ardle  and  Pickwick ;  they  were  recog- 
nised, in  short,  by  any  physical  peculiarity. 
Others,  again,  had  feet  resembling  thongs, 
upon  which  they  moved  with  a  serpentine 


Tf<TiKs|KfiHcttfsimus,iJt_qcu,<iUcniorrtrKi!i,tw."p'..   ''''' 
__Jitiminobiloacm«nicalitno,moxpi!i!>ii.i!"ttiJ>.iiipii'. 
t  ucnrm  foloiioneabfumit.  Qxkw  prstatxumxtgitgK 
hii  Locanw Hbto  g.  ,.  .»  ,   ..    .- 


againe  with  the  sound  of  tabers.  timbrels 
and  cvnibak-;."  "  This  is  what  authors  of 
high  char.ictiT  have  siati-d."  the  obvious 
infcrcnti'  being  that  it  must  be  true.  Pos- 
sibly the  tribe  retired  inl,.  caves  and  hol,-s 
during  the  d;iy[inu-.  nn  account  of  the 
"agilitie  I'l'thi-  sun'- fierie  heat,"  emerging 
after  sund<i«u  \'<  h->\>\  liieir  junketings  in 

the  Ciml  .if  the  eli-nillg. 

The  Ail;in!.-s.  .-iccnr.ling  lo  Mela,  bad 
lust  all  ihriraiIiTi>lics  of  humanity  :  they 
had  ii<i  di-i;iigui>hing  names  fur  caih 
other;     t!uy    ne\er    had    dreams;    ib.-y 


being  di : 


kind  of  gait;  s.ime  had  the  feet  ..t"  horses, 
sr.me  ^uch  "migiitv  great  eares"  thai  they 
covered  the  wii.ilJ  body,  thus  di:,i. ending 
with  the  necessity  .>f  further  raiuicnt. 
j^iune.  again,  had  no  mouths.  "li\ing  mily 
(Ui  air :  [ID  meal  nor  drink  ihev  lake, 
oidy  pleasant  savours  from  divers  rimts. 
Ilnures.  and  wilde  fruits,  and  yet  if  the 
sent  be  anything  sirung  and  siinkinir.  ihey 
are  SMone'  ibereuith  ..vercme  and  dy 
withal."  We  read  of  men  ul,.,  are 
'■  liid..ii>e  K.  h.ken  <.n.  f..r  lliei  ben  h.,riied, 
and  ibei  sjieken  imught.  but  gn-nleli,  as 
IVgges  "  :  and  -.f  the  Mi.no.^kelli.  or  Skia- 


nd  iheir lands,      pedes,  who  "ban  but  o  fo< 
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■  liiL-  the  vilalily  of  the  High  Priest 
iracle  of  Golf,  the  Abaris  of  the  niae- 
iiL'cuh  century,  Tom  IMorris,  who,  as  Mr. 
Amlrew  Lang  tells  us,  never  grows  old,  nor 
does  he  take  odds  from  anyone. 

Appropriate  reference  may  be  made  to 
^rtinsCer's  '"  Demons  of  Cathay "  :  ihai 
guileless  author  urgently  warns  travellers 
{viiitoribus  siimmc  cavendum  est)  of  the 
dangers  awaiting  them  should  any  lag 
lifhind  his  companions  and  lose  sight  of 
ilium  in  the  fastnesses  of  mountain  and 
torest.  For  the  solitary  wayfarer  would 
l(f  addressed  by  name  in  the  simulated 
lones  and  voices  of  his  companions,  id 
whose  neighbourhood  he  imagined  himself 
to  be  ;  this  being  the  ingenious  device  of 
the  evil  creature  to  lure  him  to  destruction 
mthal.  On  occasions  an  instrumental 
concert  would  be  heard  {conccrlits  mun^^ 
oruvi  inslrumeiilorum),  but  i 
sound  of  drums. 

Possibly  Munster  may  have  had  a     

ing  idea  that  some  of  his  tales  were  of  tfaa 


so  fast  iliat  is  marvaylle,  and  the  foot  is  so 
large  that  it  schadewelhe  alle  the  body 
azen  the  Sonne,  whanne  they  wole  lye  anti 
reste  htm," 

Life  in  tropical  climates  has  some  pro- 
verbial disadvantages ;  and  if  the  modem 
traveller  is  apt  to  find  his  boot  tenanted 
by  the  wandering  scorpion,  or  to  share  his 
bed  with  sesquipedalian  centipedes,  su 
were  these  aboriginals  "  peslred  with 
elephants,"  for  their  "  forrests  were  re- 
plenished with  numbers  of  wilde  beestes," 
or,  to  take  the  case  of  the  Fortunate 
Islanders,  "  were  much  annoied  with  great 
whales,  that  are  daily  cast  upon  the  shore, 
and  pulritie  like  carrion." 

The  Hyperboreans  [to  leave  the  tropics} 
lived  to  an  extreme  old  age  sheltered  in 
the  Riphsean  mountains ;  no  strife  nor 
discord  nor  sickness  was  theirs,  and  their 
euthanasia  is  thus  described  :  "  They  never 
die,  but  when  they  have  lived  long  enough. 
for  when  the  aged  men  have  made  good 
cheere,  and  annointed  their  bodies  with 
sweet  oyntments,  they  leap  from  off  a 
certain  rock  into  the  sea ;  theis  kind  of 
sepulture  is  of  all  others  most  happy." 
To  his  Hyperbort 


kind   provided  for  the  entertainment 

the  marines,  for,  in  his  remarks  about 
celebrated  barnacle  goose,  after  the 
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description  of  that  wondrous  fowl,  he 
hastens  to  assure  his  readers  that  it  is  no 
mere  romancing  on  the  part  of  modern 


neighbourhood  of  North  Berwick.  He 
thought  but  little  of  the  natives,  or  of  their 
country,  between  which  and  his  own  sunny 
Italy  he  drew  most  unflattering  com- 
parisons. 

Exigencies  of  space  preclude  the  present 
writer  from  entering  into  the  subject  of 
sea-monsters  as  known  to  legend  i  the 
curious  Remora,  Xoncay  whales,  sea- 
serpents,  and  the  rest  of  them,  about 
which  Olaus  ^lagnus,  Pontoppidan,  and 
others  discourse,  as  the  journalist  is  wont 
lo  observe,  "  with  much  acceptance,"  not 
unaccompanied  by  many  remarkable  illus- 
trations. We  pass,  therefore,  to  another 
form  of  myth — the  marriage  of  fairies 
with  mortals. 

Needles  SDcJ  pins,  needles  and  pins. 
When  3  man  marricj  his  Irouble  beeins. 
says  the  old  saw,  and  certainly  if  marriage 
is  not  now  lo  be  enterprised  or  taken  in 
hand  lightly,  still  less  were  the  heroes 
and  heroines  of  legend  justified  in  entering 
its  bunds  without  some  preliminary  ex- 
amination of  the  consequences,  which, 
indeed,    were    likely    to     be    sufficiently 


authors,  but  that  the  subject  has  been  dealt 
with  by  others,  notably  by  Saxo  (!ram- 
maticus.  He  then  proceeds  to  quote. 
without  comment,  the  dri-  remark  of 
/Eneas  Sylvius  (aftenvards  Pius  It.): 
"When  we  came  more  particularly  lo 
investigate  the  matter,  while  guests  at 
the  Court  of  King  James,  a  man  of 
ordinary  stature  but  very  obese,  we  found 
that  this  miracle  receded  ever  further 
and  further  into  the  distance,  and  that 
the  celebrated  tree  was  not  to  be  dis- 
covered at  all  in  Scotland  proper,  but 
in  the  Orkney  Islands."  This  descrip- 
tion of  James  1.  of  Scotland  'mii/A! 
pingutdim  anivis,  ga\e  much  ulii'nce.  hut 
the  elegant  Vatican  scholar  had  had.  in 
common  phrase,  a  very  rough  time  of  it. 
To  begin  with,  he  had  bei-ii  nearlv  ship- 
wrecked, and  in  fulfilment  of  a  vow  of 
thanksgiving  for  his  escape,  had  made  a 
ten-mile  pilgrimage  barefoot  over  ice  and 
snow  to    ihe  shrine  of  Whitekirk,  in  the 
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of  those  compact  of 
more  than  common  ciay,  as  the  Valkyrie, 
if  one  of  them  married  a  mortal,  then 
farewell  to  all  her  power.  Sigrun  (daughter 
of  King  Hogni},  who  wedded  Helga,  is  a 
case  in  point.  Marriage  then  was  for 
weal  or  woe,  for  belter  or  worse,  not  by 
any  means  a  matter  of  dull,  colourless 
routine.  Paracelsus,  again,  peoples  deserts, 
woods,  seashores,  rivers  —  in  fad,  all 
available  space — with  nixies,  "  lemures," 
goblins,    and    monsters;    explaining   that 


they  had  formerly  been  mortals  who  were 
seized  by  Satan  on  acuount  of  their  sins, 
and  transformed  into  these  fantrisiic 
shapes.  Thoy  had,  according  to  him,  no 
spiritual  |irinci|>k' ;  hut  to  any  nymph 
or  sprite  who  should  persuade  a  mortal 
man  to  marry  her  a  soul  would  be 
restored.  On  this  iilea  is  foundfd  I.a 
Molle  Fouque's  well  -  known  romance 
"  L'ndine."  .Most  jirntific  of  marvcl- 
m<m),'ers  is  Gm'ase  of  Tilliury,  who  pro- 
fess.-s  a  deeply  groundid  belief  in  the 
reality  of  men  without  heads,  lamia, 
dragons,  and  in  every  kind  of  monstrosity. 


He  gives  currency  to  the  tale  of  a  knight 
finding  a  lovely  fairy  in  a  meadow,  and  pro- 
posing marriage  to  her ;  which  proposal 
she  accepts,  but  on  one  condition  only. 
So  long  as  this  condition  was  observed  all 
went  weil  with  the  soldier  ;  but  just  as  in 
Apuleius'  beautiful  allegory  Psyche  fell 
a  victim  to  her  curiosity,  just  as  Elsa 
lost  Lohengrin  after  putting  the  forbidden 
question,  so  did  our  knight  break  ihe 
taboo,  and,  drawing  aside  the  curtain 
which  veiled  the  bath,  surprised  the 
occupant  "  frustrate  of  garments,"  who 
straightway  turned  into  a  serpent — and 
disappeared.  From  this  moment  the 
knight's  fortunes  began  to  wane ;  the  lady 
was  never  seen  again,  nor  heard,  except 
sometimes  at  night,  when  she  came  to 
visit  her  children;  on  these  occasions  the 
nurses  would  hear  her,  but  never  catch 
sight  of  her  {nulricibus  audienlibus,  sfJ  ah 
ejus  iispiclu  Simper  arclalis).  Taking  this 
story  as  his  text,  and  avowing — honest 
man — his  implicit  belief  in  all  travellers' 
tales.  John  of  Arras  proceeds  to  give  us 
a  delightful  romance,  "  M^lusine,"  which 
accounts  for  the  origin  and  fortunes  of 
the  house  of  Lusignan,  The  castle  itself 
was  ■'  bylded  and  made  of  a  woman  of  the 
Fayrie,"  .M(:lusine,  on  her  marriage  with 
Kaymondin.  It  is  her  sad  destiny  lo 
suffer  the  punishment  to  which  she  had 
been  condemned  by  her  mother,  the 
working  out  of  which  destiny  in  harmony 
with  the  prophecy  is  the  central  idea  of  the 
romance,  ^lelusine  was  the  daughter  of 
King  Klvnas  of  Albany  and  his  second 
«ife  Pressyne.  who  married  him  on  one 
comiilion,  which  licr  stepson,  who  dislikes 
her,  induces  his  father  to  break,  albeit 
unwittingly.  I'ressync  thereupon  leaves 
him,  taking  her  three  daughters  with  her  to 
Avalim.  the  Isle  Lost,  where,  in  answer  ti> 
Melusine's  question  as  to  what  their 
father  had  done  to  bring  on  them  this 
■'  greef  and  sorow."  she  tells  the  stori- 
promise.  Thereupon  the 
and    carrv   out    a    deed 
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a    high    muuntai 
Northumberland. 
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not  resist,  one  wonilers,  or  call  to  his  aid 
some  of  liis  numerous  retainers;  or  how 
was  he  ilccoyed  to  his  jjrison  ?  Hut 
perish  all  sceptics !  John  of  Arras  believed 
all  hi-  read  in  Marco  Polo  and  the  rest  uf 
them,  and  iff  must  not  be  too  clusely 
critical.  However  that  may  be,  Prcssviie, 
as  well  5he  mi^ht,  disapproved,  and  thus 
she  spoke  for  d<H)m.  pronouncing  the  faie 
of  Melusine,  who  was  the  rinjjieadcr  of 
tlic  ph)t :  "  F"ro  hens  fourth  on  1  (jive  !■>  the 
the  Rifle  tliat  thou  shall  be  every  Satirday 


finds  Mulusine  near  the  Fountain  of  Soyf 
(each  of  these  little  affairs  seems  to  licgin 
ne.ir  a  fountain)  ;  she  is  much  friendly, 
gives  him  two  ma;;ic  rings,  and  a^s  him 
to  marry  her — on  the  coniHtion  above  set 
forth.  He  agrees,  promising  to  keep 
the  compact ;  whereujxin  the  necessarv 
'jertmonies  are  performed  by  a  "bvsshop 
that  weJded  them  and  songe  masse  luTore 
them";  furthermore,  this  prelate  hallmvs 
the  wedding  bed,  with,  however,  as  it 
miirht    £com,   rather    indifferent    success. 


''iX^-^ 


turm-d  int..  a  serprnl  fn.  t!ir  iiauUl  .lu.m-  T.  n  M,n-^^,■^.■  l".rn  in  thrir  i^afm^.  l.ut 

war.l,    but   (f  iliuu   fjnd  ..nv  iii;m  dial  mi)  IVm  m  [h,  in  i.iii  b;ivi'  b,:,n  r.f  pr.  i".--..>-s- 

tak.-     til.'    lu    bys    «yf.    and     llial    lir    «ii  id;;  .M.-ri..!,    l..r   ;ibi,iM    all   w.t.-  aliii.  trd 

priimvse  l.i  till-  tluJt   livvi-r  c.n  tlif  Satirdav  with    s..ii-..'    >..ri    i.l    blrrui-li     not    u-ilally 

he  shall  .<;<'.'   tlir.  tli'm   >liah  ItAv  :liv  .mirs  .  ..riniiMti    I.,   maiikmd.      Tims    Iri^iii.    ibe 

naturell.  and  shall    .Irv  as  a  nalut.'l  an.i  -Id.M,  V.nA   ,:>,.  hi.-  a   tan.  bad  .-ii.-  .le 

huma^n  wuuiaii."      If  liu-  husb.ni.l  /i /■■■>■        r.  d  :.iid  l) ll,.r  bhie  :   ariollu-r  had   .,idy 

hn-ak    his    [.rnmise    she    must    rriurn    u.  -n.,- rvr.  I.m  ilir  urm-ral  au-rav -l  viMial 

h.T  punishniviii.    and    "abv,!,-    ili.-r.'iimr  ]^■■^^.■T    «,,.    r-^Mnr-^d    bv    ih.-   eiLrbih   -.m, 

unlo  lb.'  luii.-   ihal   ihe    rii;iil  h;.:;li    1ul'l:<'  vtl.--    bad    tbnr.       l'r..:ni.»iil     had    a    lufl 

shal    hr.Id'his   jn-iinnit."        I-,    the    Ihi.  mI     li:iir   .,ti    tl.r    .iid    '■!    his    ij,i>,>.   while 

y..un.L;.T    t.;>li-rs      u-.r,-     aih.iir-d      piinisb-  lir,.iirr(.    wli...  an.T   Kauiioiidin.  may   be 

Kaymondin  nnwo.Mi.s..Ti  ibr  .MV1I,-.  and  and    L-.-u.-ralh     (irsi  -  .bss     Harrmr.    had 

'durnig  a    "wildbure"    hunt    in    l\iiiiiT:<,  a    great    tuolh     uhiih    protruded     mure 


